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It wasn’t supposed to be that kind of day. I remember exactly what it was supposed to be—a normal walk to work, the same one I had made almost every morning for nine years. 

I was the storage manager at a local hardware store, only two miles from my apartment. Unless the rain came down sideways or the heat threatened to melt the pavement, I walked. Head down. Coffee in hand. One foot in front of the other. Ordinary.

But ordinary disappeared in less than fifteen seconds.

Funny how people say life changes slowly. Sometimes it doesn’t. Sometimes it snaps in half before your brain can even catch up.

I still hear the screams.

They replay in my mind at night like a broken recording. At first they sounded far away, muffled between the houses lining the street. I remember thinking someone was being dramatic. Maybe an argument. Maybe kids messing around. People yell all the time. I wanted it to be something harmless.

But with every step, the screams grew sharper.

More desperate.

Then I turned my head.

I wish I never had.

She stood behind the large picture window of a small brick house. Elderly. Silver hair. Thin face folded with terror. Her hand slapped against the glass, then suddenly her face hit it hard enough to make me flinch.

Bang.

I froze on the sidewalk.

For a second I couldn’t process what I was seeing. My body locked up while my mind scrambled to explain it away. But there was no explaining it away.

Behind her stood a large man covered in pale tattoos. His arm rose and crashed down against her again while she pleaded for him to stop.

I could see blood running down the side of her forehead.

“Hey!” I screamed, running toward the house. “Stop!”

He didn’t even look at me.

I pounded on the window hard enough to sting my hands. “Stop! Somebody call the police!”

My voice echoed down the street, but nobody came.

The woman’s cries weakened into frightened whimpers. Her eyes fluttered like she was fading right in front of me.

Every sane thought in my head told me to walk away. Wait for police. Mind my own business.

But another part of me—the stupid part maybe—couldn’t leave her there.

I climbed the porch steps slowly, my legs suddenly heavy. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I reached for the door expecting it to be locked.

It wasn’t.

I shoved the door open so hard it slammed against the wall.

The smell hit me first. Cigarettes, sweat, something metallic. Blood.

The old woman stumbled backward across the living room floor. One eye was already swelling shut. The man towered over her, his thick tattooed arms raised again. In his hand was a claw hammer stained dark red.

“Hey!” I yelled.

The man turned slowly.

His
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