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Introduction

"When the boundaries between reality and illusion fade away, destiny is written with the blood of the past.”

"It felt as if the very air were being siphoned from my lungs... a moment of absolute silence before the world around me ignited."

I awoke to the sound of faint tapping on my window, as if invisible fingers were caressing the glass. I blinked slowly, trying to trace the source of the sound amidst the pitch-black darkness. The room was still; no one was there.

A shiver raced down my spine, and I curled deeper into my bed. This night felt different. The air was heavier, as if something unseen were watching me. I reached for my phone, only to find the screen dark, despite my certainty that I had left it fully charged.

Then, it happened.

The moment I moved to stand, every light in the house flickered out. A profound darkness consumed the space,

leaving no sound but my own ragged breathing. I felt my way toward the window, but before I could reach it, I heard that voice...

"It is time."

It wasn't a mere whisper. The voice resonated inside my head—deep, as if it were seeping into my very soul. My body stiffened, and I felt a chill crawling over my skin.

Then... I saw him.

A reflection in the windowpane—a black shadow with purple eyes, taking shape behind me. His features were blurred, yet he was undeniably there.

I didn't dare turn around. I didn't breathe. I didn't move.

With wide, bulging eyes, I stared at the reflection that seemed to grow larger as it drew closer. My body trembled, and I slowly turned my head, just before the shadow lunged at me.

"Aaaaaah!!"

.

.

Ring... Ring... Ring...

The alarm clock blared.

The sound pierced the silence that had enshrouded me. I jolted awake, sweat pooling on my face, but the echo still vibrated in my head.

"Hah... again... why do I keep dreaming of this every single time?"

My breath was still shallow, as if I had truly been in that void just moments ago.

I took a long, deep breath until I felt my chest expand, then exhaled slowly, as if trying to expel the remnants of a nightmare that clung to my soul. Gathering my composure, I pushed the covers aside and stood up slowly. I dragged myself to the sink and splashed water on my face, attempting to wash away the traces of that strange dream.

My mother's voice cut through the morning silence:

"Razan! Come down!"

I rushed out of the bathroom, dressed without much thought, and left my room.

In the kitchen, my mother was busy preparing breakfast, her back turned to me, while my father sat in his usual spot, sipping his coffee.

"Good morning," I said in a weary voice, greeting them both.

"Good morning, sweetheart. Did you sleep well?" my mother asked gently, while my father offered only a small nod.

I nodded slowly. "Yes..."

I sat down, trying to find comfort after the sheer effort it took to get out of bed. My father, as usual, was buried in his newspaper, his features showing no sign of concern. My mother continued to arrange the plates, attending to every small detail as if striving to keep everything perfect.

"Do you need anything?" she asked.

"No," I replied.

But my mind wasn't there. I was retracing the events of yesterday, their images fading in my mind like a distant mist. What was that? And why did I feel something pulling me toward that place? I tried to dismiss the questions, but the sensation persisted.

"Would you like to help?" my mother asked, as if reading my thoughts.

"Yes."

I began setting the plates on the table, trying to ignore the heavy feeling in the air. Everything seemed normal... but it wasn't. Something was approaching, slowly, as if the darkness I had left in the dream hadn't quite departed.

I sat back down to eat my breakfast. But inside, I was still there, in that dark place...

I shook my head, trying to banish those thoughts that pursued me in a silence broken only by the faint clatter of dishes.

But that silence didn't last long, for my mother spoke quietly, as if she had already anticipated my answer.

"Are you going to the university today?"

She took a bite, while I looked up quickly.

"Ah... I almost forgot."

My father, who had been watching us silently, did not comment but seemed more focused on his coffee. He always started his day calmly, as if this routine were untouchable.

As for me, I was caught between thinking about the university and those dreams that had begun to intertwine with my reality.

Will I be able to focus? Or will those memories continue to haunt me?

I finished my breakfast and stood up, driven by a desire to keep moving forward.

"I’m going to go change my clothes.”

