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It seemed like I was in a dark room, though calling it a room felt generous. The walls pressed in, slimy and damp, dripping with some unseen moisture that made my skin crawl. My head spun violently, each rotation pulling sharp nausea through my gut. Somewhere in the shadows, noises clawed at my senses, shouts, crashes, glass smashing, a metallic clang echoing off walls that didn’t seem to exist. My father... my mother... their voices were strangled, raw, twisting in panic and pain. At first, I thought they were arguing, but the panic was too pure, too desperate. They weren’t fighting, they were screaming for help.

I tried to move. My hands and feet were bound tight, ropes cutting into flesh, chafing and biting. My legs felt alien, numb and unresponsive, as if they weren’t even mine. My wrists burned with every futile twist, every scrape against the rough fibers that refused to loosen. Panic bubbled, sharp and relentless, filling every corner of my mind. Then, the reality settled in: my eyes were covered with tape, thick and suffocating, pulling at my lashes and leaving little rivers of heat on my skin. My mouth was stuffed with a sock, damp with spit, muffling my screams. I tried to speak, but all that came out was a wet, desperate gurgle.

And then I heard it.

A low hum, metallic and alive, vibrating through the floor beneath me and into my bones. My stomach seized as recognition struck, the unmistakable, soul-freezing whine of a chainsaw. It moved closer. Closer. Each rev of the motor cut through the darkness, slicing the air, vibrating in my teeth, rattling my skull. My father’s screams were piercing now, blood-curdling, jagged. “No! Stop! God, please!” he screamed, each word shredded by panic.

Closer.

Then the chainsaw hit something. Wet, tearing, horrifying. My mind tried to convince itself: maybe a cabinet, maybe a tree. But the screams stopped. Silence slammed in like a hammer. Just like that. My father’s voice, the terror, the pleading, it ended abruptly. Nothing followed but the wet, metallic tang of blood hanging thick in the air.

I whimpered, muffled and weak. My hands clawed at the tape, but it stuck stubbornly, peeling skin with every movement. My body ached from the ropes, twisted and numb, every fiber trembling with raw fear. Then the chainsaw revved again, now moving with a deliberate, stalking rhythm. Each vibration sent shivers through my spine. The air seemed to pulse with it, a predator circling, savoring the panic that clung to me like a second skin.

A voice hissed, low and cruel, brushing against my neck, hot with the stench of oil and blood. “Little one...” it whispered. My stomach turned. My heart pounded. The chainsaw roared again, slicing through the air inches from my ear, sending sparks of terror into every nerve.

I twisted, trying to find leverage, some escape, but the ropes held me like a vice. My fingernails dug into the floor, leaving streaks of blood I couldn’t even see. Every scrape of metal against wall, every rev of the saw, every floorboard creak made me flinch violently. The room itself seemed to breathe, shadows twitching, walls pulsating, alive with menace.

Then the chainsaw stopped. Silence, deeper than before, pressed in. Footsteps followed, slow, deliberate, dragging, each one a hammer against my chest. I could feel them, even if I couldn’t see. The presence loomed, heavy and calculating, moving around me, assessing me, claiming me.

The metallic smell thickened, iron and smoke, clinging to every surface, mixing with fear so potent it made my head spin. My limbs screamed at me to move, but the ropes refused to yield. My body trembled violently, chest heaving, muscles straining, mind fraying.

Then I heard it: another scream. My mother? Or someone else? The chainsaw had struck again. Wet, spongy, horrifying. My gagged cries were pathetic compared to the sounds echoing in the air, the tearing, the cutting. Panic tore through me, a living thing, wrapping me in claws of terror.
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