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Beneath Gallowmere, the darkness is not merely an absence of light; it is a living, smothering entity. It has reclined here for millennia, a boundless patience honed by an eternity of silence, awaiting the precise alignment of fate. A ravenous hunger, cold and profound, perpetually coils within its core. Here, beneath the forgotten earth, no sound escapes the crushing silence. Only an unfathomable weight. Only the endless, indifferent march of time.

Long before the first shard of stone was ever wrestled from the earth, centuries before concrete sealed away ancient secrets, this was. A primeval hollow, a place where even the most desperate whisper of the wind found no voice. Creatures, twisted in their terminal panic, perished here in epochs beyond human recollection, drawn by a terrifying void that yearned to be filled. One of the truly ancient ones, in a tongue now lost to all save dust, named it Tenebrae, yet even that solemn word was utterly consumed, like every desperate, final breath that dared to echo down these forgotten pathways.

It was not born into existence as life understands it. It was simply abandoned. A fragment of an incomprehensible whole. A singular, perpetual watching eye, devoid of eyelids. A profound, consuming act of forgetting, within which no memory, no plea, could ever hope to survive.

The first prison constructed directly overhead, a crude monument of splintered wood and clanking, rusty shackles, served as a meager, temporary holding ground for the condemned. With their arrival, the true symphony began. Unholy screams tore through the air. The coppery, metallic tang of fresh blood permeated the rock. Raw, animalistic desperation pulsed outwards. Their combined terror, a dark and potent offering, drifted downwards like acrid smoke, seeping through every hairline fracture in the stone, finding its way home to the waiting entity.

It stirred. A subtle, almost imperceptible tremor, a waking from eons of profound slumber.

Later generations paved over the original, rotting structure. They rebuilt, modernizing with an unwitting arrogance. Cold, unyielding iron bars. Blinding, artificial floodlights that mocked the natural night. Concrete poured thick, a misguided prayer against the formless evil below. None of it truly mattered. Every new brick pressed upon its ancient back like a second, suffocating coffin lid. Every echoing footfall above, a monotonous, maddening tick in its interminable clock.

Despite its awakening, it could not truly feed. Not to satiate the vast, empty chasm within. Not until someone looked, truly looked, into its unseen abyss. Not until a human voice, foolish and unaware, called its name into the terrifying void.

Over the long, cold centuries, that gnawing hunger settled into a low, persistent hum within its very being. A silent, patient thought, honed by an eternity of expectant solitude, awaiting its precise, horrific moment.

Then, one night – a sound so jarring, so utterly out of place, it cleaved the stagnant dust like a sudden, blinding flash: laughter.

It arrived like a brutal spark igniting the heavy, suffocating air. Three boys. Their voices, sharp and recklessly young, bounced off the ancient, unfeeling stone, bright with a curious, utterly foolish excitement. They carried cameras, their lenses like vacant, searching eyes. They brought questions, naive and dangerously unburdening.

Most crucially, they carried something else. Something utterly, fatally open.

It turned towards them then, a slow, agonizing reorientation in the abyss, like a light-starved, grotesque bloom straining for the faintest, most fleeting warmth. It pressed itself against the unyielding rock above, every atom of its boundless being absorbing their reckless sound, their vibrant, tragically fragile life.

When one of them – Sam – let out a joke, too loud, too close to the spectral memory of the old infirmary cell...

A vast, unholy smile, older than the concept of time, silently bloomed in the unseen.

The feed began the very next day.
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Chapter 1
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“You’re live in three, two—”

“Hi, ghouls and goobers!” Sam's grin was infectious, pulling at the corners of his mouth and carving deep dimples into his cheeks as he leaned into the camera. His voice, a perfect blend of irreverence and pure, unadulterated energy, filled their living room. “It’s your favorite ghost-hunting disasters, reporting from a place more terrifying than any haunted graveyard—”

“Our living room,” Lex finished, his voice a dry counterpoint to Sam’s enthusiasm. He held up a tiny EMF reader, an absurd contraption bedazzled with rhinestones and Sharpie flames. It was the kind of prop only Lex could make work.