I left the kitchen and headed to my room. I closed the door behind me, went to the wardrobe, and pulled out a white shirt, a long black skirt, and white sneakers. I dressed quickly, then tied my hair back into a ponytail. In a matter of minutes, I was ready.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror, making sure I looked ordinary. Then I grabbed my bag, wallet, and phone, and left the room, heading downstairs.

I stood by the front door and turned, saying aloud, "I’m leaving."

My mother replied in her affectionate voice, "Go with God’s peace."

As for my father, he spoke in his calm tone, which never lost its gravity despite his few words: "Take care of yourself, Razan."

I put on my coat, opened the door, and stepped out, while their words continued to echo in my ears.

I walked through the street in the heart of a lively neighborhood, where loud sounds scattered from every corner and life pulsed everywhere, as if the city never slept. I continued toward the bus stop, greeting a few neighbors and friends with quick smiles before moving on.

When I arrived, the station was crowded. Familiar faces, strange ones, and everyone was busy with their own world—conversations, phones, expectant gazes. I stood in a corner, accompanied by a strange sensation... as if time were slowing down around me while everything else moved in a blur.

After a wait that felt like it would never end, the bus finally arrived. I waited my turn, paid the fare, then boarded and sat by the window. I pulled out my earphones and put them in.

As the bus moved, I watched the streets change through the window. People, buildings, cars... everything passed by quickly, but I was in my own world, where my thoughts intertwined between the past and the present.

"I suppose you’re wondering who I am..." I whispered to myself, reviewing my life in my mind.

"I am Razan, a university student in Literature and Human Sciences. I am 20 years old, living with my family: my parents, Mohamed and Khadija, and my three brothers—Ali, who is in the army; Rayan, a PhD student; and Houssam, the spoiled baby of the family."

I sighed, staring at the street through the glass. I couldn't deny that I loved these moments—when I am alone, away from everything, thinking about my life, my family, and my future.

Yet, despite this stillness... I felt that something was different.

The bus stopped at my station. I picked up my bag and got off, slipping my hands into my coat pockets while my earphones remained in my ears. The walk to the university was quiet... until I suddenly felt a slap on the back of my neck.

"Ow! Who—?" I cried out, turning quickly only to see my cousin, Latifa, her hand still extended, smiling mischievously.

I shot her a disgruntled look, rubbing the spot she had hit. "Seriously? It’s cold out, and that actually hurt!"

She laughed softly and said slyly, "Sorry! But I called you several times and you didn't answer, so I had to do it!"

I sighed and looked away from her. "Whatever..."

"I was trying to message you so much yesterday, but your phone was off," Latifa said with a pout, playfully pinching my side.

"Hey! That hurts!" I groaned, rubbing the pinch. "My phone died, and I went to sleep early."

Latifa smiled cunningly, then waved her hand dismissively. "Oh, so I was worried for nothing!" She paused for a moment, then added enthusiastically, "I remembered! Something exciting happened in our neighborhood yesterday. Neighbor Fatima’s son suddenly disappeared! The poor woman went out crying and wailing in the street, and everyone started searching for him."

"Oh, really? And did they find him?" I looked at her with interest as she continued.

"Yes, they found him! After two hours of searching, he was hiding in one of the barrels—he fell asleep while playing hide-and-seek with his friends!" She laughed, trying to lighten the mood.

I smiled as I followed her, enjoying these daily stories that make life seem simpler, even if they are a bit strange.

Latifa spoke vibrantly while I remained silent, absorbed in her words. That’s how we’ve always been; she talks, and I listen. We complemented each other in a strange way despite our differences. Latifa was cheerful, social, and full of energy, while I leaned toward solitude and quiet. However, this contrast was never an obstacle; it was a hidden bond that made our relationship stronger, as if we were sisters born of different mothers.

She kept talking, and I listened in silence, until we reached the university gate. We walked through the garden, rich with trees and flowers, then stepped toward the entrance.

At the door, she turned to me and said, "I have a science class in half an hour, and I mustn't be late, or I'll have to listen to a boring lecture from that grumpy professor."

I laughed softly, then nodded to her. "Alright, take care. I'll see you later."

She waved at me, smiling, then left quickly while I continued through the corridors toward my classroom.

