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My name is Sheray, and I live in a small town, a place far from reality but close to the supernatural. Its streets, paved with black petroleum, and its ancient houses seem taken from a horror novel, where time stands still and the screams of the past mingle with those of the present. The inhabitants, with envy-possessed gazes, sought confidences to whisper and share, escaping the monotony of day-to-day life. The town’s corners, square benches, and small shops bore witness to these whispered secrets and shared confidences. Every corner held a story, and every shadow, a mystery.

When night fell, everything was wrapped in a magical atmosphere. The full moon spilled its secrets over the rooftops, making it seem as if the spirits of the past came to life. In that place, the impossible became possible, and the supernatural was as common as the air we breathe.

I greet her with a pat on her little head and confidently continue to the clothesline. Eowyn walks beside me, marching with that peculiar bounce of her little paws, her tail raised, gaze proud, and snout held high as we head toward the clothes I was about to collect.

A gentle wind sways the sheets and shirts, like ethereal ghosts dancing in the twilight. As I gather the laundry, I hum a tune, my mind wandering through memories and longing for happier times, far, far away from this town. This town has become a place where every corner feels like a copy of the last, and every face tells the same story of resignation and routine.

And there I am, in that small corner of the world, where the sun plays its last game of hide-and-seek with the shadows, when I feel it—an unexpected, foreboding sensation descends upon me, a deep sorrow that tears at my chest, sparking an immense urge to cry. Something has changed, something that fills me with fear.

A barely audible whimper snaps me back to reality, a whisper that doesn’t come from the breeze or the rustling leaves dancing with the wind, but from something more ominous, something hidden in the growing folds of darkness that are beginning to envelop the yard.

Despite the dread and alarm wrapping around me, as though sensing what was to come, I continue with my task. I gently take hold of a sheet and begin to slide it off the clothesline. Then I pause and peer closer, when, with great effort, I manage to make out what’s behind the sheet. I stand frozen, terrified, unable to believe my senses. Just a breath away, behind the sheet, stands a figure—a being, a thing, something... I don’t know what it is—a shadow, a void in the shape of a human

Panic overtook me, and in those brief seconds, a thousand thoughts crossed my mind. Could it be a hallucination? A disorder of my mind? But no, no—it was all too real; it was there. I could feel its presence, a supernatural coldness that seemed to crush the warmth around it.

My heart began to pound wildly, so much that I could feel it in my ears. My breathing turned to gasps, and I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came out; my skin prickled all over. Then, gradually, I started to make out a childlike aspect in that figure. It stood about a meter and some in height—not very tall—half-dressed, barefoot, with skin... I’m not sure how to describe it. It wasn’t dark; rather, it was like a patch of emptiness. But the most striking feature was its face.

Its round face resembled that of an abandoned doll, with dark grooves tracing down its cheeks like black tears, and deep eye sockets—so deep that shadows concealed any trace of eyes. All one could see was a space filled with the blackness of a moonless night, reflecting the profound anguish of a broken, inconsolable being. Perhaps it reflected a dark universe beyond our comprehension, a place beyond human consciousness, beyond rational thought.

In the midst of my terror, I tried to make out its features, feeling as if I were falling into the dark abyss of its eyes, even though it didn’t truly have any. It was as if I were losing myself in the depths of infinity within its gaze, even without truly looking into it. My stunned mind struggled to comprehend the vision before me; the emptiness in it seemed to absorb all light, leaving only a sense of desolation. I tried to flee, but something in that emptiness held me back, forcing me to confront an eternal abyss

I tried to move, to do something—anything—to break free from the paralysis that gripped me. I began to inch backward, but my muscles wouldn’t respond. I wanted to walk, run, scream, but I couldn’t. Eowyn managed only a low growl, alternating with whimpers, her fur bristling as she crouched behind my legs, as if instinctively wanting to flee, yet refusing to leave me alone.

The unknown creature slowly began to tilt its head to one side, in a gesture that seemed to convey sadness mixed with humility, like a defenseless being asking for help. It extended an arm toward me—an arm that ended only in darkness. A wave of pity stirred within me, overtaking the fear and terror that had initially overwhelmed me.

My spirit was in turmoil; part of me wanted to yield to the instinct to flee from the unknown, but I also felt a need to offer comfort to this creature. The figure, with its dark, empty gaze, seemed to emit a silent lament, a wordless plea that resonated in the deepest part of my being.

Just as I was about to extend my hand in response to this being’s gesture, struggling to overcome the fear coursing through me, my sister Maia and my son Mikhael entered the yard, unaware of the situation, chatting about things between nephew and aunt

I immediately turned my gaze to them, desperate to warn them not to come any closer, to stop. But as I looked back, that small fraction of a second was enough for the image to vanish.

Yet it wasn’t as simple as I’d hoped. By now, the last rays of sunlight had disappeared completely, leaving us enveloped in the dark shroud of night—a moonless, oppressive night, making the situation even more terrifying and bewildering.

My shock was enormous when I realized that the apparition, specter, or whatever it was, hadn’t disappeared. It was now right beside Mikhael. Maia saw it first, her face reflecting the same horror I had felt upon seeing it. She grabbed Mikhael by the arm, and they ran toward me.

The figure remained motionless, its presence filling the air with a palpable tension. Darkness seemed to come alive around it, trapping us in a nightmare from which we couldn’t wake. My mind whirled, searching for a rational explanation, but I found only an overwhelming mountain of questions.

This time, the figure had changed. Its eyes were now visible, and with them, a new expression. Gone was the loneliness, the despair, the anguish. The entity had transformed, and its eyes now brimmed with intense emotions—emotions that surged and erupted as flames of rage, anger, and violence.

Through those flames, we saw visions like those of hell, as described in religious
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