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"Fear can keep us up all night, but what truly terrifies us is when we let it enter our dreams." —  R.L. Stine, "Nightmares and Hallucinations
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In what seemed like a simple journey back to his childhood home nestled in the mountains, for Jacob Mert, it turns into a nightmare scenario. A chilling thriller that will make you feel immersed in it.
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I am very afraid, I am trembling... I truly feel so much fear. I have never been this scared in my life, and mind you, I used to be a fearless tough guy back in my university days, and look at me now! I am trembling, begging the gods to come to my aid. Please! Whoever is up there, come rescue me. How is it possible that I'm going through this? I want to believe it's a damn dream. I've always seen murders and such on the news, but usually, that doesn't affect you when you're safe. And those facts, even if they're harsh and raw, don't impact you beyond the initial shock. But when you're living that sense of desperation, everything changes. That raw, firsthand experience is terrible, very terrible.
Now I'm just like that, lost. I don't know where I am, but let's say I'm in the middle of a region in the mountains. Isolated. I'm being hunted. I practically have no way out. There's no way to escape; I don't know the terrain. I didn't even know these mountains existed on the map. Supposedly, everything is already telegraphed via satellite GPS, but this wasn't on the map. I would rather be dead right now than endure the prelude to a terrifying foretold death. It's just you against the world.

I must mention that I was heading to my mother's old house, my childhood home. This house is located in a county that generally has mountainous terrain and incredible landscapes. I was driving my 1985 Sedan on an ordinary day; I had driven that road when I was younger and knew it easily. From the city where I was, it was about a four-hour journey to that village of 25 houses nestled in the mountains, but the ride was enjoyable, listening to some classic Beatles songs. The house was abandoned, but according to my sister who had gone last year, the village of 20 houses was mostly uninhabited and deteriorating. Only one house remained standing, belonging to a man named Robert, and it was the only inhabited house in the entire area. Adding to that, the old man was already in his 80s.

I had just returned from Australia after living there for 10 years, and I was divorced again, trying to rebuild my life. What better place to distance myself from the city than in that area full of trees and fresh air? Honestly, I was quite tired of the hectic city life after living that way in Australia and working at a major law firm. I was certainly fed up with all of that.
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I was driving in my car when suddenly I began to feel that the familiar road I had always taken was changing subtly. Initially, I thought it was just a perception of time and changes over the years that I had been away. However, I realized that it wasn't a mere mental pareidolia; the road I was on was not the Romit road I knew. This road was somewhere else. Suddenly, and I don't know why, my fear spiked, and I quickly stopped to figure out what was happening. Looking in the rearview mirror, I noticed in the distance a winding road stretching for tens of kilometers that I hadn't noticed before, surrounded by endless fields of corn and other tall crops. In the distance, there were large green mountains. Clearly, this was not Romi Hill; this was another place.

I immediately tried to navigate using GPS, but it failed completely. A phone call was no different. Through experience and expertise, I knew that in those areas, GPS and cell phones often failed. Therefore, I came prepared; I had a map of that area. However, my surprise grew when this place was not on the blessed map.

I wanted to think it was an error by the darn geographers or whoever made those maps, but I cursed a couple of times at the brand that sold those low-quality maps. The point is, I didn't know how I had ended up there, but I told myself it was just a mistake. I must have taken a wrong turn when I deviated from the interstate. 'Damn it,' I said. 'You'll have to get a girlfriend from here if you're not going to keep getting lost,' I added at that moment with nervous laughter.

Not even 60 seconds passed when the horn of a 1930 van passed by me. Inside, a couple of elegantly dressed individuals from the 1930s gave me a fleeting glance. I thought those guys were filming some video, dressing up that way. I didn't pay much attention, except that the rear plate didn't match the modern plates from the state of Texas, so I guessed it was a collectible car. Then I accelerated again.

The only reason I didn't turn around at that moment was that I was starving. By then, I had been driving for over an hour, and going back would mean another two hours before eating a snack. It was the reason I continued without imagining what was to come. Clearly, I was lost, but I wasn't going to let the opportunity to enjoy a snack from those places pass me by.