I reached my class and entered to find the lecture hall almost full of students. The atmosphere was filled with muffled laughter and side conversations, as the lecturer had not yet arrived.

As I made my way through the rows, I spotted Hanan and Fatima sitting together, exchanging talk with bright smiles. I headed toward them and sat beside them, setting my bag aside.

"Razan! You finally made it," Hanan said cheerfully.

"We thought you were going to be late today," added Fatima Al-Zahra, adjusting her scarf with a warm smile.

"No, I arrived just in time. How are you both?”

"Fine, but we were just talking about the assignment the professor asked for," Hanan said, sighing. I felt a slight wave of panic. "Assignment? What assignment?"

"Analyzing a poetic text from the Abbasid era, don't you remember?" Hanan asked with a near-reproachful tone.

I pressed my hand to my forehead. "Abbasid? Oh, right! I completely forgot."

Fatima Al-Zahra smiled and handed me her notebook. "Don’t worry, you can take my notes."

"My savior! Thank you." I gripped her hand dramatically.

Before the conversation could continue, the students' voices gradually died down, announcing the lecturer’s arrival. He stood before us with a stern gaze.

"Good morning," he said in a solemn voice.

"Good morning, sir," the students responded almost in unison.

"I hope you have all completed the assignment I requested last week," he said, arching an eyebrow, which sent a slight shiver through me.

The lecturer began his explanation; his serious voice was rich with valuable information. I listened intently, taking notes, until I felt a light tap on my shoulder. I turned to find Hanan leaning toward me, whispering with a smile:

"I think you’re going to need my help later."

I laughed silently and nodded, while the lesson dragged on, seemingly stretching without end.

Finally, the bell rang, announcing the end of the lecture.

"Razan, are you going to the library?" Hanan asked.

"Maybe. I want to look up some sources for the assignment. And you?"

"I’ll join you; I have a free hour," she said, smiling.

"Me too," Fatima added.

I smiled at them, feeling grateful for their presence. "Alright, let’s go together."

We left the hall and headed toward the library. The atmosphere there was serene, scented with the smell of old paper. We chose a table by the window, but as I looked at the glass, I froze in my tracks.

The reflection of my friends in the window was not normal. Their eyes were entirely black, glowing with a purple hue, staring at me with a strange coldness.

I held my breath, staring at them in shock with wide eyes, before quickly turning to look at them directly... there was nothing unusual. They were talking as they always did.

I looked back at the window, but I saw nothing but our normal reflections.

"I think I’ve truly gone mad..." I whispered to myself, shaking my head in an attempt to shake off the tension.

I placed my bag on the table and took out my notebook.

"Alright, where do we start?" I asked.

"Let’s first look for books related to Abbasid literature," Fatima Al-Zahra suggested.

We got up to search among the shelves. As I wandered, my eyes fell upon a book with a completely black cover, devoid of any title or details.

I stared at it with curiosity and reached out to take it, but as soon as my finger brushed the cover, I felt a slight electric current surge through me. A strange heat crawled through my limbs, and a chill raced across my body.

I took a step back.

"What just happened?"

I looked at the book in fear before quickly moving away from it, my heart racing.

I ran back toward our table, my breath coming in short gasps, but the place was quiet... unnaturally quiet.

"Hah... hah..." I breathed with difficulty, turning my head in every direction, but the library was entirely empty.

"Hanan! Fatima!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, but there was no reply. The silence was thick, as if the entire world had vanished.

A shiver ran through my body, and I stepped back. Then, I noticed a shadow moving among the bookshelves, approaching slowly.

My pupils dilated suddenly before I stepped back rapidly. But... my back collided with something cold.

My body stopped responding; my breathing quickened. Slowly, I turned my head...

There was another shadow, closer this time, staring at me steadily.

"Aaaaaah!!" I screamed and lunged away, but soon another shadow appeared in front of me, blocking my path.

"No, no, no... this isn't real..." I whispered to myself, but the shadows were drawing closer, surrounding me from all sides.

I ran toward the door, my fists pounding against it violently. "Open the door!!! Anyone!!!"

