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Author’s Note

Darkness is not what follows the light; it is what hides behind it.

— VW Vazquez
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The Unseen Obsidian

There are memories that never sleep. Some return only when the light falters, when the veil between the waking and the remembered begins to thin.
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The first story begins in shadow.

She was very young when she first saw the figure.

Before scary movies, before ghost stories, before she knew what fear could become, she saw things others couldn’t.

At first, it was almost comforting, knowing something was always there.

Near. Watching.

A quiet companion in the dark.

But then, the movements began.

Flashes of figures flickering in the corners of her room. Shapes that shifted where light couldn’t reach.

The nights grew longer. The stillness turned sharp.

Hallways she once walked freely now stretched like tunnels of unease.

Every creak carried weight. Every reflection threatened to move.

Nighttime stopped being peaceful.

It became survival.

What would run through the hallway tonight?

How many silhouettes would she pass in the kitchen just to grab a glass of water?

One night was worse than the rest.

The shadows were restless, pacing the walls like trapped thoughts.

As she crept forward, her brother appeared from the darkness. His face was pale, his eyes searching every corner of the room.

He walked slowly, trembling.
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