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Australia, NSW.

1979.

Huton is a town known for disappearance, murder, and kidnapping. But the one thing everyone who lives there knows is never to be alone, hide whenever needed, and never go near the junkyard.

Timothy Yukie moved to Second Street, two blocks from George Street. He lived in house number 16, a tall wooden house painted blue with trees surrounding it. Timothy lived with his stepfather, Jake, after his mother (Cattie) died, he was all he had.

Huton was a strange town, lonely, and abandoned. A sense of dread around every corner. The streets are grey, and the sky matches that tone. Always dark.

Tim noticed that this town was special. This town was unique. 

Jake got a job as a manager for a building in Adelaide. So when Jake is over in South Australia, Tim is mainly left home, independently taking care of the run-down house. Jake smoked, but he was abusive. Even before Huton, when Tim’s mom was alive, he would still treat Tim like shit. Of course, Cattie didn’t like it but she ‘Couldn’t like something if she never knew’, is what Jake always used to say.

Timothy was upstairs, taking out his Dungeons and Dragons books and setting his miniatures up on a desk. Tim’s love for roleplaying came from his father who was into plays. Tim suddenly remembered his dad, Paul, taking him to the performance of “The Mousetrap by Agatha Christie”. It was long but Tim endured it. But that performance alone curated a long obsession towards roleplaying.

Tim was pulling out his paints and sorting them on his desk, pushing them neatly to the back of the wall until a horrific sound came from downstairs.

“Timothy, get your fucking ass down here!” It was Jake.

Timothy was used to him yelling but he knew that Jake was mad at something idiotic.

“Get down here kid!” Jake screamed.

“Coming!” Tim said.

Tim, shivering to his bones, made his way out of the door, carefully closing it as he stared at the stairs that encumbered the floor two feet away from the door. He took one step down and started thinking about what Jake possibly could be mad at.

Two steps. Three steps. Fo-

He knew. 

He took his glue. But he had an alibi. Maybe if he could let him spe-

“Where the fuck is it?” He said, slamming his fist onto the ground.

Tim stood in fear curating the right words in his head.

Jake stared at him with a menacing look, a look that said ‘I’m going to strangle you so bad’.

Jake started moving towards Tim.

Fear...

“I was using it to fix your bedroom door!” He lied. But the lie was better than the truth.

“What was wrong with the door?” Jake said, a bit calmer but still menacing.

Tim had to think fast.

“U-U-Your door was maki-king that squeaking sound. I know how much you hate that sound.” Tim said, imitating the sound of the door. But he was right, he did hate that sound. Tim noticed Jake turn around in relief. But then he turned to Tim with those down eyebrows.

“What you're waiting for, fetch it for me,” Jake commanded, making Tim jump up the stairs (going up it on all fours like a cat) and rush to his room. 

Adrenaline.

Tim rushed up the stairs, his legs hurting as he reached the third last step. He slowed his pace, still keeping it up, as he made it to his room and plunged himself towards a brown shelf. There was nothing. He searched. But still nothing. 

Stress.

He jumped realizing what was happening. He used all the glue. He searched the bin, which was under his desk, and found the used bottle of glue.

He felt relief but he knew that Jake would know what happened. But without hope, he stumbled downstairs. There he was, a wooden spoon wrenched in his hands.

Tim was trembling. 

The room was silent as Tim slowly approached Jake.

“Here it is, it wasn't that hard,” Jake said.

Tim stared at him expecting something. Anything. But nothing happened.

Tim turned around.

A smooth swishing sound came from behind him.

A sharp pain whistled through Tim’s back, going down his spine. 

He knew.

Tim turned around to see a ripped part of his shirt on the ground, and Jake was standing there with the wooden spoon. The spoon had blood on it.

It swung at him. Blood strawn over Jake’s beard as he swung forward. 

The spoon wracked him in the face.

Tim stared at him.