But there was no one to hear me. There was no one there.

I looked behind me, and my heart nearly leapt out of my chest—the shadows were closer now, moving unnaturally, as if gliding across the floor without a sound.

"No!!! Don't come closer!! Nooooooo!!!!!!" I screamed, pounding the door frantically, but the only sound I heard...

Was their voice.

"You won't be able to run forever... Razan.”

The voice came from behind me—cold, creeping, as if it were infiltrating my very bones.

I turned sharply, but before I could see anything...

The shadows lunged at me all at once.

"Nooooo—!!!"

Darkness reigned.

.

..

Everything was blurred, as if I were floating in a limitless void. There were no defined shapes, no walls, no ground—only darkness and a stifling silence. I tried to move my body, but I felt a strange heaviness, as if I were shackled by invisible chains.

My heartbeats were distant... slow... as if they didn't belong to me.

I tried to recall what had happened, but my mind was muddled, drowned in a tangle of nonsensical thoughts. Amidst the darkness, faint purple shadows began to move... slowly, approaching, dancing like torn fragments of a forgotten dream.

Was this a memory? A fantasy? An illusion?

Whispers seeped into my ears, echoing with a familiar resonance, yet the words remained cryptic, as if coming from another world.

"It is not time yet..."

The voice emanated from nothingness—neutral, devoid of any emotion, yet it sliced through my bones like a cold blade.

The surroundings began to distort, twisting as if the world were reshaping itself anew.

"Razan... we shall see you soon."

The words repeated, gradually fading like a mirage in the abyss.

And then...

Everything vanished.

Light began to seep in.

My eyes opened slowly, and the dense fog that had clouded my vision began to dissipate bit by bit. I felt my body returning to its usual weight, and the distant whispers were replaced by familiar sounds... anxious voices.

"Razan! We were so scared for you. What happened?"

My mother rushed toward me and took my hand; her voice was trembling with fear, saturated with anxiety.

I tried to respond, but my voice wouldn't come out. My throat was dry and aching, as if the words were trapped inside me, refusing to emerge.

I slowly scanned the room with my eyes.

My mother's face was the clearest part of the scene—her eyes swollen from crying, her features a mix of shock and dread. Behind her stood my father, solid as ever, but in his eyes was a hidden flicker... a blend of worry, love, and a fear I had never seen in him before.

Beside them stood Fatima, silent, her eyes carrying a thousand questions she couldn't utter.

They were all around me, staring expectantly, waiting for an explanation, but...

How could I explain something I barely understood myself?

All I could do was stare at them, while the words remained lodged in my throat.

The silence was broken when Hanan spoke in a calm tone, though the anxiety was clear in her words.

"Fatima and I found you unconscious; your face was deathly pale. We called the lecturer and took you to the clinic, then we contacted your parents. You’ve been out for an entire day, and the doctor told us the cause was a fever."

I listened to her in silence, but my mind was drowning in a whirlpool of questions. Fever? Was it just a fever?

The book... the shadows... the voice that whispered my name...

Was it merely a delirium caused by illness? Or is there something else happening to me?

I wanted to speak, to ask, but it was beyond my capacity. I couldn't explain what I had felt, nor could I find the right words to describe it.

The atmosphere was thick with tension. All eyes besieged me, posing silent questions that no one dared to voice.

Then, suddenly, the door opened and the doctor entered.

His face bore a look of gravity. He headed straight toward my mother, then glanced at me for a moment before drawing closer.

"How are you feeling now?"

His voice was calm, but there was something cryptic in his tone... as if he weren't just monitoring my health, but was anticipating something else.

I tried to open my mouth to answer, but the air felt heavy in my chest. My throat hurt, as if I had forgotten how to speak. All I could do was give a slow nod.

Fatima watched the doctor with piercing eyes, as if trying to forestall his answer. Hanan, meanwhile, was staring at me, the worry evident in her gaze, as if she expected me to collapse at any moment.

The doctor spoke in a reassuring tone.

"There’s no need to worry; the fever will subside in time."

He added:

"But... you must be vigilant. Sometimes, a fever like this might indicate a deeper problem."