Juno, on Lex’s other side, fought to hold back a laugh, nudging his twin with an elbow. “It was your idea. Don’t act haunted.”

They were crammed together on an old couch that had definitely seen better days, a testament to countless late-night planning sessions and impromptu broadcasts. Lex and Juno, twins by birth and by their shared, unspoken humor, were on either end, dressed in black hoodies that—they’d swear—were not planned. Sam, meanwhile, was sprawled in the middle, looking like a proud, slightly chaotic older brother who took absolutely nothing seriously and yet felt everything deeply.

The chat feed exploded, a dizzying scroll of real-time comments:


Y’all look like you just crawled out of a crypt and I LOVE IT

Lex, blink if Sam forced you to go live again

Is it true you got locked in a porta-potty at Waverly Hills?

Sam, what does ghost breath smell like

JUNO I’M BEGGING FOR YOUR GHOST TECH PLAYLIST

Blink twice if the couch is cursed



“Okay,” Sam said, scanning the frenetic stream, “first of all, the porta-potty wasn’t locked. It was a strategic paranormal retreat.”

“He screamed,” Juno deadpanned, his expression unchanging.

Lex nodded solemnly, his eyes wide in mock horror. “Like a banshee in a bad fan fiction.”

“I screamed with purpose!” Sam defended, chucking a marshmallow at Juno, who caught it effortlessly, barely blinking.

“We’re going back on the road soon,” Lex announced, scrolling through the chat. “Y’all keep asking. We’re not ignoring you. We’re dodging legal liability.”

“Oh, relax,” Sam grinned, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “It’s not that haunted. Probably.”


PROBABLY?!

Y’all are gonna die in HD and I’ll still be here sending emojis

GALLOWMERE OR I RIOT

If Lex dies first, I want his hoodie



Juno raised an eyebrow, a flicker of genuine surprise in his usually calm demeanor. “That’s... incredibly specific. And disturbing.”

Lex smirked, a hint of his signature dry wit returning. “Which hoodie, though?”

Sam leaned into the mic, his voice dropping to a theatrical whisper. “Fine, here’s your hint: it’s a place with more confirmed hauntings than Juno has playlists. And one of the ghosts allegedly throws soap at trespassers.”

“Which is still less aggressive than Lex during Uno,” Juno added, earning a choked laugh from Sam.

Another flood of comments washed over the screen:


JUNO MY DUDE WHAT’S ON YOUR SHIRT

I paused and saw a face behind you I SWEAR

Lex, explain your hatred of Uno or fight me

You guys are my safe place I swear



The boys paused, a beat of quiet falling over them as that last comment scrolled past.

“You guys really mean the world to us,” Juno said softly, his voice losing its playful edge, replaced by a genuine warmth that caught them all off guard. “Thanks for showing up. For being the kind of weird that lets us be weird too.”

Lex raised an invisible cup, a quiet, heartfelt toast offered to their unseen audience. “To the haunted, the hopeful, and everyone who’s ever felt like something was watching... and waved back.”

Sam snorted, breaking the momentary spell. “Okay, Shakespeare.”

Lex’s smirk returned, a familiar comfort. “Go lock yourself in a porta-potty.”

Juno, with perfect deadpan delivery, chimed in, “Do we need to put a Ouija board in it this time?”

They all burst into laughter again, a sound that filled the room like warm light, like safety, chasing away the shadows of the unknown, if only for a little while.

Juno’s room was soft chaos, a cozy, living diorama of his unique mind. Lush green plants spilled from eccentric mugs and chipped teacups, their tendrils reaching towards the light. A corkboard, a constellation of analog photos, held cryptic post-it notes like “check anomaly at 02:38,” hinting at secrets only Juno understood. His collection of old film cameras sat nestled beside stacks of custom-built ghost tech, lovingly crafted. His window was always cracked, a sliver of the outside world invited in. “For signal,” he’d claim, though no one ever truly questioned it. It just felt right.

