
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


You're It

Abby Woodland


Copyright

TRIGGER WARNING: SA, MURDER, ABUSE

Copyright © 2024 by Abby Woodland

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


To those who have survived this. We will all continue to survive this. Use your voice and speak out against them all...
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Chapter 1

"Tag! You're it!" Kate's voice echoed through the park, her laughter infectious as she sprinted away from Ashton. The expansive grassy field was the heart of their small town of Havensville, where children and teenagers alike gathered for games and camaraderie under the warm afternoon sun.

Ashton chased after her best friend, finally tagging her with a triumphant grin. "Gotcha!" she exclaimed, only to be met with Kate's playful protest. "No tag backs!" Kate giggled, darting away with surprising agility.

Rolling her eyes fondly, Ashton spotted David, known for his elusive dodges rather than speed. She managed to catch him after a brief pursuit, lightly grabbing his shirt. "Tag, you're it! Sorry for grabbing you," Ashton apologized breathlessly, joining the chorus of joyful shouts and laughter echoing across the park.

For nearly an hour, the group of friends ran and played until their energy waned, and the sun began its descent. They gathered their belongings and pooled their spare change, deciding unanimously on a trip to the gas station at the edge of town for ice cream.

"We should go get ice cream!" Kate suggested eagerly, her idea met with enthusiastic agreement. Counting their coins, they made their way towards the gas station, which served as a popular hangout spot for local teens.

Inside the station, the children eagerly browsed the freezer for their favorite treats. Ashton chose an orange creamsicle, savoring its tangy sweetness as she and Kate settled on the curb outside. They watched the older teens lounging around, some tossing snacks and others leaning against cars, lost in their own teenage world.

"Why do they always have to kiss?" Ashton wrinkled her nose, finding the displays of affection more bewildering than appealing. Kate nudged her shoulder with a knowing smile. "They're just being silly. You'll understand when you're older."

Ashton shifted uncomfortably, her gaze involuntarily drawn to Tommy Adams, a tall boy with intense brown eyes who often lurked on the outskirts of the older group. His constant stare made her uneasy, as if his gaze could pierce through the innocence of their childhood games.

"We should probably head home soon," Ashton suggested hesitantly, casting a wary glance towards Tommy. Kate nodded in agreement, standing up and brushing off her pants. With reluctant goodbyes to the older teens, Ashton and Kate began their walk back towards the park, the fading sunlight casting long shadows across their path.

"I hope we're not in trouble for being out so late," Ashton murmured as they turned the corner towards their neighborhood.

"We'll be fine," Kate reassured her, checking her watch. "It's only five minutes to five. We'll make it."

They walked briskly through the quiet streets, Ashton's discomfort growing as they neared their respective homes. Kate waved goodbye as she turned down Cherry Blossom Street, leaving Ashton to continue alone down Tulip Road towards her house.

Inside, the comforting smells of dinner greeted Ashton as she joined her mom at the table. Her dad, the town's chief of police, was still at work, a fact that often meant dinners were quiet affairs just for the two of them. As they ate roast chicken and potatoes, Ashton recounted the day's adventures, trying to push aside her unease about Tommy Adams and the older teens.

But as she finished her meal and prepared for bed, a sense of foreboding settled over her. Lying in bed that night, Ashton couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. She stared at the ceiling, the shadows in her room seeming to shift and dance in the dim light.

"It's just my imagination," she whispered to herself, trying to dispel the unease. "No one can watch me up here."

But despite her attempts to reassure herself, sleep eluded her. The day's laughter and joy seemed distant now, replaced by a lingering sense of unease. Ashton closed her eyes, willing herself to drift off, but her mind kept returning to the unsettling feeling that today's innocence might soon be overshadowed by something darker.

Outside, the night deepened, casting long shadows across the quiet streets of Havensville.

Chapter 2

Ashton woke abruptly to the jarring crack of thunder reverberating through her room. The storm must have swept in overnight, a common occurrence in their quiet small town. Blinking sleep from her eyes, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and padded over to her closet. A strange unease settled over her as she reached for her clothes; some felt damp to the touch. Had the dryer malfunctioned again? Frowning, she exchanged the moist garments for dry ones, preparing for school.

Bending to retrieve her shoes from the closet floor, Ashton noticed something unsettling—a smear of mud and water where none should be. She couldn't recall the last time she neglected to clean her shoes outdoors as her mother had always insisted. Puzzled, she examined her shoes; they were merely dusty with a few rocks lodged in the treads; no sign of mud.

Switching on the closet light—an unusual action for her—Ashton squinted at the muddy imprint. It was larger than her own shoe size. Had one of her parents unknowingly tracked mud inside? She finished dressing quickly and headed downstairs.

Her father greeted her cheerfully from the kitchen table, immersed in his morning ritual of coffee and the newspaper. "Morning, sunshine! How'd you sleep?" he asked with a warm smile.

"Morning, Dad. Fine," Ashton replied, helping herself to cereal and joining him at the table. She considered asking about the muddy closet but thought better of it; her father was meticulous about home security—perhaps he had checked on it during the storm.

"We had quite a storm last night," her father remarked, folding the newspaper. "Be careful heading to the bus stop. They're clearing fallen trees from the road, and it's muddy out there."

"Okay, thanks, Dad!" Ashton hurried through her cereal, eager to leave before her mom appeared. She dashed out the door and met her friends Kate and David at the familiar corner near Cherry Blossom Lane.

"Hey, did you guys see all the debris from last night?" David exclaimed, scanning the street strewn with leaves and branches. "Our apple tree toppled in the backyard!"

"Wow! Yeah, the power flickered a lot at our house," Kate added.

"I think my closet has a leak," Ashton chimed in, not wanting to feel left out of the morning's excitement.

"A leak? How'd you find that?" David asked curiously.

"Some of my clothes were wet, and there was a muddy footprint. I think Dad checked it out after work," Ashton explained.

"Or maybe your place is haunted," David teased.

"Stop it, David! Ghosts don't leave footprints; they float," Kate interjected with a knowing grin.

"Either way, it's cleaned up now. Let's just get to the bus stop," Ashton said, eager to change the subject. They raced down the street, David playfully chasing the girls until they reached the stop just in time to catch the bus.

Inside, they settled near the front, where younger students were encouraged to sit. As the bus prepared to depart, Tommy Adams hurriedly boarded, almost slipping on the damp floor. He settled into a seat a few rows back from Ashton, his gaze unsettlingly fixed on her.
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