The Black Spot

I was twisted in sheets, beads of sweat glistening in the thin beams of moonlight streaming through the window. I was having a nightmare… not any ordinary, run-of-the-mill terror, but something that seemed out of a horror movie. They were small snippets of scenes, a grave in the darkest night, vultures cawing over a lump, a cackle so eerie that sent shivers down my spine. 

I woke up, a sweaty mess, sheets kicked to the floor from my frantic legs. I sat up slowly, blinking away the sleep from my eyes. Sunlight spilled across the floor like liquid gold. My room was the same, a still, rigid, box filled with familiarity. Then a feeling came across me – one of those when you feel something is off. A small disfigurement at the edge of your conscience. I scanned the room, opened the windows and let the smell of blooming hydrangeas envelop the curtains. I froze. I slowly turned around like a horror movie jump scare scene, following something out of the corner of my eye. It was black. It moved. 
My shadow. 
It wasn’t copying me – the movements were off. Yet, they also seemed to be a couple seconds later, like security footage buffering and lagging. I began changing into school uniform, and my shadow hesitated before stepping forward and grabbing the shadow jumper. I approached the door, instinctively heading towards my sisters’ bedroom. My shadow lunged toward me, reaching a hand that I couldn’t feel and wouldn’t stop me. 

I woke my sister, and that wrong, tugging feeling radiated from her even harder today. She always felt off – but that didn’t stop me from being a good older sister. I didn’t mention my shadow at breakfast. Between coffee-stained counters and dark circles, nobody seemed to notice my strange shadow.

My shadow grew more and more frantic in the evening. I ignored it, thinking that I was just hallucinating or something like that. I scrolled on YouTube in the evening, and my sister sat down with me. I caught my parents shooting me strange looks as I asked her what she wanted to watch. Then I sat down, pulled out the Monopoly set and smiled at her. We sat and laughed, the silvery pieces clinking on the board. When we burst out laughing so hard my parents came downstairs, worried. 
“Who are you laughing at?” they asked, reasonably concerned.
“My sister, obviously!” I rolled my eyes and giggled. 
“What do you mean?” a small furrow appeared on their forehead. “You have no sister, Kala. She passed away three years ago,”
And just like that, the girl which I had always called family faded away with a final hopeful smile. 
