The darkness enveloped the room in a suffocating embrace , a silence so thick it felt like a heavy
weight pressing down on Chloe's chest. Memories and regrets swirled in her mind like a violent storm
, crashing against the fragile walls she had built around her heart. Sleep would come , but it would
bring with it the nightmares that haunted her every night.

Chloe's nights were consumed by terrifying nightmares ever since her father's passing. The fear was
relentless , haunting her every time she closed her eyes. Exhausted from sleepless nights , she found
herself staring at her empty ceiling after smoking a joint , her eyes heavy with exhaustion. Desperate
for rest , yet dreading the nightmares that awaited her in the darkness.

Her chipped , blue tinted nails dug into the mattress cover below her as anxiety built in her chest. She
wasn't the cowardly type. Chloe could stand up to the biggest , toughest person in any room with a
smirk plastered across her face and defiance burning in every syllable. But in those situations , she felt
she had control. The ability to pick apart the words of any man and slap them back in their face like
they were worthless. In this scenario ? All she had to fight were her own fears.

' But maybe tonight will be different. '

The words echoed in her head , a faint glimmer of hope amidst the suffocating darkness. Perhaps this
time , things would change. With a trembling exhale , she surrendered to the shadows, her eyelids
descending slowly.

The exhaustion of sleepless nights , fueled by nothing but cigarettes and bitterness , finally caught up
to her body. It was as if a switch had been flipped. As her eyes shut , her body seemed to sigh in relief.
In a matter of moments , she succumbed to the embrace of sleep , her form growing limp , her nails
loosening their grip on the mattress below.

In that short moment , her breaths slowed to a steady rhythm. Darkness enveloped her surroundings ,
creating an eerie tranquility. Maybe , just maybe , she would finally drift into a dreamless sleep.
Experience absolute nothingness for a few silent hours.

Yet simplicity was a foreign concept to Chloe Price. As she descended into the depths of sleep , the
void within her closed eyelids twisted and turned. Gradually , shadows morphed into eerie figures ,
and the familiar buzz of the waking world faded. It was as though she had awoken within a dream ,
her heart skipping a beat as she beheld the chilling scene unfolding before her.

As Chloe descended into the depths of this harrowing nightmare , her body crumbled upon the hard ,
cold earth. Isolated on a familiar road under the darkness of night , the dark sky loomed above , their
ominous clouds swirling with an eerie malevolence. The very air pulsated with an electrifying tension
, foretelling the imminent arrival of a powerful storm. Chloe's gaze fixated upon the churning threat
before her , her jaw slack in silent horror. A nauseating sensation churned within the depths of her
being , intensifying her fear.

As Chloe's trembling hands clutched the cold , hard floor beneath her , she whispered to herself in
disbelief, “ What ... in the fuck is happening right now ? ” Her body trembled uncontrollably as she
slowly rose to her feet , never once tearing her gaze away from the ominous storm that formed before
her. The very atmosphere seemed to crackle with an indescribable energy , as if the air itself was
charged with ... anger. Malevolence. The violent gusts of wind tugged and tore at her clothes , as if



trying to pull her into the abyss. Fear gnawed at her , and a chilling realisation crept into her mind -
could she be ... dead ? Was she trapped in actual hell ?

In the midst of contemplating the grim possibility of her life coming to a sudden end , a chilling
sensation crept up her spine as her ears caught the distant rumble of an engine approaching from
behind. The haunting melody of country music drifted through the air , sending shivers down her
spine. Slowly turning around to confront the origin of the sound , her heart skipped a beat as her own ,
dead fathers car came to a sudden stop right in front of her. The blinding headlights illuminated her
figure , casting long , ominous shadows in the darkness.

As she gazed toward the vehicle , a chilling sense of déja vu washed over her. The scene unfolding
before her eyes was hauntingly familiar , a cruel mix of nostalgia and heartache. There , leaning his
head outside the window , was her father — her deceased father — his gentle smile frozen in time. His
presence sent shivers down her spine , a bittersweet reminder of the love and loss she had endured. “
... Hey , kiddo , ” his voice whispered through the air , a ghostly echo of the past.