All eyes were fixed on me. Everyone was waiting for me to speak, to say something, but I was still caught between two worlds...

Between consciousness and unconsciousness.

Between dream and reality.

Between the truth... and the thing that lurked for me in the dark.

The doctor spoke once more in his reassuring tone.

"You may take her home after completing the discharge papers."

My father spoke in his usual voice, "Yes, thank you for your time, Doctor."

He stepped out of the room. Silence reclaimed the space once again.

I looked up at the glowing white ceiling, trying to gather my strength and understand what had happened to me. I was lost in my thoughts, everything still hazy. My eyes roamed around the room, and the sense of confusion still dominated my mind.

I tried to speak, but the words came out in a trembling, very faint voice.

"W... water..."

Those were my first words after the long silence.

I heard Hanan’s voice drawing closer, and then I felt a cup of water being lifted to my lips. Her hands were trembling slightly—perhaps from anxiety—but her calm words were meant to reassure me.

"Here, here is the water," Hanan said, helping me raise the cup to my parched lips.

I drank slowly. The water soothed me a little, though the sensation of thirst remained, as if I needed something far greater than water to quench what was inside me. Every movement I made was heavy, as though I were emerging from a deep coma.

Fatima was watching me intently, her eyes brimming with unspoken questions. My mother sat close by, looking at me with a sorrowful expression, as if waiting for me to tell her what had happened.

"Razan, can you tell us what happened?" my mother asked softly, her concern palpable.

Questions were flooding my mind, but I was unable to answer. Those moments following my awakening were filled with a strange silence, as if I were dragging myself back from a foreign place—a place I could not explain.

"I don't know... I felt a sharp pain in my head, and then... I blacked out."

I whispered the words faintly, trying to avoid any mention of the book... or those bizarre moments where I felt something much larger than a mere fever, something beyond explanation.

My mother looked at me with a mix of slight worry and relief.

But deep down, I knew that what had happened to me was no mere fever.

There was something mysterious coiling around my thoughts, seeping through the cracks of my mind like a passing shadow. The black book... which had vanished so suddenly.

"I want... to go... home..."

My words came out frail, barely finding their way out. I felt as if I were carrying an unbearable weight; my head throbbed with pain, and my body was utterly exhausted. I just wanted to be in a safe place, far from this turmoil.

I tried to lift my hand, but I could only let it dangle at my side; the fatigue pulled me into a world of total frailty. Even the faces around me began to dissolve into a thick haze.

My mother was by my side instantly, holding my hand. Her face was etched with worry, yet there was a flicker of relief in her eyes, as if the mere sound of my voice was enough to reassure her, if only a little.

"Of course, sweetheart. We’ll go home soon, don't worry."

She said it with a warm voice, then turned toward the others as if silently asking for their help.

Silence shrouded the room, but it was not the silence of rest... it was a silence laden with unanswered questions.

After a few moments, my father finished the discharge paperwork. I felt hands surrounding me, supporting me gently. Fatima Al-Zahra helped me stand up cautiously, while everyone exchanged worried glances, as if fearing I might collapse at any second.

We left the room, heading toward the car.

The outside air was cold, but it wasn't enough to wake my muddled mind.

I closed my eyes for a moment, then opened them, hoping to think clearly, but my thoughts remained tangled—like overlapping threads refusing to unravel.

"You’ll be fine, Razan. We’re with you. Besides, you’ve found a great excuse for not doing your assignment!"

Fatima said it with a warm, teasing smile.

Hanan nodded at her words and added kindly:

"Don't think about anything now, just rest... Well, we’re heading home. See you later, Razan."

I let out a soft laugh and looked at them. Amidst my exhaustion, I found myself smiling.

"Thank you... for everything."

I whispered the words, laden with a gratitude I couldn't fully express.

I got into the car and stole one last glance through the window. I saw them waving affectionately as my father started the engine, set to drive us back...

Home.

The days passed quickly; a week had gone by since the incident. With every morning, I felt a slight improvement. Today was different... I woke up feeling closer to my old self, as if the cloud that had been hanging over my soul was slowly beginning to lift.

