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House of Blues 

5:55 AM 

The world was silent except for the humming of the cheap digital clock on Natavia’s cluttered nightstand. Red LED numbers stared at her like glowing eyes: 5:55 AM. Again. Always 5:55 AM. 

Her phone buzzed weakly beside her. “Yo babe, you good? Was just checking on you. You fell asleep while we were on the phone.” 

Mike’s voice was warm, grounding—like a match in a dark room. But her reply came out thin, cracked with sleep and confusion. 

 “I’m sorry, babe… I’ll make it up to you.” 

“I bet your sexy ass will,” he teased, but her laugh was hollow, unsure. 
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As the call ended, her fingers trembled. The moment she placed the phone down, she was gone—falling deep again, as if the sheets had swallowed her whole.  She wakes up in a ruff erratic and frightened matter not being able to breathe and knowing what is going on with her. She looks at the clock which reads 5:55PM and then focuses on what is happening to her while she is losing consciousness, there are these big hands wrapped around her neck as shes being thrusted deep, hard as she tries with every bit of breath that's fading away to to yell, kick and scream.   

The man that's supposed to protect her as her dad is punching, and telling her “ Shut up and let daddy show you how to be grown”   As he kisses and touches all over she can feel life slipping away from her. “ You know I Love you right? I don’t mean to hurt you?” Before she can speak she blackout. 

Her alarm goes off at 5:55PM. It feels so familiar to her as she walks along the hallway long. Narrow. Painted in peeling beige. The air was heavier here. She walked, each step echoing off the walls, heart hammering with a rhythm that didn’t feel human. Her hand trembled as she touched the cold brass knob of the 
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bathroom door. Something behind that door waited for her. A secret. A memory. 

The mirror greeted her first. 

On the surface: Natavia Johnson, sixteen, beautiful and brown-skinned with soft, pained eyes. Beneath the surface: bruises like fingerprints, blood dripping from between her legs, a gash across her cheek. A girl split in two. 

She climbed into the tub, clothes and all. Warm water ran red around her thighs. Her breath rattled. She didn’t cry anymore. 

 

The blade sat on the edge of the sink like it had been waiting. 

She picked it up. 

One slice. Then two. 

The blood spiraled in the water like smoke in the wind. From far away, her mother’s scream broke through the silence: 
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“David! What did you do?! What have you done?!” Gasp. 

Natavia sat up. Drenched in sweat. Her chest rising and falling fast. 

5:55 AM. Again. 

Buzz. 

“Yo, Nay. You good?” 

Mike again. His voice the only constant. “You fell asleep again. Weird.” 

She blinked, her hands shaking. 

“Mike… I just—” But she couldn’t finish the sentence. Couldn’t say what had happened. A dream? A memory? He laughed nervously. 

“You trippin’, babe. You been watching them scary movies again?” 

Her voice cracked. “Yeah… that must be it.” But she wasn’t sure if she was lying. 
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5:55 PM. 

Natavia opened her eyes, and something was wrong. She couldn’t breathe. 

Two massive hands wrapped around her throat. The man above her—her father—was breathing hard. His eyes glossed over. Lips twisted into something like desire and hate all at once. 

She tried to scream, but it came out as a croak. He whispered, “You know Daddy loves you, right? I don’t mean to hurt you.” 

Then came the pain—blows, thrusts, the weight of betrayal suffocating her. 

And then, darkness. 

5:55 AM. 

This time, she didn’t scream. She sat up. Numb. The hallway was there again. Always there. 
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The mirror. The tub. 

She stared at her reflection, eyes empty. But something changed. 

She turned—back toward the hallway. Her mother came up the stairs, startled. “Natavia! What the hell you doing out here?!” 

Before she could speak, her mother struck her with a heavy hand mirror. She crashed to the floor. Dragged. 

Thrown. 

Into the tub again. This time, her mother held her under. Everything went black. 

 

5:55 AM. 

Buzz. 

“Nay, what’s going on with you? I been calling and texting all morning…” 
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Mike’s voice this time was slow. Hollow. Not like him. She sat up fast, panting. 

It was happening again. 

And again. 

 

She ran to her dresser, tore a notebook open and scrawled: 

“DON’T GO INTO THE BATHROOM – Natavia” She left the note on the floor. A warning to herself. 

 

Her door creaked open. 

Her father stepped in, his voice syrupy and fake. “Hey baby girl… what’s going on with you?” He leaned down, like he wanted to kiss her forehead. Instead, Natavia reached under her pillow, grabbed a glass trophy she once won for cheerleading, and slammed it into the side of his head. 
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Blood burst like fireworks. 

He fell, dazed. 

“What are you doing?! Why would you—” But she wasn’t waiting for answers. She ran. Yet even as she got to the hallway, the walls around her dissolved into static. The light faded. She passed out before reaching the stairs. 

 

5:55 PM. 

She was upright again. Sitting. Phone in hand. Mike’s voice on voicemail now. 

“Nay. I’m serious. Something’s off with you. You’re scaring me.” 

Her fingers moved fast, dialing back. 

No answer. 

She walked.   

Back to the hallway. 
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Back toward the door she knew she shouldn’t open. The note she wrote—gone. 

She reached the bathroom. Heart pounding. Inside, everything looked… normal. Eerily so. Toothbrush. Hair gel. Shaver. 

Wait. 

No blade. 

The tub. Empty. 

But as she knelt beside it, something in her gut screamed. 

Suddenly— 

Her father burst through the door. 

He slammed her head into the sink. Her vision blurred. “No no no no—!” she choked out. 

He pinned her arms. 

She kicked. Bit. Screamed. 
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The blade—missing from the shaver—appeared in his hand. 

He dragged it across her throat. Slowly. Blood everywhere.  5:55 AM. And again. 

 

5:55 AM 

The air was too still. 

Natavia jolted awake in her twin bed, sweat beading across her brow. Her eyes shot toward the clock. 5:55 AM. 

It pulsed in red again, mocking her like it always did. Buzz. 

“Yo, babe. You good?” 

Mike’s voice was soft. But too soft. Something was different in his tone—like static was laced beneath his words. Natavia rubbed her temple. 

“Yeah… I think I just… fell asleep while we were talking.” 
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