Chloe's voice quivered with a haunting blend of elation and bewilderment , as if caught between joy
and despair. “ ... Dad ? ” she called out just loud enough over the howling wind , her words carrying ...
fear. “ You're ... you're back ? What the fuck is going on , is — there a fucking tornado ?! ” Her
strained voice struggled to pierce through the howling winds that encircled her body , as if the very
fabric of reality was unravelling before her eyes.

William's gaze pierced through the darkness , his eyes revealing a haunting emptiness. It was an
expression that sent shivers down Chloe's spine , as if she was peering into the depths of a tortured
soul. The weight of his anguish , pain , and perhaps even fear , hung heavy in the air , suffocating any
sense of normalcy. Chloe struggled to comprehend the depths of his torment , unable to fathom the
horrors that lay hidden within his stare. ““ ... Get in, Chloe. There are things we need to talk about , ”
he called out , his voice carrying urgency that sent a cold shiver through Chloe's body.

Chloe's heart pounded in her chest as she stood there , paralyzed by the ominous storm looming above
her. The weight of its winds pressed down on her , suffocating her with its sheer power. Confusion
took her over , like a thick fog that clouded her thoughts. But , amidst the chaos , an insatiable
curiosity burned within her. She wanted to uncover the truth , the reason for William’s visit to her
once again.

Gathering every ounce of strength , Chloe braved the relentless wind , pushing against it defiantly.
With trembling hands , she fought to pry open the passenger door , her determination unwavering.
Finally , after what felt like an eternity , she managed to slip inside , slamming the door shut behind
her.

A fleeting moment of respite teased her body , as the wind relinquished its grip on her. But her relief
was short — lived. Without warning , the car jolted forward , hurtling through the darkness at a harsh
pace that flung her back against the seat. Chloe's heart sank , realising that she was no longer in
control. The night swallowed her whole , enveloping her in a cloud of uncertainty and dread.
Whatever her father had in store , she was in it for the long haul.

Chloe's heart sank as she sat in the suffocating darkness of the car , her late father's presence only
intensifying the eerie silence that enveloped them. Her gaze , filled with a mix of fear and desperation



, darted towards him from time to time , searching for a glimpse of the man he once was. In her
recurring nightmares , she would always be seated in the backseat , listening to his soft voice as he
sang country songs , cherishing the memory of the tender and affectionate father she had lost.

But tonight was different. Her father was devoid of any warmth , frozen like a lifeless statue. The
questions that burned within her , begging to be unleashed , were trapped behind her trembling lips.

Just as she summoned the courage to speak , the car abruptly halted , drawing Chloe's attention to the
window. Outside , the desolate landscape unfolded before her eyes , a familiar graveyard of vehicles
and discarded metal. William turned towards her , his eyes brimming with a profound and haunting
sorrow that pierced her soul.

“ This place , ” he whispered , his voice trembling as he broke the looming silence. “ holds more than
just your memories. It’s a crossroads , Chloe. A place where paths can change. Where someone's life
hangs in the balance. ”

Chloe's gaze sharpened , her eyes fixated on the dark junkyard as she listened to her father's hushed
conversation , desperately seeking clarity amidst the chaos surrounding her. In that chaos , a peculiar
sight caught her attention. A female emerged in the distance , their golden locks dancing in the gusts
of wind , a solitary blue feather earring striking their flesh on their neck before retreating into the
winds , only to repeat the cycle. Wearing a familiar red flannel , their arms reached skyward , towards
the storm , an eerie spectacle that sent shivers down Chloe's spine.

“ ... Babe ? 7 She murmured , her trembling hand clasping the door handle tightly. With a swift pull of
the handle , she pressed her body against the door , eager to escape the confines of the car ... only to
be greeted by an eerie stillness. There was no gust of wind , no opposing force. And to her dismay ...
there was no sign of the desolate junkyard she had expected to find.