Jake started running over to him. Tim pushed back but he soon hit the wall. It was hard on his back and he could feel the wound upon it, grazing against the wall. This surprisingly gave Jake an advantage. Jake darted towards him, smudging his neck with his hand. Jake then pushed Tim hard against the wall, the pain in Tim’s wound spreading as he rapidly lifted Tim up.

Tim was choking.

Tim tried to speak but nothing came out.

No breath.

Almost dead.

“I beat you so you can become a fucking man, not an adult who hibernates in his room all day making up stories and moving dinky little toys along a map made out of paper,” Jake said. “Now get your extroverted little kid ass and take yourself for a fucking walk. I have a hooker coming and I don’t want you ruining it for me.”

Tim fell to the ground. 

His legs fell like a rag doll.

He knew he had to boot his ass out quickly before Jake got even more pissed off. 

Tim made his way outside, not even noticing where he was going or even caring about the idea of going with a ripped shirt and half beat up.​

Timothy had just moved into Huton, unaware of the danger in this frightening town. Timothy had enrolled in Huton Public School, which he was heading to for the first time. 

Hutons surroundings were interesting, mostly long roads with a big overarching forest that sprouted through the town. Signs everywhere read: Remember The rules. The school was a foul place, with pieces of rubbish everywhere, Tim Tam wrappers on the ground as kids tumbled over them. 

The school building looked old and run down, almost looking abandoned. Opening the large gate of the school 

Making it to his class 6As’ door, he opens it revealing a class that has only 4 other children in it. On each desk held a name: The boy with dark hair and pale skin had the name Kevin on his desk. The blond girl with the freckles over her face had Rose on it. A kid with a bit of a stomach had Rex Bazil V. on it. The last boy at the end of the room had Chad on it. At the side of each desk, the letters ‘AC’ were carved into their wooden surface, chips of wood splattered along the ground.

“Everybody, we have a new student. Timothy, would you come to the front of the class.” The teacher said at the front of the room, she wore glasses and had grey hair.

Tim dragged his bag to the ground as he approached the front of the class. Whispers could be heard by the people in their seats, especially by Rose. Some of these whispers sounded like ‘The new kid,’ or ‘We must recruit him.’ Recruit him how Tim did not know. Reaching the front of the class, Tim noticed the whiteboard with fade-outs of old work was rubbed out. 

“Come on, don't be afraid, we don't bite,” The teacher said. “I’m miss Andri. Would you like to introduce yourself?”

Tim dwindled his fingers.

“Um, I’m Timothy, but you can call me Tim,” The class was completely silent. “I like reading. I guess that's all you need to know.” Tim ended.

“Well please sit down in your seat.” The teacher said as she took her glasses off.

The whispers could be much clearer now, one saying “Chad, we must. He’s our only hope.” Kevin had said. 

Rose seemed to get a piece of paper and a pen. 

Tim walked towards his desk, grabbed his bag along the way and put it at the back of his chair. He was sitting behind Kevin, and sitting beside Rose. Rose winked at Tim, put her pen off her paper, and turned back to the front of the class.

Tim never noticed that Miss was gone, noticing when she came back with a projector. The tape that was in her hand had ‘Mad Max’ taped on it. The class cheered as the movie started. Rose leant over to Tim, slipping the piece of paper in her pocket.

“So, I guess I should introduce you to everyone,” Rose whispered. “He’s Kevin, he lives just downtown. Over there is Rex, I think you and him, along with all of us, would hit it off. And that's Chad, the first member of our group. I’m Rose Underwind. Nice to meet you.” She reached her hand for a handshake, Tim grabbing it.

“What group?” Tim asked.

“Oh, I’m pretty sure they will let you join, but it's very secretive and I can’t tell you without Chad's permission.” She ended, reaching into her pocket and handing Tim the note she had written. 

Tim smirked at her, grabbing the note and sliding it into his pocket. As the movie continued, he noticed the bell was almost gone, Tim came very late to school. In about a week, it will be Holidays, which will last until next February. 1:30, 1:50, 2:10, 2:40, 3:00. Whence the bell rang, everybody left including the teacher. Tim stayed behind, not even noticing the class leaving, but looking down at the note. Opening the note it read: Meet Us At The Forest. You would know where. Tim did not know where but he only hoped to know what was going on. He didn’t like his stepfather that much, so he would like to take time away from him.

