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Tom hated these things. Everything was junk, nothing more. Everything looked like crap and it was all just laid out on tarps and blankets for everybody to see. It was a fucking waste of time. Why did his mother insist on dragging him to these things? There were better things to do on a Saturday morning. 

Fucking garage sales. He hated them with a passion. 

Tom stared at the junk laid out on the lawn. 

It was Saturday morning. If he had friends, they would be getting up to trouble. His lack of friends hadn't gone unnoticed. Even unpopular kids had friends, but he cruised through school almost invisible. Maybe his mother was trying to be a friend more than a Mum. That would really blow. 

Being overweight, spotty, and a lover of all things Star Trek and Star Wars equally placed him squarely in the nerd population. And on top of that, he had a nicotine habit that had been driving him batshit crazy during long school days.

Being sixteen sucked. 

God, he was bored. 

He saw Mum haggling with the owner of the house over the cost of a crappy jacket that she’d never wear. 

People milled about. There were more people here than he thought would turn up. It was a beautiful day. Birds sung in the trees. It wasn't summer yet, but it was warm. So much for the rain forecast.

He walked past the garage to the end of the driveway. Houses lined both sides of the street. Several cars were parked against the curb. He heard the sound of laughing children, but he couldn't see any. All he could see were cars parked in driveways, immaculate lawns, and a tricycle laying on its side.  

No one was outside apart from the bargain hunters, birds, and the voices of kids.

Fuck, he needed a smoke. But he couldn't just wander off. If Mum came looking, he'd never hear the end of it. She hated smoke as much as she hated Dad, and Dad smoked just to piss her off. Why they stayed together was beyond him. 

He wandered up the driveway and saw his mother haggling over another item. She stopped when something else caught her eye. 

"Mum," he called out. 

She raised her hand. 

"I'm going for a walk. Back in ten."

She waved him off, not once looking up. 

Sweet.

He turned on his heel as a shadow fell across the ground and stretched over the lawn to the driveway, finally swallowing up the road. The air took on a slight chill. The birds stopped chirping. Silence fell thick and heavy. It was an empty silence, not just quiet.

Dead.  

You're fucking nuts, bro. 

He looked over his shoulder. Mum pointed at something. Her lips moved but he couldn't hear any sound. A couple laughed at a painting for sale. An older couple stood near the garage, chatting. A sheepdog raced across the driveway. Barking like a wild animal. Its eyes locked on him. Its lips curled back. 

He saw all the action around him. Tom knew the sounds of mindless chatter, laughter, and a dog growling. But he heard none of it. Fear back-peddled him a step or two. 

Another dog strode up the driveway. A German shepherd. Its head low, it gave a silent growl. Bared its fangs. 

A third dog. A Collie.

A forth. A Japanese Shiba. 

Usually, Tom was fine with dogs. He wasn’t so sure now. No one else seemed to notice. 

"Pay them no mind, young man." 

A Japanese lady in her mid-to-late fifties, stood in the side doorway of the garage. 
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