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Story 1: The Midnight Masquerade
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(Inspired by West African masquerade spirits. Egungun, ancestral dancers.)

––––––––

[image: ]


THEY SAY A MASQUERADE is never just a costume.

It is a body borrowed by something ancient.

Kola had never believed that.

He stood at the edge of the village square, arms crossed, watching the festival with contempt. Drums echoed through the night, heavy, ancestral, summoning the masked dancers who spun through dust and firelight. The villagers cheered, heads bowed with respect.

But Kola smirked.

“Fools,” he muttered. “Dancing for cloth and wood.”

He had returned from the city only days before. Educated, confident, swollen with pride. He laughed at the old ways now. His mother warned him, “Mind your tongue, Kola. The masquerades are not men.”

He didn’t listen.

That night, he followed them.

Long after the crowd dispersed, he hid behind the palm trees, waiting to see the dancers remove their masks. He expected tired old men, sweating beneath raffia and painted wood.

But what emerged from the shadows... was not tired.

And it was not old.

The masquerade stood alone in the moonlit square, motionless. Its mask was crimson, carved with a wide permanent grin. No eyes behind the hollow sockets. No feet beneath the swirling fabrics... yet it hovered inches above the earth.

The air grew cold.

The drums... began again.

Except no drummers remained.

KOM... KOM... KOM...

Kola froze. The masquerade turned toward him, slowly, impossibly, as if bones cracked with each degree of movement. The empty eyes found him.
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