
Deep in the Cellar

Natacha Alexandra Martins

Copyright © 2025 Natacha Alexandra Martins 

All rights reserved. 

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

––––––––

I would also like to thank my parents for building in me the resilience that I needed to chase after my desires. As well as for giving me the space that I needed to grow into an ambitious and creative being full of wonder and curiosity. These attributes have helped me as a writer, as a videographer and as an individual trying to decipher the world and all of its beauty. Without my parents I would absolutely have nothing.

And finally, here’s to my siblings. Thank you for always having my back and safeguarding my corner.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

11:45 PM

12:00 PM

2:00 AM

2:30 AM

4:00 AM

4:07 AM

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

11:45 PM 



[image: ]


The summer feels never ending, but the end is in fact nigh, so we decide to take one last late night walk through the countryside before it’s time to go back to college. The country road we walk down is dark and there are very few stars to light our way. The crescent moon gives us just enough light to see the gravelly trail right beneath our feet. The wind makes the trees whistle as it blows. We hear the chirping of some nearby crickets in the tall flowering grass. The ground is hard and unstable as we walk.  

“I can’t believe your mum let you out this late,” Lisa said, breaking the entrancing silence.  

“I know,” I begin, “she worries a lot about our walks, it’s so dark and there’s no one around. She always assumes the worst. But there’s literally nothing out here that could hurt us... ECHO...”  

My words bounce back to me from the distance.  

“Natalie. Look,” Lisa says as she points to a rundown cabin sitting between large overcrowding trees.  

The cabin is made entirely of old gray wooden slabs, which are horizontal. Most of the slabs are rotting and some are only half attached, which creates holes in the walls allowing a glimpse to the darkness within.  

“Let’s investigate!” she beams in excitement.  

“That’s the kind of danger my mum was warning me about,” I respond anxiously.  

“Oh come on, this is supposed to be an adventure, don’t be such a pussy. The worst that could happen is we get attacked by a family of squirrels,” she laughs. “Let’s go 

in!”  

I grunt, “Fine, but I won’t enjoy it.”  

She runs ahead. I make my way slowly towards the creepy cabin. As I get closer I can’t stop thinking about the amount of bugs that will undoubtedly be lurking inside. “Moths, spiders, wood lice, oh, there’s definitely going to be wood lice.”  

By the time I reach the door Lisa has disappeared. I push the door open.  

It screeches, the noise echoes throughout the hollow building. “Lisa, where are you?” my voice echoes as I call out into the blackness. “This isn’t funny!” I put one foot through the doorframe and reach into my pocket to find my iPhone.  

I turn on the torch and look up. “JESUS CHRIST YOU CUNT,” I scream as Lisa stands in front of me with a cheeky smile on her face. 

“It’s not my fault you didn’t hear me walk up to you,” she answers. I give her a dirty look and nudge her as I walk past.  

“This place is utterly disgusting!” I look around and reach into my back pocket for my hand sanitizer, there is rubbish all over the floors; newspaper clippings, broken bottles and withered leaves. 

In one of the corners it looks like there had been a fire; ash covers the ground and you can see where the smoke has climbed the wooden walls and tainted it in a dark, crisp hue.  

Spider threads catch at my face as I look around, a sign that no one has lived here in a while. I look up and see dozens and dozens of different species crawling and climbing. Some feast on the prey that had unexpectedly landed on the sticky webs. Some are large, furry, and have a thick, dark black tint with tinges of red. There are some with golden images printed on their backs and at just the right angle the images look quite like skulls. I shiver. There are teeny tiny ones climbing down from the ceiling, in a long line heading out the broken window which hangs on its hinges. My knees bend instinctively to allow some distance between myself and the eight legged creeps crawling on the ceiling. 

Outside, the wind howls through the bushes, an owl coos and a branch creaks as it propels itself up off a tree and into the distance. There is a squeal, it reminds me of a small mouse and then the sound of tiny claws digging into the dirt, then it stops. There is something not quite right about the windows; they all seem cloudy, blacked out.  

Tap. Tap. Tap.  

“Okay, Lisa, that’s enough now.”  

“It’s not me...” her voice trembles behind me.  

I turn around to find her leaning in towards me, her body shivering and her eyes staring wide towards the entrance. A tall, large, dark shadow is standing outside the front window next to the door. Its long, sharp, blackened nail close up on the glass.  

Tap. Tap. Tap.  
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The shadow presses its hand on the window, and then it's other hand. It leans in and presses its entire body to it. Its face is tight up against the window. It is so closely pressed up against it that despite the fogginess of the glass you can still make out its wide eyes and you can see the shadowy figure licking its lips. I can tell it’s getting riled up on our fear – his fingers become exaggerated and hyper on the window. Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap, tap. We cling to each other and step backwards.  

"What's he... doing?" I breathe.  

"Shh!" Lisa whispers.  

"I don't like it."  

"He can hear you," she says.  

We notice him getting excited. He starts to thump both his fists on the glass, harder and harder. Faster and faster. Until it begins to crack, and then crack some more.  

As we press up against the back of the cabin my fingers feel something cold and dusty. I turn to find a window. I unhinge the latch and swing it open. “Quickly, Lisa, climb out.” She was frozen, unmoving. “Lisa,” I shake her hard until her eyes turn to face me. “Climb out the window.” Crack, and then another crack. We look over to find that the window is a few thuds away from completely smashing.  

“Lisa, go! GO!”

Lisa pulls herself through the window frame. Crack. Lisa slips and falls out the window. Crack. Lisa then stands up and I begin to climb through the frame. Crash, I hear the sound of shards flying across the room and clatter all over the floorboards. Lisa screams as she attempts to pull me through the window, her face full of tears and eyes full of panic. I struggle to get through the gap, I had always been slightly huskier than she was.  

I turn to find a scruffy looking man, with stubble and piercing dark eyes. His mouth is stretched wide and he pulls out his tongue to lick his lips. He then covers his face slightly so that we can only see his eyes.  

Lisa continues to pull me through the window, but this time I am the one who is frozen. He reaches into his pocket and throws a round object in our direction as he winks. As it hits my back it explodes, allowing for thick gas of sorts to escape and fill the room. It wafts right in front of my face. It puts some fire into me and I pull myself through the window and go crashing down onto the floor just as Lisa had.  As I stand up I feel the effects 

of the gas begin to run through me and my vision 

becomes wired. I try to call out to Lisa but she has already started running and my speech comes out slurred. I hear the sound of loud footsteps crunch the twigs as it makes its way around the cabin. Everything goes black as I crash back down on the grass where I was standing.  
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