Tim packed up his stuff, pulled his bag off the chair and started his way out of the class. The school was already dark, with the only light at the end of the hall. Tim closed the door, Tim slipping the note in his pocket. He started walking down the hall, noticing drawings from what appeared to be kindergarten.

He turned the corner, looking at a poster that was painted by a skilled artist. The hall was still dark, a shadow, a big shadow, seemed to be looming over the corridors.

“Remember the rules,” something said, something that Tim did not know.

“Who’s there?” Tim said.

Tim turned the other corner, waiting for a response. No one was there.

Nothing responded as Tim made it to the exit door, the bright red sign glaring at him, the only light he had seen in ages. Looking through the doors and windows, everybody seemed to have already left. A gum wrapper was tossed on the ground, some gum seemed to be sticking to the rapper. Tim was a curious guy, liking to explore places that he did not want to go to, wanting to discover the voices on the other side. But this time, it was freaky. This voice was like an endlessly chocky laugh that never ended.

Freaking out, he rushed to the handlebars of the doors attempting to grab onto it, but he couldn’t feel its metal surface. Something from the shadows grabbed him, a rough grasp from a hand that seemed to have large nails. These nails felt like knives pinching at the surface of Tim’s skin, almost cutting it. The thing pulled him into the darkness, grasping onto his shirt. Little, if not anything, could be seen, but he could feel. He felt a goo-like liquid touching his skin.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment. You forgot me.” The voice of his mom appeared. “You left me there. You. You.” 

The voice echoed through the dark corridors. The light from the exit door could not be seen. It started to laugh maniacally, like the killers in the movies. Tim did not want to remember that frightful day, the day his mom died, he never thought of it again. It was in 1974, almost 6 years ago after his dad left him, he, his mom, and his stepfather lived together in New Zealand north-island. His mom got with Jake a few months after his dad left. Leo (his dad) was married to Cattie for more than ten years. 

Their house caught on fire while Tim was on the other side of the road, that's all he remembered, he repented that memory for years, and still forgot a lot of it. But this creature knew all of what happened. It wasn't his mother, nor a human. It was a monster, a creature. A killer.

“Remember the last words. Remember how much he hated you.” The thing said.

And he did, he remembered his mother's last words ‘You left me to die!’. She said by the window, her hands pulling down the window, making a bloody handprint on the window. After that event, his stepfather hated him ever since, dreaded him, and abused him. Tim knew he did nothing, but he was the blame for it. No one else. Just him.

“Fuck off!” Tim yelled kickin it, a sense of braveness and resentment. Tim kicked his leg back and bolted it to the exit adrenaline rushing through him.

“Come back Tim, why don’t you? I can bring your mother back if you come.” But Tim exited the building, sweating as hard as he ever did before as the Australian sun touched his skin.

Tim’s first thought was to go to the forest, but where? He knew where to go. Heading down the entrance stairs and making it to the endless roads, he thought of that thing that grasped him. Its’ hands appeared to be pale and hairy with a monstrous form. The skin seemed to be peeling off its body, like shredding. Running down the street he made it past Emouse Street. Emouse Street was long, the only thing in sight was a few houses scattered along the sidewalk, with plenty of alleyways. Making his way to the end of the road was long but it eventually led to the forest. I sign in front of the forest and read TA territory.

The forest gleaned with a horror-ish glow, the sky seeing purple while it was a dark blue. Walking through the forest he remembered more of his past. The dark blue sky in New Zealand almost matched the sky of the forest that day when he stood at the front of his house as it burned to a crisp. His mother was still in sight, well only her hand and hair. His stepfather was grasping his hands saying ‘Why did you do it? I heard what she said.’ And hitting him repeatedly. He was 7 then, he was now 13. But he did remember the stories his mom used to tell him while walking through the forest. The dark glow of the forest made him remember the dark stories his mom told him: the man in the bin, the man-eating kids, the man in the dump yard.