As Chloe's mind struggled to comprehend the unfolding events , she noticed that the car had
seemingly vanished into thin air. In its place , she found herself trapped within the confines of a tiled
room — the infamous Blackwells Bathrooms. The walls , once pristine , now bore the marks of chaos
and despair , covered in cryptic graffiti. A chilling realisation crept over her — had she done this ?

The air was heavy with an eerie silence , broken only by the haunting echoes of dripping water.
Amidst the unsettling atmosphere , she let her eyes wander over the familiar artwork , the surface of
the mirror etched with a foreboding message: ' You are about to die. ' And there , within the mirror's
frame, a sinister raven perched , its presence casting a shadow. Chloe stood , her father by her side ,
his silent presence raising every hair on her body.

Abruptly , the door burst open with a loud bang. Chloe whipped her head around to see the cause ,
only to find ... a shadowy figure , illuminated by a crimson glow , entering the room. Moving with
urgency , she couldn't make out any words , but she sensed the message loud and clear. ' Count to ten.
Breathe. Everything's cool. '

“Dad ... what the fuck is going on ? ” Chloe's words slipped from her lips , but the silence that
followed was deafening. Her gaze fixated on the crimson silhouette , straining to pierce through the
blazing aura enveloping it. Yet, the figure's attention abruptly shifted towards her , its hand slowly



ascending. A chilling realisation dawned upon Chloe as she witnessed the hand clutching a gun , its
surface tainted with a sinister crimson liquid.

Before Chloe could even open her mouth to question the situation , a deafening gunshot echoed , the
sound reverberating through the walls. Chloe winced , feeling a searing pain in her stomach. She
gasped for air , hands trembling as she collapsed to her knees , eyes wide with fear. However , as she
glanced down , there was no blood. She was unscathed. She wasn't dead. She was alive.

“ H...He shot me - ?! He fucking SHOT ME. ” Chloe's anguished cry pierced the air , her heart heavy
with an inexplicable knowledge of the gender of the threat. The identity of this mysterious figure
eluded her , shrouded in a veil of uncertainty.

Her tear — filled eyes sought solace in her father's gaze , a desperate plea for reassurance , for
protection from the looming dread that consumed her. Yet , as her gaze lifted , expecting to find the
familiar sight of the bathroom, a chilling realisation gripped her. The scene before her had
transformed once again , morphing into another eerie manifestation of her worst nightmares.

The howling wind mercilessly collided with her fragile figure once again , thrusting her onto the
desolate train tracks. The haunting echoes of an oncoming train reverberated through the air , growing
increasingly deafening. A surge of familiar exhilaration coursed through her veins , the very sensation
she often sought when evading trains , a twisted form of amusement.

With a desperate urge to gain that same amusement , to feel alive again , she attempted to lift herself
from the ground. Yet , as she tried to free her foot from its position , an invisible obstruction hindered
her progress. It held her captive , trapping her in front of the impending train.

“... What... the fuck !? ” With a menacing whisper , she clenched her teeth , her hands frantically
reaching for her boot , ensnared in the unforgiving rails. Beads of sweat dripped down her face as she
struggled to free herself, to yank her foot out , to do anything. Anything at all. The deafening sound
of the tracks scraping against metal grew louder , and her eyes darted to the side. She was stuck.
Utterly trapped. And just as she was about to cry out for her father to rescue her , she felt the cold
metal collide with her body. Darkness enveloped her.

But only for a moment.

Chloe's breath caught in her throat , her limbs giving way as she collapsed onto the unforgiving ,
damp earth below her. Tears cascaded down her cheeks , mingling with the rain as her body convulsed
with sobs. As she lifted her vacant gaze , she found herself in a new place. Closer to the ominous
tornado. Positioned by the looming lighthouse , peering out at the turbulent ocean. William loomed
beside her , a steady force amidst ... everything , while she looked up at him with a sense of urgency
in her trembling voice , struggling to articulate her thoughts. “ D ... dad ... please , what's... happe —”

“ The tempest , Chloe , ” he interjected with an ominous force , his voice barely discernible amidst the
relentless gusts that moved around them. * Your life is tangled in threads of fate , and each choice
pulls those threads tighter. Death is a shadow that follows you , but it’s not set in stone. ”



Chloe's gaze fixated on him , her body now a mere shell of existence sprawled across the cold floor.
Terror and bewilderment crept into her widened eyes. Was Death itself coming for her ? The question
echoed in her mind , tormenting her sanity. Why ? Why her ?