I sat on my bed, blinking under the sunlight that filtered through the window. Despite its warmth, I couldn't ignore the sense of estrangement that still lingered—as if something were missing, something I hadn't yet managed to grasp.

I stood up slowly and walked toward the door. My steps were heavier than I expected, but I had finally broken free from my confinement.

Downstairs, the house was quiet... quieter than it should be. It was as if everything had returned to normal, but I alone knew that something was still suspended in the void between dream and reality.

The book... the shadows...

"Whatever it was... let's just forget it."

I whispered to myself, shaking my head with a decisive motion, trying to bury the questions crowding my mind. Today was a new day, and I needed to focus on the present.

I headed to the kitchen.

The familiar scent of coffee filled the air, and the faint hum of the machine blended smoothly with the morning atmosphere. My mother stood before the stove, preparing breakfast with graceful movements, a sense of relief in her eyes that I hadn't seen in days.

"Good morning, Mom."

I spoke softly, a tired smile touching my lips, as if I were trying to steer my life back onto its natural course.

My mother turned to me and smiled affectionately.

"Good morning, honey. How are you feeling today?"

I knew she was waiting for a reassuring answer, even though she might have sensed I was hiding more than I let on.

"Just a bit of lingering fatigue... but I’m better than before."

I tried to make my words sound confident, though I wasn't sure if I was saying them for her... or for myself.

I felt a warm hand placed on my shoulder. I turned quickly to find my father standing behind me, with a calm smile that carried that unique blend of tenderness and sternness.

"Good morning, Razan."

"Good morning, Dad."

Despite the turbulence of my thoughts, his presence gave me a sense of security, as if everything were going to be alright.

I sat at the table, where Houssam was devouring his food with childish enthusiasm. I greeted him with a smile, and he reciprocated before returning to his breakfast. I watched my mother moving gracefully between plates and pots, as if she were placing a touch of love into every detail.

The atmosphere was quiet... natural... familiar.

But, was it truly?

I wanted to believe so.

I began to contemplate the moment, allowing the family warmth to envelop me, trying to cling to this simplicity, to this temporary peace...

Before the questions returned to haunt me.

A comfortable silence surrounded us, mingled with the warmth of family and the stillness of the moment. There was no need for words; the tranquility spoke on our behalf. Reassurance filled my heart, as if I were within a rare bubble of peace, far from any disturbance.

When we finished eating, we gathered the dishes together and headed to the living room. It was the weekend—no studies or work to occupy us—a perfect opportunity to spend time as a family, free from pressure.

I sat beside my mother on the sofa, while my father settled into his usual chair, leafing through the newspaper. Houssam sat on the floor, immersed in his toys, his small giggles heard from time to time. The conversations revolved around light topics—the events of the week, old memories, spontaneous comments punctuated by warm smiles.

I didn't participate much in the conversation, but I was enjoying myself.

Their presence around me made me feel like I was reclaiming myself—that I was returning to my normal life, to the routine I loved. Their smiles, the fleeting laughter, and the scent of coffee that filled the place... everything made me believe, for a moment, that things had returned to how they used to be.

But I was wrong.

I didn't know that today would be different. I didn't know it would be my last family day.

The last moment I would enjoy this warmth.

I didn't realize that something was waiting for me beyond the horizon—an event that would invade my world without warning, turning it upside down, and making me wish that time had stopped at this day.

Moments of happiness are often deceptive.

I lifted my gaze to my father as he set aside his paper to tell a story from his youth, and I laughed when my mother made a slight, sarcastic comment about Houssam’s behavior. They were ordinary moments... but they were the end.

All I wanted was for this moment to last forever.

But life rarely grants us that.

The following day, I woke to the chirping of birds, but an invisible weight sat heavy on my chest. The air felt different, as if something unfamiliar were looming on the horizon. I rose from bed slowly, trying to push this feeling aside.

I opened the window, and a morning breeze rushed into the room, bringing with it the scent of ordinary life. The sun was bright, the neighborhood quiet—nothing seemed different... and yet, I couldn't escape the sensation that something awaited me behind this deceptive stillness.

