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​The Black Shadow

​City of Fog
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Sahab was a city like no other. Every street, building, and alleyway was shrouded in a thick, suffocating fog. Even when the sun shone, it was a rare, fleeting visitor. Fog wasn't just a mere weather phenomenon; it was a constant presence, a veil that dimmed the world's colors and dulled the sounds. The people of Sahab had learned to live with it, and their lives were shaped by the mystery surrounding them.

For most, the fog was a source of comfort, an old friend that kept them hidden from the world. For Sajid, however, it was a reminder of his isolation.

Sajid was a child who loved mystery. At just twelve years old, he stood out in a city where everyone seemed to blend into a blurry background and pale shadows. No one could pinpoint what made him unique. Others felt uneasy by the intensity of his dark, expressive eyes. It wasn't just his gaze that set him apart; it was the way he moved. While others hurried through the foggy streets, heads down, lost in their world, Sajid seemed to walk with determination, each step in tune with the strange pull of shadows that seemed to always follow him.

The Sons of Sahab avoided him. They spoke in whispers of how he would speak to them as if they were alive and how they would spend hours playing with the shadows in his apartment. They claimed that the shadows were cursed, that they had lives of their own, and that one day they would drag Sajid into the darkness, from where he could never escape. It was an old tale, one passed down through generations, and it was enough to keep others at a safe distance.

Still, Sajid didn't care. He preferred it. He had never been a fan of the noise of crowds or the clamor of loud voices. His closest friends were nothing but shadows. They didn't ask him questions, they didn't judge him, and they always understood him. He would sit by the window of his old, dilapidated apartment, watching the shadows stretch across the room as the fog thickened outside. Fascinated by their smooth, irregular movement, he used his finger to trace their shapes. Something strange happened one evening when the fog rolled in heavier than usual. Sajid sat in his usual spot by the window, his legs crossed beneath him, watching the shadows squirm and flicker. He was used to their behavior—at least, that's what he thought. But tonight, something was different. The stillness of his supposedly swaying shadow began to tremble. At first, it was a slight, imperceptible movement. But it quickly grew stronger. The shadow stretched unnaturally, as if trying to break free from the confines of the room. Sajid's pulse raced. He reached out to touch it, expecting it to recoil or disappear, but instead, it seemed to welcome his touch. As soon as his fingers touched the darkness, the shadow began to move alongside his hand. It wasn't just an imitation; it was a vivid sensation.

A strange feeling overcame Sajid. He had never felt anything like it before. It wasn't fear but a deep curiosity burning within him. What was happening? He pulled his hand away, and to his surprise, the shadow didn't stop. It continued moving, as if trying to communicate.

Then, the unbelievable happened.

The shadow, still stretched across the wall, moved again. It formed words—one by one, written in the darkness:

"Save me, and I'll save you." ✧

Sajid blinked, his breath catching in his throat. The words didn't fade as he'd expected. They remained etched in the fabric of the shadow itself. He reached out to the wall, his fingers trembling. What did it represent? Who or what was speaking? Shadows had always been a part of his life, but not like this. Not with such intent. For the first time in his life, Sajid felt an urgent urge to venture outside the dark, desolate streets of Sahab. However, along with this pull came a deep sense of anxiety. What awaited him there? Who—or what—was seeking his help? One thing was certain as he stared at the strange words on the wall: his life was about to change forever.

​The Message in the Dark

Now, Sajid felt the chill in the apartment air as if the fog outside had drawn in with him. The words written in shadow still clung to the wall, faint but clear. “Save me... and I will save you.” They glowed softly in the dim light as if daring him to do something about them.

Sajid’s fingers brushed against the wall where the words had appeared, and he felt the roughness of the cracked plaster beneath his skin. A prickling sensation ran through his body as he withdrew his hand. Could this be happening? Was it his imagination or a light trick? Or was something deeper and darker going on?