The fourth bedroom, bathed in an almost reverent gloom, had been transformed into The Studio. Its walls were painted a deep, matte black, softened by foam sound panels that muffled the outside world. It was both a dedicated workspace and a quiet shrine to everything the trio had painstakingly built. Tripods, like tall, curious sentinels, leaned in the corners, poised for action. A ring light, a silent sun, glowed faintly in sleep mode, ever ready to illuminate their next adventure. The whiteboard calendar, perpetually three events behind, was a whimsical reminder of their boundless, sometimes overwhelming, ambitions.

It was in the kitchen that chaos truly lived, breathed, and occasionally cooked. Alphabet magnets clung precariously to the refrigerator, spelling out things like “BOO-YAH” or “HOT GHOST SUMMER” in cheerful defiance of grammar. Cereal boxes, stacked like ancient ruins, threatened to topple with every passing breeze. And then there were the mugs: three chipped, battle-scarred vessels that no one dared reassign. Sam’s proudly declared “Professional Screamer.” Lex’s remained stubbornly blank (“because mystery,” he’d claim with a rare smirk). And Juno’s, in a touch that was perfectly him, glowed faintly in the dark.

They argued, of course. Constantly. Over who ate the last of the cereal, over whose turn it was to brave the grocery store, over the ever-shifting recording schedules. Lex, with his discerning palate, steadfastly refused to buy oat milk. Sam, driven by pure impulse, couldn’t resist ordering yet another fog machine online. And Juno, in his relentless pursuit of paranormal innovation, once managed to fry an entire power strip trying to “charge a ghost.” Yet, underneath all the delightful mayhem, was something quiet and unshakeable: home.

This wasn't just a house. It was a lived-in, loved-in, wonderfully messy heartbeat. It was the anchor in their whirlwind lives, a sanctuary where the spectral and the mundane danced in perfect harmony.

The stream ended as it always did: Sam blew exaggerated kisses to the camera, Lex attempted to sneak in a quote from The Exorcist, and Juno, eyes wide, silently mouthed, “send help,” as the chat exploded with a flurry of emojis.

“— remember, if you hear voices at 3 a.m., don’t panic—unless they’re asking for your Netflix login,” Sam grinned, his dimples flashing one last time. “Stay weird, creepers!”

He clicked off the camera, and the bright, artificial glow of the ring light faded, plunging the living room into a softer, more intimate light.

“Okay,” Lex said, stretching luxuriously. His hoodie rode up, revealing a small, almost hidden ghost sticker on his hip. “That went well. Only minor public humiliation this time.”

Juno, ever practical, reached for a handful of the neon-green ‘ectoplasm puffs’ from a bowl on the coffee table. “Speak for yourself. Someone asked if I’d date a ghost.”

Sam flopped backward onto the couch, his limbs splayed out in every direction like a starfish. “Honestly? Depends on the ghost. Victorian? Cursed pirate? That smoky librarian from the library episode?”

Lex raised an eyebrow, a hint of amusement playing on his lips. “You have a type, Sam.”

“I contain multitudes,” Sam replied solemnly, striking a dramatic pose.

A comfortable silence settled over them, punctuated only by the quiet rustle of Sam repositioning himself and the occasional crunch of Juno’s snack. They stayed like that for a minute, half-splayed on the furniture, basking in the fading glow of attention and a mild sugar rush. Then, Juno sat up, his expression shifting, and reached for the battered notebook he kept tucked under the coffee table.

“Okay. Gallowmere. You sure about this?”

Lex and Sam exchanged a quick glance, a silent conversation passing between them.

“I mean, it’s got everything,” Sam said, ticking off points on his fingers. “Abandoned prison. Weird audio reports. Zero confirmed deaths but a ton of rumors. Shadows that ‘move wrong,’ according to that one Reddit thread.”

