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Demise
Morning. An unseen sun rises behind a thick mass of clouds over an endless horizon, the glow scarcely penetrating the leaden mass. Deep gray-green waves curl into frothy white tips as they shatter against the barren rock-strewn shoreline of an island. It is the only body of land in existence. From high above, one could see that the island consists of a large barren plateau, upon which a quiet and drowsy village is perched. Surrounding the plateau on all sides are jagged cliff sides. In the eastern cliffs, a stairway is carved into the rock, leading down to an extremity of sand and rock which curves in nearly a half-circle outwards into the vast sea, enclosing a small amount of the tumultuous gray-green mass to form the thin walls of a lagoon.
Two younger-aged men stand on the tip of the extremity of sand, one beside the other, their faces toward the wind. One is myself, the other a good friend who goes by the name of Tom. The two of us have lived on the island since the beginning of our lives, and have been close friends since the very first moment we met.
It was on this treacherous day that we decided to go for a swim. Typically, Tom and I stayed within the safety of the lagoon, the rest of the shoreline being far more dangerous with the abundance of jagged rocks, but there was adventure to be had, and thus we set out on a mission to quench our desire for exploration. Diving into the vast and daunting Natari Sea, we made our way along the fringes of the island.
Somewhere along the northern cliffs of the island, far from the village, we discovered a rather colossal cavern. Jagged rocks were scattered in larger numbers throughout the area in front of the mouth of the cavern, and traversing through them was a difficult matter. It was these rocks which undoubtedly acted as a natural deterrent to other would-be explorers in years past, for our next discovery, despite being entirely spectacular, had never been heard of in the village. 
Past the points of the cavern’s teeth lay a massive wooden sea vessel, the likes of which could not have been created by the inhabitants of the island, for the rock-strewn and steep shoreline of the island rendered travel by ship impossible. Not only this, wood was in short supply on the island. It was within ancient tales where men had attempted travel across the Natari Sea, only to fail time and time again. Such a find was truly remarkable.

Entering the cavern with caution, we noticed that the remains of the ship sat upon a layer of rock and sand, providing a platform with which we could climb out of the water. We examined the wooden remains of the vessel in awe. It was absolutely impossible. Half of the vessel appeared to remain in-tact, the rest scattered about the cavern. The remaining half of the ship lay on its side, smashed and jammed into the wet stone wall of the cavern. Despite its age, much of the remains were perfectly preserved.

Within the wreck, a wooden chest could be seen, its top cracked, showing nothing but darkness within. We approached. Closer now, we could see a number of notebooks and scrolls lay scattered about the wooden planks. A glint of light could be see n through the lid of the chest, a brass-plated box. The box had strange, unrecognizable flowing scripture engraved across the top. Curious, I lifted the lid of the box, revealing several glass vials, corked at the top and padded with red velvet. They were filled with an abnormal green liquid. Tom removed the vials and held them up to the light of the cavern mouth in closer examination. 
The glass, brittle with age, shattered in his fingers, the liquid spilling out into his eyes.
The screaming began immediately. Steam could be seen rising from the spaces between his fingers as he frantically attempted to remove the substance from his eyes. I stood back, watching in horror, too frightened to conceive some method of assisting him. He collapsed on the cavern floor.
I overturned his body to take a closer look at his eyes. A white film covered his pupils, as though some abnormal organic substance had grown over them. I could not revive him. His skin turned deathly white, yet he was still breathing. I frantically threw him over my shoulders and struggled back to shore.

The journey back nearly stripped me of my life on multiple occasions, the jagged edges of the rocks always coming far too close with the churning sea thrusting me ever closer towards them. Yet I had to bring Tom to safety.
Once at shore, I lay Tom on the sand near the lagoon. I glanced toward the steps carved in the cliffside, contemplating my next move, attempting to be as concise in my thoughts as possible, not a minute to spare. However, turning to face Tom, I saw that he had abruptly sat up, facing the vast expanse of ocean. His skin was still the deathly white color, if not more so than before. In disbelief, I called his name. Not a moment passed before he turned to face me, his eyes completely white, his mouth open, mind blank of all purpose. I jumped slightly. His expression changed from blank to absolute rage. He stumbled to his feet surprisingly quickly and lurched towards me.
Startled, I fell backwards onto the sand, frantically kicking my legs in a feeble attempt to move away. He grabbed my arm, but I wrenched free. All the while, he attempted to latch his teeth onto my limbs. I managed to get back on my feet, and I was off, running to the steps as fast as I was physically capable, never glancing backwards. I have not a single clue as to where Tom went after the attack, if it really was still him.
I managed to scramble up the stairs in the cliffside at full speed. Stopping at the ledge of the cliff, I looked out over the beach, breathing heavily. Tom was nowhere in sight. It had taken a long time to swim back to the shore with Tom’s extra weight, and light was waning. The sunset could not be seen behind the clouds. Gray slowly fades to black. Exhausted, I collapsed.
Night. A silver moon gleams in the sky behind a translucent haze. Ice blue light washes over the island. Waves can be heard crashing on the shores in the distance. I stood abruptly, at first in confusion as to where I was, but I soon remembered, and began to run to the village.
The gates to the village were closed, sealed shut. Smoke rose in massive pillars, reaching into the sky beyond the village wall. The glow of flames could be seen reaching through a thin layer of smoke. In a desparate attempt to figure out what was occurring within the walls, I managed to climb over. 

From that height, I was able to see the entirety of the situation. The village was burning. Not one structure was left unscathed. In the distance, I could see someone, a woman perhaps, running through the street, followed by a mass of other people, moving irregularly, quickly. They overtook her. Much movement could be seen, however I was unsure as to what was going on due to the distance. Approaching closer, I finally saw what was truly occurring: they were tearing her apart.

The entire group of people had contracted Tom’s illness.

Horrified, I bolted in the opposite direction, towards towards the wall, but I could not manage to climb it again. The group saw me in my frantic motion and rushed towards me, screeching incoherent sounds. I fled towards another gate. It was left open, the limbs of the guards laying nearby the opening mechanism. I rushed through.
A tower sat at the edge of a cliff not far from the gate. It was abandoned years ago, yet it still stood tall, dwarfing the surrounding trees and boulders. The group was close behind. I rushed inside. The room was dark and dank, with many stones and bricks laying in piles of rubble from where one of the upper floors had collapsed. I barricaded the iron door. The group pounded against the door.
It has been days since I sealed myself in the tower. The creatures outside have not given up their attack. It is obvious that they have no objective besides seeing to my tortured and tormented end. My survival is pointless; the entire island is gone. I have not a single chance to make it out alive. The creatures have managed to find a flaw in the construction of the tower, a hole in the stone walls, and are exploiting it even as I write this, tearing at it, ramming it without pain, without feeling. My time in this world is at an end. The ending has already been written. My demise is inevitable.

In all hopelessness, I have made a decision. I will open the door.
