Word= Correction 

Word= comment

The world around me seemed to stand still, almost as though it was pausing. It was like some unimaginable force had slowed everything down in, just to make these agonizing moments last longer and longer. I watched stunned, and unable to concentrate on anything as image after image flashed before my eyes. Images of faces, of people, of creatures that would scare a grown man, of things unlike anything I had ever seen before, or could have ever imagined. Nice beginning ^_^
Tears began to build up in my eyes, in an effort to keep them moisturized (My eyes began to water, trying to stay moist) This sounds better to me. But it didn’t help. I couldn’t blink, I couldn’t close my eyes and I couldn’t look away. So I stared hopelessly, begging it to stop, hoping that someone or something would kill me. I prayed for death to come. I couldn’t handle it anymore. Flash after flash dug into my eyes like a needle. It (do you mean “I”?) was waiting for the final needle to be plunged into my eyes, when everything went (“would go” sounds better) black, and I (would) never woke (wake) up again.

The final needle would be the one that stopped all the pain, all the fear and all the never-ending guilt that I felt day after day! I had wanted to die for so long, but I had never had the guts to do it myself. I had never had the courage to end my life, and for that “I am ashamed even more ashamed of myself” sounds strange can you re-write it maybe something like this “and I am more ashamed of that than of myself”. So I do whatever I can to end the pain and guilt, but it is never enough!

Each time I tried to close my eyes the needles would be pushed further and further in. I tried to scream out, but the pain was just too overwhelming. I could hear my heart thundering in my chest, it felt like it was about to burst “out of my rib cage and” sounds better without this part out of my chest.

Face after emotionless face, they all just seemed to blur into one big constant flicker of light. My eyes darted from picture to picture racing across the walls searching frantically. But for what I had no idea. I couldn’t stop. I had to see every face. I had to remember them, “I had to” isn’t needed there was just no other option. There was something in the back of my mind telling me, commanding me to keep watching, to keep looking at the faces, until my eyes burst.

There was something about these faces. I had never seen any of them before in my life, and yet I felt as though I could remember them all. They all seemed so familiar, so recognizable, and yet every time a new face flashed in front of my eyes it was like it wiped out the last one. Like the face had been erased from my memory.

At first I could concentrate and remember the faces that I had just seen. But not anymore. The faces just seemed to come and go so fast. I didn’t have time to think, let alone try and remember any of the faces. It was like once I had seen the faces they were stored in a part of my brain that was blocked off. There was a part of my brain that I couldn’t get to. It was like it didn’t exist anymore, it had “been erased” you used erase a lot, how about “it had faded away” or something.

I felt as though I had forgotten everything else that I was doing, until I felt my nails digging into the palm of my hand. I had forgotten that I was sat upright staring at a huge screen that traveled all around me. I couldn’t escape it; everywhere I looked there were more images. I slowly began to unclench my shaking hands. I felt the pressure of my nails on my palm relinquish. My hand started to throb, almost like my heart was in my hand. There was this pulsating feeling traveling from my hand all the way up my limp arms, up my chest and into my brain.

Suddenly I felt like everything was moving so fast. The images were slowing, but my heart rate was racing faster and faster. I knew any moment now my heart would burst through my ribs, through my skin and end up splattered against the screen. I could feel the pressure in my head building up, I could feel my hands clenching again, and my nails penetrating deep into my skin. I could feel a weight, like a car crushing my stomach making it unbearable to breathe. All these feelings and pains just seemed to worsen as the pictures slowed.

The more I tried to close my eyes, the more the images slowed and the more the more intense the pain got. There was nothing I could do, I felt as though everything was about to end. Like I had been pumped full of pain and anger and misery, and I was finally about to burst, like a balloon with too much air inside. Any minute now, any minuet, my life was going to end. This was it; this was what I was waiting for, all this time. It was finally going to happen.

Earsplitting noises filled my head, screams and cries for help grew with every second. There was so much anger and fear in the cries, they all seemed to explode at once, rendering me motionless. The pain was building and there was nothing I could do about it. I just sat there tears streaming down my eyes, watching and praying for death. Praying that someone would end my suffering.

The room around me started to move, but I still couldn’t tear my eyes away from the screen. I could sense movement, but couldn’t hear anything over the suffocating noises inside my head. I tried again and again to scream out, to move, to do anything that would stop this, but nothing worked. I was paralyzed. I saw shadows creep across the screen and everything turned cold.

There was no way of knowing how many pictures I had seen, or how many times I had seen them. Each time I saw them it was like the first time, they were too fast to register. Like the second after I looked at them they were gone, and out of my memory. I had the memory of looking at someone, but not the memory of what they were like, or whether I had even seen them before. Little details remained in the back of my mind. The colour of someone’s eyes, an odd scar, a feeling that I felt when I saw them, something for everyone. Some kind of flicker of a memory remained for every face, every distorted arm or leg. But nothing whole, only parts.

The images seemed to almost come to an immediate halt. The screen froze on an image of a boy. There was something about him. He was not like all the images that I had seen before. I remembered him. I could see him in the back of my mind. Like a memory or maybe even in a dream. But I knew him. I felt so strange. Like the whole reason I had gone through all of this was just to find out that I knew him.

I began to process the image. Every freckle, every odd strand of hair that stuck apart from the rest. The colour of his eyes, the shape of his nose, everything. They all seemed to stand out. I could feel something in my head trying to get in. It was like a worm wriggling through a apple, but it was searching for something. I tried to stop it, but it was too powerful. There was something or someone inside my head. I could see their face as they concentrated, I could hear their breathing as though they were stood next to me, and I could feel what it was feeling.

