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The room, I figured, was small. I also didn't have much of a chance to see it, being that as 
soon as I came into the small room the lights were turned off and a sharp locking sound 
was heard. I, naturally, tried the door, but soon gave up. The door was not budging.  
 “What am I doing here?” I called out into the darkness, more to myself than to the 
outside world. I stuck my arms out in front of me to try to see what was in the room. I 
walked slowly, putting one foot in front of the other, my hands moving sporadically 
around. My hands grasped what seemed to be a chair, my hands wrapped around a leg of 
some sort.  
Is everything in this room backwards? I thought to myself. Past the chair, I placed my 
hands on a firm table. I moved my hands around the table, knocking over cups and I 
guess a vase? 
I'm in a room, of some sort. There is a table and some chairs? I thought to myself. What 
could I have done to get myself here? Is there anyone here with me? I sat down and tried 
to remember what I did this morning.  
 
 
 I left the house. It was cold, so I had to go back inside and grab a jacket. No one was up, 
so the house was unusually quiet. I walked back outside, did I take the car? No. I wanted 
to walk; it was such a nice morning. I walked past the shop owners, and the way they 
looked at me. Like I didn't belong.  
 
 
There was a noise outside. I got up, running into the table first.  
“Who’s there? Why am I here? Hello?” I called, talking into the door. No answer.  
 
 
I walked into the office, and my briefcase dropped. My assistant came in and helped me, 
god how good she looked, wearing that skirt that came up to knees. She had some great 
legs. I remember I reached out to touch them. “ You have a wife. Stop it.”  
 
 
MY BRIEFCASE. Where is it? Did I come to this room with it? I got up and looked 
around. One foot in front of the other. I checked the table again, knocking over more 
cups. I hope they weren't filled with anything. I bent down; maybe it was on the floor. It 
must've been a sight, seeing me an executive of a law firm crawling on the floor. Maybe I 
didn't even take it with me this morning; I knew I was forgetting something. I'll get it 
tomorrow when I go back and see.... Whatever her name was.  
 
 
After we picked up everything from the floor, I put it back on the desk and looked at my 
assistant.  



“What are you doing tonight?” I asked her. She smiled. She got closer to me and 
whispered in my ear “Not you” and she walked away.  
 
 
 I MUST'VE BROUGHT MY BRIEFCASE WITH ME. I HAD IT THIS MORNING, 
WHERE IS IT.  
 
 
I sat down in my chair, and looked at the picture of my wife. At my smiling kids.  
 
My kids that I haven't seen in a month.  
 
 
I got up. Stuck my hands out in front of me, one foot at a time.  
 
 
I grabbed my phone, to call them. I missed their voices. That's when I was thrown in 
here. In this locked room. Covered in darkness.  
 
 
“Daddy.”  
I looked around. It was my son, calling for me.  
“Where are you son? I'm here,” I called. Is the rest of my family here with me? Where? I 
started crawling again. I must find them.  
 “Son? Daddy's coming.” 
 “Why weren't you there? I was there for them. They need their father. And there you are, 
running around,” my wife's voice said.  
 
 
I left them. I had to leave them. They were all so picky. It's their fault that I left.  
“No. It's your fault. You couldn't handle kids. You couldn't handle a family!” my voice 
shouted at me.  
 
 
The sharp locking sound of the door was heard again. The lights turned on. I was picked 
up from the floor, crying, and I saw what the room was.  
 It was my house. My house with my wife and kids, sitting at the table. The kids shirts… 
my wife’s throat…  
      
 
They were dead.  
Did I kill them?  
If I didn't, who did?  
 
 



 As I was being carried out, I saw my briefcase, unlocked and open at the head of the 
table, inside it had a knife. 