“Dad ... what ... the fuck is going on ? This is ... hella messed up , even for your fucked up advice ... ”
Her voice trembled , her head bowed in despair , clutching at the earth beneath her fingertips ,
desperately seeking an anchor. Something to ground herself.

William's eyes pierced through the veil of despair , brimming with an unfathomable sorrow. “ Listen
to your heart, and trust those who care for you. This storm is both a threat and your own chance for
clarity. The bonds you’ve formed can guide you through the darkness. If you'd finally let go , and let
them. ”

Raising her weary gaze once more , her exhausted eyes surveyed the disordered spectacle before her.
The piercing ray of the lighthouse cut through the darkness , exposing fragments of her history. The
demise of her father. Her moments that she shared with Max. The first encounter with Rachel. The
clash with Damon. Her first kiss with Rachel. All of it replayed , dissolving into nothingness under the
glaring light ... only to vanish abruptly. She shifted her sore body , settling on the cold ground , her
arms hanging lifelessly as she fixated on the vicious seas with a sense of dread.

“ ... Death is coming for you , Chloe. And you can stop it , ” William's words faded into the howling
wind , his voice becoming a mere whisper in the growing storm. “ You have the strength to face it.
And your friends have the power to change it. Remember , you’re not alone. ”

Chloe's gaze lifted towards him , her heart pounding in her chest as his words echoed in her mind.
What was the hidden message behind them ? How could any of her friends prevent ... the horrors she
had just experienced ? When would it happen ? How ? Why ? A sense of dread crept over her as the
storm grew stronger , and ... her father retreated into the shadows.

Chloe's body jolted with a surge of adrenaline as she watched him disappear into the distance. Her
brow creased in confusion and she rose to her feet , trailing after him. Along the darkened path , her
gaze fixed on his retreating figure as she shouted out to him , a sense of dread creeping through her
veins as he moved onto the road , toward his car.

“Dad ... Dad , no — DAD?! DON'T LEAVE ME ! ” Her desperate scream pierced the night as she
sprinted towards him , her heart pounding in her chest. She tried to stop him , to grab him , but it was
futile. The wet grass betrayed her , causing her to slip and crash to the ground. Her eyes widened in
horror as she watched him climb into his car. And then , as he reached for his seatbelt , the truck
emerged from the darkness , its headlights illuminating the scene with a chilling glow. The inevitable
collision loomed closer , sending shivers down her spine.

“DAD ! ” Chloe's piercing scream echoed through the night , desperate and filled with terror. Her
outstretched hand grasped at thin air , futilely reaching for him. But , it was all in vain. The truck
collided with the car , a sickening thud reverberating through the air. In an instant , the vehicle was
mercilessly swept away , vanishing into the abyss.



The deafening roar of thunder drowned out any hope of rescue. The familiar scene , a grotesque
amalgamation of sound and sight, etched itself into Chloe's consciousness , haunting her every waking
moment. With a sudden jolt , she was ripped from the clutches of her nightmare , her body catapulting
upwards. Each laboured breath she took pierced the silence of her room , a chilling reminder of the
horrors she had witnessed. Her heart pounded relentlessly in her chest. As the first rays of dawn
gently bathed her room in a soft , eerie glow , Chloe was left to grapple with the remnants of her
shattered peace.

A chilling sensation crept down her body as she desperately searched it. Scanning for wounds. For
blood. For any sign of danger. Silent cries echoed through the room as tears cascaded down her face.

What ... the fuck ... was that ?



