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First of all, she had no idea where she was. And secondly, this place most certainly didn’t look like her 

bedroom or her house either. She proceeded to look around, only to see that she was surrounded by white 

walls, and she was in a room, with only a bed in it. Her first thought was to panic, but then the logical side of 

her brain won, and she realised that she wouldn’t help herself with panicking. She rolled her eyes up and 

down the room, and finally she could spot a tiny clock on the wall, and a complicated lock on the door which 

was also white. Why was this room so secure? No windows, no tables, nothing. Just this old bed, herself, and 

the only light coming in was from the corridor. Needless to say, this place was creeping her out. 

 She tried to look around again, but her head was aching, as if a thousand storms were in it. And she felt such 

tiredness, she thought that she could fall asleep at any moment. But as she was closing her eyes, she heard 

someone open the door, and it let out a loud crack, which nearly made her jump from the bed. She looked at 

the person who had just come in, she supposed that he was a doctor. In his appearance, there was nothing 

out of the ordinary, but as the man came a little bit closer, she could see a red stain on his lab coat. She tried 

to calm herself, by thinking that it was just paint, but deep down she knew that it was blood. He asked her 

some questions then, but they were all strange, like „ are you feeling any better?” or „ have the medicines 

already kicked in?”. She thought he was crazy. She didn’t understand what he was talking about, there was 

nothing wrong with her! And when she asked where they were, the doctor said „ in Lucia, of course” which 

made her even more confused. She didn’t even live in America, how was this possible?  

Without any more questions, the man helped her out of the bed, made her sit in a wheelchair and then he 

opened the door, so they could go outside.   She thought that the room was creepy, but the corridor was 

absolutely worse. It was really dark in there, just a few lights were flickering (then where did the light in the 

room come from?), she could hear other people’s voices; they were mostly shouting or laughing and the 

doctor was silent, till they reached another door, when he let out a brief chuckle. She closed her eyes for a 

second, only to realize that she was trapped. She was strapped to a bed, and someone put a cloth into her 

mouth, only to make her suffer more. Her mind couldn’t process how she got into that room; she just knew 

that it was not going to be fun. The doctor, now grinning like a maniac, put an ice pick just above her eye, 

and then…. 

She woke up groggily. Not in a room, but on the grass. She opened her eyes, and she could see a figure 

looking at her. She blinked twice, but the person didn't go away. At least, she wasn't hallucinating. But as her 

vision got clearer, the more horrified she became. That person, in the white gown was her mother. Her 

mother, who died eight years ago, was looking down at her, with empty eyes. 

She jumped to her feet and started to run. She didn't care about the consequences, the only thing she knew 

was that she needed to get out of this place. She found herself in the dark building again. She stopped for a 

second, to get herself together and while she was resting, a window slammed with so much force, it broke 

out of its place and fell on her right foot. She expected it to hurt, but it didn't; she couldn't feel anything. But 

she could hear everything and she started to run again, because people were coming after her. The doctor, 

her mother and other lifeless men with empty eyes. 

She began to panic. The crowd following her was too fast and too vast. They easily pinned her to the ground 

and grabbed her neck, so she couldn't move. She looked up to the ceiling, and much to her surprise, she was 

able to see something, written there. It said " wake up" written in all red. She would have wondered all day if 

it had been blood or not, but a little from it dropped on her head, revealing, that it was indeed blood. She 

then closed her eyes and took a deep breath. 

 

Then she woke up. This time in her bed, in her room. She was still in shock obviously, and she figured that all 

of this was a dream. She pinched herself to make sure of that, though, but she was right. It was only a dream. 



The only source of light was her TV, that she forgot to turn off before going to sleep. She looked closer and 

saw the intro of Ratched playing. So that's why she dreamed all of this, huh? She made a note to herself in 

her head: never watch a horror series before going to bed, or she might find herself in an insane asylum 

again. 
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