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Dedication
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To my mother, who taught me that beyond what we see, there are invisible forces that shape our lives. Thank you for always reminding me of the importance of energies, cleansing the soul, and maintaining the balance between the positive and the negative. This story is inspired by your wisdom and those little mysteries that you have always believed in. May blessings and light follow you wherever you go.
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Prologue
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Since I was a child, I have felt that there is something beyond what we can see or understand. My mother, in her wisdom, told me that our grandparents were of indigenous descent, which sparked a deep curiosity in me about what happens after death and the invisible connections that surround us. As I grew up, I found myself immersed in a world of stories about energies, shadows, and the influence of the spiritual in our lives.

Over the years, I have researched various religions and heard paranormal stories, merging what I have heard into a unique narrative. What you are about to read is not a true story but is inspired by accounts I have collected and transformed into this fictional journey. Although some experiences may seem familiar to those who have had paranormal encounters, this account is still a work of fiction that explores the deep connection between the past and the present, as well as the spiritual heritage we carry in our souls.

Through the story of Diana and Alejandro, the complexities of family ties and forgotten traditions that often call to us from the shadows are revealed. I invite you to accompany these characters on their journey, where each page reveals a new mystery and a new truth, reminding us that often what we perceive with our senses is only the tip of the iceberg of a vaster and more mysterious world.
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Invisible inheritances

Since time immemorial, some families have carried an invisible legacy, an inheritance not found in documents or wills, but in the whispers of past generations. These families were bearers of an inexplicable connection with what cannot be seen, with what lives beyond the tangible world. Stories of shadows, of echoes in the night, of blurred figures that moved through the shadows without leaving a trace. For most, these stories were legends, but for certain families, they were part of their reality.

Diana remembered how, as a child, her grandmother would sit her by the fireplace on cold winter nights. The crackling of the fire, mixed with the aroma of dried herbs burning in the hearth, accompanied the words her grandmother whispered as if she were afraid that something or someone might hear. “The spirits are always present,” she would say, tracing shapes in the air with her hands. “They protect us, but we must also respect them.” Those words resonated in little Diana’s eyes like an ancient echo, a knowledge that had always been there, waiting to be passed on.

The ancestors of many of these families were not ordinary people. They were said to be able to speak with spirits, to know the secrets of wind and fire, and to know how to interpret the hidden signs of nature. They performed rituals to protect themselves from evil energies, lit candles to guide the lost dead and burned sacred herbs to cleanse the air of dark presences. These acts were not superstition to them; they were survival. They knew that if they did not take precautions, whatever lurked in the shadows could cross the threshold of their homes.

In these families, the houses themselves seemed to be imbued with an ancestral energy. Diana's old family home, situated in a remote corner of the countryside, was no exception. The wooden walls creaked on the darkest nights, when the cold wind blew through the ill-fitting windows, and shadows seemed to move with a life of their own. The children in the family were taught from an early age not to get too close to the windows after dark, for there were tales of shadowy figures wandering nearby, looking for something, or someone, they were not meant to find.

These families lived in a balance between two worlds: the visible and the invisible. At first glance, their lives seemed normal. Children ran through the fields, and adults worked the land or sold their products at the market, but there was always something else going on. On the darkest nights, when the wind blew through the cracks in the windows, stories came to life. The whispers in the trees seemed to say unintelligible words, and the most sensitive members of the family felt shivers for no apparent reason.

The elders said that some people were born with the “gift” or the “sixth sense,” a link to what most could not perceive. For these people, the boundaries between the living and the dead, between the here and the afterlife, were thinner. They sensed the energies in the places they visited, knew when a presence was unwelcome, and sometimes had premonitions that warned them of what was to come. The “gift” was both a blessing and a burden. Those who possessed it knew they were more exposed to what lurked in the shadows.

In families that had this legacy for generations, spiritual knowledge was passed on in silence, in kitchens, around campfires, or while caring for the sick. Grandmothers taught their granddaughters to clean the home not only with soap and water but with herbs and prayers so that negative energies would not linger. Grandfathers knew how to read the signs of the wind and warned about the days when the wind brought with it more than just the change of season.

Often, the new, more modern generations tried to distance themselves from these beliefs. Diana herself, as an adult, had learned to live with a more pragmatic mind, especially influenced by her mother, who preferred to ignore the ancient teachings. But there was something that did not go away, a persistent echo of her childhood that returned in the darkest moments. The stories of her grandmother, the forgotten rituals, the creaking of the walls of the old house at night.

In these families, not everything was peaceful. They knew that gifts also carried a burden. Those who could see beyond were often haunted by shadows that wanted to get them. The fear of the unknown was constant, but they accepted it as part of their life. Over the years, these experiences have become normalized. But now and then, something so strange, so terrifying, would occur that even those who were used to the paranormal were shaken.

One night, when Diana was still a little girl, she remembered feeling unusually cold in her room. The curtains were moving softly, even though there was no wind. She sat up in bed, rubbing her eyes, and just at the edge of her vision, she saw a shadow move quickly, skittering across the floor as if it belonged to something that shouldn't be there. Her heart pounded, and she lay completely still, not daring to move. The next day, she told her mother what had happened, but she brushed it off, assuring her that it had just been a bad dream.

Over time, some of these families began to move away from their spiritual roots. The new generations, more modern and focused on technology, ignored the teachings of their ancestors. But some could not escape their legacy. Even if they tried to lead a normal life, something always called them back. A recurring dream, an inexplicable feeling of being watched, or the constant echo of voices in their ears.

One of these families, although they did not fully know it, was destined to face the echoes of the past again. The family of Diana and Alejandro. Although they tried to lead a common life, far from old beliefs, destiny had prepared for them a reunion with their legacy. A legacy that had been dormant for generations, waiting for the right moment to awaken.

Diana, unwittingly, was one of the heirs to that gift, to that connection that ran through her family's veins. Since she was little, she had had strange dreams and visions that she couldn't explain, but she had never paid too much attention to them. Her mother, more practical and modern, preferred not to talk about such things. But her grandmother's stories, and the legends about her great-great-grandparents, always haunted her mind, especially when the shadows seemed to move in her room at night.

Now, however, the past was about to catch up with them.
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