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    To those who have mastered the art of breathing underwater. To everyone waiting for the lights to come on, only to realize they've learned to see better in the dark.

      

    



  	
        
            
            And in the silence, she smiled, because the world had finally learned to fear what it never saw coming.
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To those who have mastered the art of breathing underwater. To everyone waiting for the lights to come on, only to realize they’ve learned to see better in the dark.

Description

She was invisible. Ignored. Trapped in a world that rewarded cruelty and punished talent.

But Alessia learned the truth. Power does not roar. It waits. It watches. It strikes when you least expect it.

In a city that thrives on neglect and corruption, one quiet, calculating force is about to change everything. Shadows whisper, systems crumble, and those who underestimated her will learn that inevitability can be terrifying.

The Hunger of My Own Shadow is a chilling journey into obsession, control, and the terrifying beauty of a mind that refuses to stay broken. Dark, relentless, and impossible to forget. This is a story that will linger in your own shadow long after the last page.

Monsters are not loud. They wait. They watch. And when you finally notice, it is already too late.
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Chapter 1: Power Cuts and Pressure
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Good God. On a Sunday morning, I woke up drenched in sweat. My eyes snapped open, and the first thing I saw was the fan still, lifeless, turned off. Credit goes to this loser government for giving me the gift of electricity cuts almost every day. I dragged myself out of bed, gulped down some water, and even splashed a little on my clothes hoping it might cool me down. But no. Nothing made the heat bearable. It felt like I was lying on a fiery bed in the middle of hell.

I cursed the government under my breath, my voice thick with anger. I tried distracting myself, but my phone battery was at 29 percent and, of course, the mobile data signal was gone too. It was as if the universe wanted me to feel trapped. Sometimes I truly believe I am living in hell. And I want to scream, to yell out loud how is anyone supposed to do something productive in a country where even electricity refuses to stay?

I made myself a cup of tea. I didn’t care about the weather or the heat. I need tea to function properly. At least I’m not into drugs like so many youngsters these days. Tea is my only addiction.

Finally, at 6 p.m., the electricity returned. My relief was short-lived. I had barely begun to feel human again when, at 8 p.m., the power cut out once more. My blood boiled. The anger sat heavy in my chest, suffocating me. No electricity, no comfort, no sense of progress. It feels like our country is stuck in 1770. Honestly, maybe even the 70s were better than this joke of a present.

When the electricity came back at 4 a.m., I felt absurdly happy, like I had won the lottery. But that’s the problem, isn’t it? I don’t want this kind of happiness the happiness of having light and a fan. My dreams are far bigger than this, but here, in this place, nothing ever feels possible.
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CHAPTER 2: Heavyweight Belts and Cult Fans
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Well, electricity came does that mean I’m going to do anything productive? Absolutely fucking not. When my phone was on the charger, I took all the stress and depression of my career, piled it on my chest like some heavyweight championship belt I never signed up for. It’s not like I’m not working hard I am. Just... not in my own degree. So what’s new?

I start scrolling my phone like I’ve got nothing else on Earth to do. Thousands of cringe videos later, my eyelids start getting heavy, and I finally stop. The fan above me looks almost too intoxicating, spinning away like it’s calling me to join its cult. Always inviting.

I glance at the fan, a faint smile tugging at my lips.
“Myself? No... that’s not how my story ends. But people ah, that’s another possibility entirely.”
Sometimes I think I’m psycho. Am I? Yes. I’m not scared to hurt myself, and sometimes even people who are always testing my patience. I opened my laptop to study for my exams, but my brain had other plans to torture me. Well, fuck that brain! I closed my eyes, trying to block my thoughts, but all the bad memories kept coming. I just stared at the ceiling, shaking my leg way too fast. Maybe that’s another anxiety attack. I shook violently yep, here comes this stupid anxiety attack again. It’s basically common now.

My hands feel sweaty
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