"It’s just exhaustion," I whispered to myself, as if trying to convince my soul that everything was alright.

I got dressed and headed downstairs, where the scent of coffee and toasted bread filled the house, exactly as it had the day before.

"Good morning, sweetheart!" my mother called from the kitchen with a bright smile.

I returned the greeting and sat at the table, trying to appear normal. But that mysterious feeling persisted, like a faint warning echoing deep within me.

In a moment of silence, I looked around and couldn't find my father. Perhaps he had left early as usual. I asked my mother quietly:

"Where is Dad? Did he leave early today?"

"He has an important meeting, but he told me he’d be back early," she said, placing a cup of tea before me.

I took the cup and began to sip slowly, watching my mother move gracefully between the stove and the table. Everything was so normal... more than it should be.

As I tried to enjoy the warmth of the morning routine, I heard small footsteps approaching. I lifted my head and saw Houssam advancing toward me with wobbling steps. His hair was messy, his clothes untidy, as if he had just emerged from a long battle with sleep.

I couldn't help but smile at his comical appearance and laughed softly.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," I said playfully.

He stopped and looked at me with half-closed eyes, then sat beside me and rested his head on the table, exhausted.

"I’m not sleepy..." he muttered in a faint voice, making me laugh even more.

"Of course, you aren't!" I said, patting his head before pushing the cup of milk toward him.

"Come, drink your milk before you completely surrender to sleep."

I smiled as I watched him sip the milk slowly, as if everything about this morning were natural and filled with love.

After we finished breakfast, I stood up and wiped my hands with a napkin.

"Mom, I’m going to get ready for university. I’ve missed too many lectures, and I need to catch up on what I missed."

My mother looked at me with a small smile and said, "Alright, dear, take care of yourself and focus on your studies."

I nodded and left the kitchen, heading to my room. I felt a slight surge of energy as I climbed the stairs, as if I were trying to make up for the past days.

Entering the room, I gave it a quick glance; it was tidy, just as I had left it. I opened the wardrobe and pulled out a shirt and a pair of jeans, then stood before the mirror.

I styled my hair and tied it back tightly, ensuring it was neat and comfortable, just the way I liked it. But as I did so, I found myself thinking once more of the past days... of that strange dream and the black book I was no longer sure was real or merely an illusion.

I shook my head vigorously, trying to banish the intrusive thoughts. "I must focus on my studies."

I grabbed my bag and took one last look at my reflection. I was ready to face a new day.

As I was walking down the stairs to head out, my phone suddenly vibrated in my pocket. I pulled it out quickly and looked at the screen—a message from an unknown number. I felt a prick of curiosity, so I opened it and read:

"When the Tome whispers in the shadow, saying:

When the veil is revealed, the gates of the ‘Rashahim’ shall open.

Follow the point of darkness, for there your name is written in the register of the ‘Suqar’.

Beware of answering the third call...

For only the fifth shall keep you.”

For a moment, the air froze around me, and my body with it, as I read each line. The words seemed to whisper a meaning much deeper than they appeared. But quickly, I let out a frustrated sigh and closed my phone.

"This nonsense again."

Perhaps it was a tasteless prank or a message sent to the wrong number. I deleted it without hesitation, trying to ignore the shiver that raced through me and the sudden chill that seeped into the air. I resumed my way downstairs.

But what I didn't know then was that this fleeting moment, this simple act of dismissal... would become a turning point in my life, and the cause of boundless regret later on.

I reached the ground floor and headed for the front door. A strange heaviness hung in the air, though I couldn't quite place it. I said in a low voice:

"I’m leaving, I’ll be back soon."

No response came. Perhaps my mother hadn't heard me, busy as she was. I dismissed it as normal and left the house, closing the door behind me.

But the moment I stepped outside, I noticed that something was off.

The streets were crowded as usual, yet they were shrouded in a strange cloud of silence. There was no noise, no natural movement like the kind I saw every morning. Even the air felt far too cold, as if the entire city had slipped into another dimension.

I looked at the people passing by me and noticed something that made me stop in my tracks
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