From: The Mangler by Stephen King

“What the heck George!” Diment called.  “Shut the frigging thing off!”
George Stanner began to scream. 
It was a high, wailing, blood-maddened sound that filled the laundry, echoing off the steel faces of the washers, the grinning mouths of the steam presses, the vacant eyes of the industrial dryers. Stanner drew in a great, whooping gasp of air and screamed again: “Oh God I’m caught I’M CAUGHT!“ 
The rollers began to produce rising steam. The folder gnashed and thumped. Bearings and motors seemed to cry out with a sudden life of their own.
Diment raced to the other end of the machine. 
The first roller was already going a sinister red.  Diment made a moaning, gobbling noise in his throat. The mangler howled and thumped and hissed. 
A deaf observer might have thought at first that Stanner was merely bent over the machine at an odd angle. Then even a deaf man would have seen the pallid, eye-bulging rictus of his face, mouth twisted open in a continuous scream. The arm was disappearing under the safety bar and beneath the first roller; the fabric of his shirt had torn away at the shoulder seam and his upper arm bulged grotesquely as the blood was pushed steadily backward. 
“Turn it off!” Stanner screamed. There was a snap as his elbow broke.
Diment thumbed the off button. The mangler continued to hum and growl and turn.
Unbelieving, he slammed the button again and again-nothing. The skin of Stanner’s arm had grown shiny and taut. Soon it would split with the pressure the roll was putting on it; and still he was conscious and screaming. 
“Fuses!” Stanner screeched. His head was being pulled down, down, as he was dragged forward.
Diment whirled and ran to the boiler room, Stanner’s screams chasing him like lunatic ghosts. The mixed stench of blood and steam rose into the air.
Diment pulled the fuses, but still the mangler turned. Stanner’s screams had been reduced to bubbly moans. Diment’s eye happened on the fire ax in its glassed-in box. He grabbed it with a small, gagging whimper and ran back.  Stanner’s arm was gone almost to the shoulder. Within seconds his bent and straining neck would be snapped against the safety bar. 
“I can’t!” Diment blubbered, holding the ax. “George, I can’t , I can’t.”
The folder spat out pieces of shirt sleeve, scraps of flesh, a finger. Stanner gave a huge whooping scream and Diment swung the ax up and brought it down in the laundry’s shadowy lightlessness. Twice. Again.
Stanner fell away, unconscious and blue, blood jetting from the stump just below the shoulder. The mangler sucked what was left into itself…and shut down.
Weeping, Diment pulled his belt out of its loops and began to make a tourniquet.