I accelerated the sedan and quickly passed the 1950 van that I immediately saw turning into a narrow dirt road in the rearview mirror. I slowed down a bit because I noticed they stopped the car about 10 meters into the road, and suddenly I realized they were unloading something from the back. As the road was straight, despite reducing speed, I could see they were lowering a person between the two individuals. That struck me as odd, and I began to feel unease more than fear.

I didn't completely ignore it. I thought I might have been mistaken or seen something like a silhouette, but nonetheless, it continued to linger in my mind. About ten minutes passed, and I was getting impatient not seeing any signs indicating the region or location. Another strange thing that caught my attention was the absence of common cars on any interstate highway, even though they are less traveled; I should have seen at least one by now.

I was becoming somewhat impatient, and that scene with the van on that dirt road kept replaying in my mind. After about 30 minutes without spotting any signs along the entire route and not seeing any roadside stalls or villages, I felt the urge to urinate. However, I hesitated to get out quickly because the unease lingered, and there was a fear that being there was not safe. An inner voice kept saying, "Go, Jacob, get out of here; you're in danger, let's go." You know, the subconscious. When something doesn't go according to plan.

The whole panorama towards the horizon was the same, an endless winding road that seemed to have no end, and on the sides, those endless and unsettling fields of perfectly aligned corn and crops without any people working.

I grabbed a bottle with half of the water, quickly finished it, and without second thoughts, while maintaining speed, I managed to relieve myself within a minute. After finishing, I threw the bottle out the window. It was right at that moment I said, "Enough, it's time to turn back." I didn't know how I had been driving for so long in that place I didn't know. And then fear started to envelop me. By that time, it was already 4 in the afternoon, and from experience, I knew that it got dark around 6:30 or 7. So, deducing and making calculations, the gasoline I had would barely be enough in theory to reach, if lucky, the point in Romit where I initially took the interstate highway and where there was a gas station, if I remembered correctly.
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I immediately made a U-turn and began to accelerate. I was not liking the situation at all. At that moment, I was cursing myself internally, asking, "Why did I do that?" As if something had hypnotized me for a moment, leading me to make a strangely incorrect decision—something I would never have done under any circumstances in Australia. The golden rule for any lawyer is, "Never do something that could harm you later," a rule I always applied in the trials or cases I handled. That's why I never got involved with dangerous individuals because I always chose my clients. I didn't like getting tangled up with tough guys.
On the way back, once I had truly confirmed that I didn't know that area, I turned off the radio. At that moment, I didn't want any distractions. Whether I had seen something incorrectly or it was a pareidolia product of my excitement, I knew that place was completely unfamiliar to what I knew. The strangest thing was that for half an hour, I didn't spot a single car, as if everyone had disappeared. Fortunately, I had a revolver with seven .38 caliber 1945 bullets that I usually carried when I was in Romit. My grandfather, a World War II ex-marine, had passed it down to me as a gift. Despite being somewhat old, it was quite reliable. At least I had this weapon with me, although I didn't feel the assurance of being in a safe place.

After an hour of turning around and not encountering any anomalies, my hair literally stood on end, and terror within me skyrocketed as if it had been a gunpowder explosion. About 50 meters ahead of me, a barrier of at least four tree trunks blocked the road. That scene completely pulled me out of my reality. How was it possible that four huge tree trunks, not even bothered to be fully trimmed, were freshly cut and of a considerable size, making it impossible to pass through by car, let alone move them.

The weather was perfect; there were no signs that these trees had been placed there due to rain or a storm. It was evident that intelligent minds were behind this action. I abruptly stopped the car; there was no way to maneuver in that area since the fence posts of the large plantations were flush with the road, and it was impossible to even dodge them. I quickly checked the gas gauge, and fear intensified within me. I had no idea who had deliberately left those logs there or why I had passed through that area without any problems an hour ago.

My head was spinning. My breathing accelerated more and more out of
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