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Dedication  

 

This is for the ones who know concrete’s cold bite against the cheek. For the endless thud of footsteps overhead that never pauses and never cares. For everyone who tasted the “before” and survived the “after” of that cellar door.

It’s for those who were swallowed by the dark, and for those still down there, eyes fixed on the yellow sliver bleeding through the frame. That sliver isn’t mercy. It’s the crack in their perfect lie.

This is for the sub-level survivors — the ones whose voices were muffled under the floorboards, whose years were stolen step by step. Your silence was never emptiness. It was a scream loading in the chamber.

To the once-trapped: may the walls never close in again. To the still-trapped: we’re not knocking politely. We’re burning the whole damn house down to reach you.

Look for the glow at the bottom of the stairs. It isn’t just a light. It’s the way out.
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Chapter 1- Left Behind  

Mom says the house ain’t real. Swears on everything. No boyfriend, no backyard swing that squeaked when the wind died. No basement. Just stop talking about it, Marc.

But I still wake up tasting rust. Still feel that cold crawl up my legs like it’s looking for the rest of me. Then there's that bulb hanging by its cord, swinging slow, like it’s trying to say sorry for what it saw.

I was eight. Something down there broke me clean in half. I felt the snap, heard it, one half ran, one half stayed.

I ran so hard my lungs burned for years. But I left him standing in the dark, his little hands open, his mouth trying to scream my name, but no sound ever came.

I told the pipe I forgot. Told the needle I couldn't. Told Mom when she asked why I shake at night.

But the light remembers.

Last night the light found us. It was soft and blue. It slipped through the smoke and touched his face. He was still there, still eight, still waiting in the basement that never was. I didn’t run this time, I knelt in the mirror. Reached through the glass and took his cold little hand.

I whispered, “I’m sorry I left you. I was scared. I’m big enough now.”

He looked up, eyes full of forty years of dark. Then he smiled, small, broken, but beautiful.

The light wrapped around us both. Warm for the first time.




Mom still says it never happened. But I carry him now in my chest, in my eyes.

In every step that doesn’t shake anymore.

Truth recognized. I went back, and I got him. The basement can keep its ghosts.

I got my brother. And the light has finally reached the bottom of the stairs.




Chapter 2 – When The Darkness Shakes  

I was six months old, all milk-breath and powder smell, tiny fingers that had only ever known the softness of Mom’s skin.

She ran to the bathroom that night, carrying me like I was the last good thing left in the world. She locked the door, pressed her back against it, rocked me against her chest, and whispered, “It’s okay, baby, Mommy’s got you, shh, shh, shh…”

I could feel her heart trying to outrun the screaming on the other side of the wood.

Then the door exploded. A boot. A roar. Splinters flying like shrapnel. He came through like the end of everything.

He tore me from her arms so fast her nails left little red trails on my back. She screamed my name the way people scream when the sky is falling.

He threw her hard; she hit the sink, mirror raining down in silver pieces. And then the cold happened. Black steel sliding between my lips, pressing against the roof of my mouth, filling every space where a lullaby should have been.

His finger on the trigger. His whiskey words slurring over me: “I’m killing him. Then me, and you're gonna watch.”

Mom was on the floor reaching, but I was just out of reach. Blood in her hair, tears cutting clean lines down her face, and me just hanging there in his grip, too little to fight, too new to even understand, except my body understood everything.

Something inside me curled up




















index-2_1.jpg
RECOVERY
a UnSensered





