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The moon hung fat and bright in the clear night sky as the three boys made their way over the bridge. The more they walked, the closer they were to the house at the end of Denton Road. The house was an object of local myths and legends.

And not in a fun way either.

"I want to go back to town and keep trick or treating," Aaron said. His costume, Duncan MacLeod from the movie Highlander, made noises as the metal and plastic pieces scraped against one another. Clutching his pillowcase tight to his chest plate, he continued. "We're not supposed to be across the river, and if we get caught over, we'll all be on restriction until Winter Break."

All three boys flinched at the hoot of an unseen owl.

"It’ll be fine,” Jude said. The group leader, who was dressed as Captain America sans the shield, spoke but never broke his gaze from the sight of the dilapidated house. 

The ancient structure loomed in front of them, creaking in the wind of crisp Halloween night.

Nobody in the Belleville region of Michigan knew for sure when the house was constructed. Still, it’d been a fixture in the tiny lake community for as long as anyone could remember. Rumored to have been raised at the turn of the last century, the most reasonable consensus was that the Denton Road House had been the plaything of one of the rich timber and railroad barons. The same man who’d dominated southeastern Michigan in the century before the development of Henry Ford’s Model A. 

Regardless of when the house was built, the area's children had always been afraid of it. There were rumors that more than a few teenagers had disappeared in the 70s and 80s, taking dares to stay the night in the supposedly haunted house. 
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