He stood there for hours, staring at the message, his mind racing with questions. Who was the shadow? What did it want from him? Why had it chosen him? The silence was broken by a faint sound—a quiet rustle, like something moving in the air. The corner of the room, where the shadows had begun to move again, caught Sajid’s attention. This time, they didn’t simply move in their usual dance. He felt a sudden pang as he realized she was alive, moving toward him like hands. A shadow suddenly appeared from the corner of the room and slid toward him. It grew larger, darker, and more distinct. The silhouette of something—someone—was formed that looked both familiar and alien at once. Sajid's breath caught in his throat as the shadow finally froze, and before him stood a dark, formless figure.

It didn't speak immediately, but Sajid felt its presence, a weight in the air, pressing against him. Then it moved.

The shadow's shape shifted, undulating like water, until it was no longer a vague shape but something more solid, almost human. It stood before him, looming unthreateningly, its voice echoing in his mind. "I am the one who called you," it said quietly, as if it hadn't spoken for centuries. "I have been trapped for too long, unable to communicate... unable to break free."

Sajid took a step back, unsure of what to say. His heart pounded in his chest as the figure continued speaking.

"I am a shadow spirit," he explained. "Once upon a time, I was a creature of light and darkness, a guardian of long-forgotten secrets, and I was free to roam the world. But a sorcerer named Zoran trapped me, along with others like me, in eternal darkness. He bound us to the shadows so that no one could see or escape us." Sajid's thoughts raced, trying to piece together the strange words. "Zoran?" he asked aloud, though the figure's voice seemed to answer before the words left his lips.

"Yes, Zoran." The shadow said, "A cruel sorcerer who thrives on fear and control." He used dark magic to bind us to the shadows, imprisoning us for centuries. But there is a way to break the curse. You are the key, you know. Sajid felt his heart pound. "I am the key?" he repeated, his voice trembling. "But how? What do I do?" The shadow moved again, its form reappearing like a torch. "You must set me free," he said simply. "Free me from my prison, and I will give you power—power to protect you from Zoran's wrath. But be careful..." The Shadow paused, its presence growing colder. Zoran will wake up if you free me. He will try to destroy you once he learns what you have done. Sajid swallowed hard. Fear rippled through his bones, but the Shadow held him captive with its screams and desperate words. He had always felt alone, and he had always believed something was missing in his life. Although it was strange and frightening, this Shadow offered him a chance to be part of something bigger than himself. "I don't understand..." Sajid whispered, taking a step closer. "Why me? Why did you choose me?"

The Shadow's form softened, fading into the dim light of the room. "Because you are not like others," it said. "You are the one who has always listened, the one who sees what others do not. You play with shadows, but you are not afraid of them. And that is why you are the only one who can help." Sajid felt a deep unease in his chest. The Shadow's words echoed within him in a way that was difficult to explain. It was as if the shadows had always been a part of him, a silent companion who understood him in ways no one else could.

He hesitated for a moment. What if freeing the shadow had been a terrible mistake? What if Zoran's wrath had been just as terrible as the shadow? But then he thought of the loneliness he'd felt all his life, the emptiness that the clouds of clouds had only deepened. Perhaps this was the solution, a chance to do something different, to break free from the endless cycle of isolation.

"I will help you," Sajid said, his voice firm. "But how do I free you?" The shadow's form flashed with what could only be described as a smile. "The binding spell can be broken with an ancient ritual. However, caution must be exercised. There is no going back after performing this dangerous ritual." Sajid nodded, determined.

A hardening of the spirit. He wasn't sure what awaited him, but he knew one thing: the shadows had chosen him, and he wasn't going to abandon them now.

"I'm ready," Sajid said, overwhelmed by the moment. The darkness that surrounded him no longer frightened him. Instead, it seemed like an opportunity, a chance to enter a world he'd only dreamed of.

The shadow began to flicker again. "Then the journey begins."

​The Abandoned Building

The air of Sahab City felt heavier as Sajid made his way through the fog, his heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and terror. The shadow message had left him wondering more than it answered, and now, he was on his way to an unknown destination: an abandoned building hidden in the heart of the city. It was a place few dared to go to, a relic of a bygone era. when the streets of Sahab teemed with life and the buildings still retained their former





















​The Worsening Dilemma













​A Decision Must Be Made


















​The Clever Trick

























​Escape and a New Beginning











​What We've Learned
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