I began to fight it, trying to block it from my head, pushing it out. Again and again it tried to come back, but I was too strong for it. The image disappeared, and it stopped. I felt the pain and anger and fear stream out of my body, and leave me. I was one step away from death, hovering on the border line. One little slip and I would be gone, for good. That meant no more pain, no more anger and no more fear. I longed so much for the freedom, not to feel anything.

Every time I went to take the step over the border line someone stopped me. Someone pulled me back. I felt their hand in mine; I felt their warmth fill my body. It was like standing on the top of a sky scraper, having the chance right in front of you. But you were tied to a piece of rope, and that rope was just 1 cm too short for you to make that final jump, every time you tried it got another cm shorter and shorter, reeling you back like a fish on a hook. Dangling freedom in front of it and then taking it away.

I was plunged into darkness. It was so dense and so dark it seemed to choke me. I felt my lungs clogging up; I could feel my last breaths being pulled and prolonged to last longer. It felt like someone was slowly digging a knife into me. Then everything went blank. The constant buzz, the feeling’s, everything was gone and I was left. I was like a shadow, or a ghost stuck in one place. Cursed to stay there, never being able to move.

Drip, drip, drip, drip. The sound echoed through my ears. It was so quiet I had to strain to hear it. It was like a distant sound of water dripping. Drip, drip. I was as constant as my heart beat. I could almost see the water droplets as they fell. It was like watching a video played back a half speed. There was nothing else, just the water droplets as they fell. There was no source for the water to come from, no puddle where the water had gathered, only the sound. Each drop echoing through the emptiness that I was lost in.

I tried to open my eyes, they were waxy, almost like they were stuck shut. Gradually I began to peel them open; I was like pealing of a plaster. Finally my eyes opened, but I found that I couldn’t see anything. It was almost like I was wearing steamed up glasses. Everything seemed blurred and out of focus.

Automatically I began to raise my hand to rub my eyes, but something stopped it. There was a tick tight piece of metal cupped around my arm, stopping me from moving it. I wriggled frantically; trying to free either arm, but it was useless. My legs remained firmly in their place. I could feel the same metal holding my legs down.

My eyes step by step started to clear, like someone wiping the condensation of a window. Light seemed to flood into my eyes, rendering me completely blind. Slowly I began to open my eyes again, gradually getting building up my confidence, only letting little cracks of light into my eyes at a time.

I was completely aware of movement around me, not that there was any sound or shadow. I could just sense it somehow. I could feel eyes watching me, feel the glare penetrate my skin and go deeper, deeper into my head. Like the thing inside my head before. It was like a worm wriggling its way through my mind. But this time it was different. I didn’t feel threatened by this worm in my mind. It was gentle and cautious not to go near any things I didn’t want it to.

It was gentle. I heard a whisper or a gentle reassurance in the back of my mind. I wanted to turn my heard to where I heard it from, but there was no one there. I heard it again, like the calm howling of the wind far off in the distance. It repeated the same thing over and over again. “I am coming for you, I will rescue you.” Slowly it began to fade away. By this time I was more interested in what was happening around me.

Steadily part by part my surroundings became clearer, like putting together a puzzle. Each section fitted into the next connecting it to the last, and finally showing the whole picture. I gazed around silently. I searched the room for something, anything that would explain to me where I was, or how I got here. Everything that had happened before waking up now was just a huge blur. It was like I was asleep and everything else was a dream.

The room was silent. Almost too silent, it was like I was deaf. I saw movement, but no sound. No sound of footsteps on the cold hard blood stained floor. No breeze as emotionless shadows passed me. There was nothing. Shadows crept up the walls, like spiders crawling.

I stared at something, or rather someone. They seemed to be completely unaware that I was looking at them. It stood firm resembling a statue like figure. It had no visible eyes, but I felt a something watching me, something alive and breathing. As I stared I seemed to feel something, some kind of connection between this odd, unnatural thing and me. There was something connecting us.

I stared as this strange intriguing thing. It had no face, no hands, no visible legs or arms. It was just a long black robe. It flowed from its shoulders to the floor and gathered there in a pile surrounding where its feet would be if it had them. They looked hard, like wrinkled paper screwed up and then laid flat. There were visible dents, but no bumps to suggest legs, or arms, or anything.

Slowly I raised my eyes up, towards its head. I expected to see two huge terrifying eyes staring back at me, watching my every move, but instead I found a hidden face. A soft flowing material was laid gently and precisely over its head. I traced the outline of it’s head with my eyes. There was no lump for a nose, no movement for eyes or a mouth, it was completely flat.

Something about this thing, whatever it was made me feel sad. Like all the warmth in the world was slowly dying. I felt sorry for this thing. Something about it told me that it had never felt happiness or love. Could you imagine going through life, never being loved, or feeling happiness? Everything inside me told me that this thing could not be trusted, that at any moment it would turn on my when I least expected it and kill me, and yet I could not ignore this nagging feeling in the back of my mind.

I tore my eyes from the creature. The room seemed to slowly come into focus. I remembered where I was and what I was tied to. It was like I had forgotten, but looking away I had remembered. I strained my arm as I tried to free my right arm. Nothing happened. The metal cup remained securely in the metal bed I was led on. It didn’t even budge an inch.

My eyes gradually searched the room. The walls were stained everywhere with different coloured marks and splatters. The floor was stained with the unmistakable sickening rich red colour of human blood. It was everywhere. Everything was covered in it. From the tap in the corner to the machine in the opposite corner.

My opinion…

This was written beautifully and I liked how you described things. I think though that the first three pages you ramble on about the images and it was sort of hard for me to continue, especially with the length of this story. I suggest that you cut this into small parts and post the smaller parts on YWS.

I only did a detailed review to page three so if you make this into smaller parts send me the links and I will review they individually ^_^

Oh and I really like the ending paragraph.
