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I awaken, as the feeble rays of sunlight creep through the narrow window, casting an eerie glow. The room is shrouded in an unsettling silence, broken only by the sound of my labored breaths. I attempt to rise, my body protesting against the effort as if it were entangled in a web of invisible torment. 
With great effort, I extend my limbs, each movement accompanied by a symphony of agony. The sensation of my muscles stretching is not one of relief, but rather a cruel reminder of the torment that has befallen me. The searing pain courses through my body, a constant reminder of the horrors I have endured. 
I reach up to brush my fingers through my disheveled hair, I recoil in pain. The tender touch reveals the harsh reality of my injuries. My trembling fingers become ensnared in the tangled mess, further entwining my agony with the physical manifestation of my suffering.
Desperate for respite, I attempt to shift my weight, hoping to find solace on my back. But the simple act of rolling over becomes an arduous task as if the very air around me conspires to suffocate my feeble attempts at escape. Each breath I take is a painful reminder of my shattered ribs, their jagged edges scraping against my fragile lungs with every inhalation. 
The room, once a sanctuary, now feels like a sinister prison. The air grows heavy, tainted with the stench of fear and despair. I gasp for breath, my lungs struggling to draw in the oxygen they so desperately crave. In this wretched state, I am left to ponder the cruel irony of the sun's rays caressing my face. What should have been a comforting embrace of warmth and light now serves as a mocking reminder of the darkness that engulfs me. 
As I struggle to rise to my feet, my body feels heavy and sluggish, as if it's resisting every movement. The room is shrouded in an eerie silence, broken only by the faint creaking of the door, which stands ajar, revealing a sliver of darkness beyond. With trembling hands, I push myself forward, my heart pounding in my chest as if it's trying to escape the horror that awaits me. 
A wave of dread washes over me as I step closer to the door, my eyes fixated on the gap that reveals a haunting scene. The lifeless bodies of my beloved family members lie motionless on the cold, unforgiving floor. Their once vibrant faces are now pale and distorted, their eyes vacant and devoid of life. The sight is enough to make my blood run cold, my breath catching in my throat, threatening to suffocate me. 
The pain that engulfs my heart and soul is unbearable as I gingerly navigate my way through the lifeless bodies strewn across the room. Each step I take feels like a cruel reminder of the love and warmth that has been mercilessly snatched away from me. The stench of death hangs heavy in the air, mingling with the scent of decay, creating a nauseating cocktail that threatens to overwhelm my senses. But amidst the overwhelming grief and despair, a flicker of determination ignites within me. I know I must escape this house of horrors, this place that has become a graveyard for my loved ones. With every ounce of strength, I can muster, I push forward, my mind fixated on finding my missing mate. The thought of his safety becomes my guiding light in this abyss of darkness. 
Stepping out into the nightmarish scene, my heart sinks. The once vibrant city now lies in ruins, engulfed in an inferno that devours everything in its path. The flames dance with an eerie glow, casting sinister shadows upon the crumbling buildings. The air is thick with the acrid stench of smoke, mingling with the scent of death.
Emerging from the shattered remnants of what was once our sanctuary, a chilling sight greets my weary eyes. The cityscape, once teeming with life, now lies in ruins, a haunting testament to the horrors that have unfolded. The crackling flames devour the structures we painstakingly built, casting an eerie glow that dances upon the charred remains. The air is thick with the scent of destruction, a potent blend of burning debris, and the metallic tang of spilled blood. 
Summoning the last of my strength, I lift my face to the heavens, determined to track down the malevolent force responsible for this carnage. The scent of the perpetrator hangs in the air, a sinister reminder of the evil. As I embark on a treacherous journey through the desolation, my footsteps echo. Amidst the wreckage, a glimmer of hope emerges as I stumble upon an abandoned arrow and bow, a poignant reminder of the valiant guards who fought until their dying breath. Gripping the weapons tightly, I feel a surge of determination coursing through my veins. The scent of the perpetrator grows stronger, urging me to hasten my steps. 
In what seems like mere moments, he comes into view, surrounded by his captors who are berating him mercilessly. Sensing the danger, I instinctively slow my footsteps, careful not to draw any attention to myself, and seek refuge behind the shelter of an ancient tree. My heart pounds in my chest as I desperately attempt to steady my breath, my focus sharpening as I raise the bow, my vision blurred by the swelling of my eyes. 
I pull the string taut, my fingers trembling with anticipation, releasing the arrow with impeccable precision, striking my target with a sickening thud at the base of his skull. A moment of stunned silence hangs in the air before his companions, overcome with fear, scatter in all directions, their frantic footsteps fading. Ignoring the searing pain in my legs, I sprint with every ounce of strength I possess, driven by an unwavering determination to reunite with my beloved, cradling him tightly in my arms, knowing that we will make it to the next dawn. 