“Also,” Lex added, leaning forward, “one guy claimed the building wouldn’t let him leave. Like, physically. He looped the same hallway three times, and when he checked his watch, it was the exact same minute each time.”

Sam clapped his hands together, pure delight shining in his eyes. “Haunted time loop? Yes. Content. Love it.”

Juno frowned, flipping through his meticulously scribbled notes. “There’s not much video footage. Most of it’s corrupted or just... gone. Like someone scrubbed it.”

Lex tapped his lip, thoughtful. “That’s either really good... or really bad.”

“Only one way to find out,” Sam said, his voice laced with his usual bravado.

“You say that every time,” Juno muttered, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“We’re still alive!” Sam beamed, a wide, genuine grin. “Mostly.”

Lex snorted and rolled his eyes, a familiar gesture of affectionate exasperation. “Let’s book it. I’ll start the location waiver. Don’t want Mom to sue you if we vanish in a vortex.”

“I’ll pack the backup battery,” Juno said, already pushing himself off the couch and heading for the hallway. “And the salted popcorn. For ghost bribes.”

Sam’s boisterous grin softened just a fraction as he glanced between them. “You guys know we don’t have to go if it feels wrong. We could just film at that bowling alley again. Haunted pinsetter.”

Lex paused at the doorway, then looked over his shoulder, a rare seriousness in his eyes. “You’re forgetting, Sam. We were born for weird.”

Juno, already halfway down the hall, added, his voice echoing slightly, “And besides... if we don’t go, someone else will.”

For a beat, all three stood in quiet agreement. It was the kind of understanding that didn’t need to be spoken aloud, a silent pact forged in shared adventures and a deep, unconventional bond.

Lex ruined it, naturally. “Also, I want to see if the soap-throwing ghost is real. My hair’s been so stat-icky lately.”

Sam cackled, the previous moment of quiet contemplation vanishing like smoke. “I’ll bring conditioner. Just in case.”

With that, they scattered—the twins heading for their rooms like twin storms, and Sam still quoting the Ghostbusters theme as he trailed happily behind.

The next day, they would head to Gallowmere.
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Chapter 2
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“Why do you always get shotgun?” Lex muttered, a familiar grumble in his voice as he wrestled his backpack, heavy with camera batteries and assorted tech, into the cramped backseat of their well-worn van. He squeezed himself in beside it, looking vaguely resentful.

“Because I called it before breakfast,” Sam declared smugly from the passenger seat, adjusting his sunglasses with the air of someone who had just won a major moral victory. He glanced over his shoulder. “And because you tried to eat string cheese with a fork this morning, so your judgment is clearly compromised.”

Juno, already in the driver’s seat, sighed dramatically but a small smile played on his lips. He reached for the aux cable. “Alright, fearless leaders, can we please, for the love of all things un-cursed, play something that won’t summon a 2003 poltergeist this time?”

Sam, predictably, ignored the plea entirely. His thumb hovered over the screen of his phone for a moment, a mischievous glint in his eye, before he pressed play.

Suddenly, the van was assaulted by a symphony of sound: synths exploded from the speakers, a chaotic blend somewhere between retro horror movie soundtrack and dub-step having a full-blown panic attack. It was undeniably Sam.

“Oh my God, Sam—” Lex groaned from the back, slumping against the seat. “This sounds like a ghost trying to DJ Morse code. I feel like my teeth are vibrating.”

“Perfect vibe,” Sam grinned, bobbing his head to the cacophony. “Let the haunted road trip commence!”

They were three hours deep into the drive now, having left behind the last, lonely gas station what felt like an eternity ago. They were officially somewhere between civilization and the genuine edge of nowhere. Outside, the world had begun to change. The trees, once scattered and friendly, had grown thicker, darker, their tangled, ancient limbs hanging low over winding, barely-there roads that likely didn't exist on most modern GPS apps. A rusted road sign flashed past, its letters so blurred by time and weather that they looked like smeared ink, an ancient warning.
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