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chandeliers drooped from the cracked ceiling, and @ thick blanket of silence
pressed heavily against her ears. Beneath her feet, the once—polished marble

floor was now smeared with dirt and scattered with fallen plaster.

Suddenly, the heavy wooden door slammed shut behind her. She froze. From

somewhere above, a floorboard creaked.

Carefully, she began to climb the spiralling staircase, gripping the splintered
wooden banister that curved upwards into darkness. With every cautious step,
her heartbeat thudded louder and louder and louder inside her chest. The
flickering tower light, which had guided her this far, shimmered weakly at the

top of the stairs.Then, without warning, it went out.

Problem

Darkness swallowed everything.

Not a single sound.

Not even her breath.
And then - from directly above her - came the slow, deliberate sound of

footsteps.
One step.
Another.

Closer.
Something was waiting in the tower room.
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