All of these stories seemed to have been interconnected, each sharing the same man, and the same consequences at the end.

The man in the dump yard was about a tall hideous man who lives in the dump yard. One day he stumbled upon a child who was willing to be his friend. The child wasn't scared of his looks but was scared of his personality. That's all Tim remembered but he did remember that it scared him, he would spend nights thinking of that thing.

He had been walking through the forest for about 10 minutes now and still nothing. The trees were oak and had goo-stuff all over them. So Tim turned in a different direction for 2 minutes until he heard screaming in the distance.

This made him remember the next part of the story. Each morning, this child would meet with the man every day, playing with him, but then he came one day with scars all over his face, and skin bulging out of his face. He then killed the kid, horrifyingly by stuffing rubbish down his throat and suffocating him to death.

The voice came from the kids he saw in the hallway, the ones with their feet against the wall. They were chasing kids down, four kids each shorter than them. These kids were called Bill, Jaxon, Joseph and Dave.

“Where gonna kill you if you don't leave? We’re going to kill you? Where going to fucking kill you!” The first boy screamed chasing them.

Tim ran towards them, sneaking behind what seemed to be bullies. They had knives or weapons. Chasing after them through the forest they made it to a gap of water in which everybody stopped. The water flowed down to the end of the forest, or more. It was a dead-end, with the water falling to who knows what. 

The sun was almost down, and instead of making an orange glow, it made a dark yellow, like when you pressed down hard on a yellow pencil. The first bully grabbed the fat kid, that was Rex. These are the kids from Tim's class. The kids were wearing jackets that had TA on them.

“Hay! You!” Tim called out as they turned to him. Looking up at the tree he saw a coconut, slowly wriggling down. The coconut fell, not breaking a bit. He grabbed the coconut and threw it at the bullies. “Eat shit.” 

He threw it right at the first bully, striking him tremendously as he fell to the ground. Applauses from the group of kids at the back. 

“Get him!” Yelled one of the bullies as they started chasing him. 

Tim watched the bully's arms swing side to side, not going to run. Rose seemed to have thrown a coconut, as the bully fell to the ground. Then Kevin threw one, hitting the one with red hair and moles all over his face. Then Rex threw a coconut right at the last kid, his bag falling off his back before he fell to the ground. 

All the bullies fell to the ground. As the group of kids ran, they noticed that the bullies were knocked out. Tim followed them as they hiked up a long bushy hill.

Trees surrounded the hill, and many spiky bushes in their way. There was silence in the group for about 3 minutes, until Rex turned to Tim.

“You did great,” Rex said. 

“Yeah, you saved my life mate,” Kevin said.

Chad sat there, continuing through the forest as everybody went to a halt.

“Tim, Chad has agreed to let me tell you,” Rose said.

They started walking until they made it to a stop, making it down the hill, and leading to a big swamp. A large wooden fortress of some sort stood there, beside the swamp. It was standing tall, with some branches poking out of it, and some wood chipped off it. It seemed to be held together by mud, which was formed from the swamp; footprints could still be seen on the mud.

“We made it, it’s not that good but it does the job. We call it the Castle of Youth. We hang out here all the time.” Kevin said.

“Now I want to know everything because I’m questioning a lot in this town,” Tim said, but Chad seemed to be curious.

It was like Chad knew something happened.

“What happened!” Chad screamed. “Tell me!” 

How did he know? Tim did not know. 

“Ok. I was packing up my stuff at school when I was going down the hall I heard a voice. I walked towards the door, and something pulled me into the dark. It knows my past, it knows my mom.” Tim explained, with fear sprouting out of his voice.

“Exactly what happened to us, except-” Kevin said.

“Except what?” Tim asked.

“Well you're here, we should explain everything, well, what we know of the thing.”
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Chapter 2
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* * *

A week before.

Returning from a day of school, Kevin made it to his house where he would have lunch, and then go out for a walk. 

No one was home today, as he walked through his hallway. The hallway was long and covered with frames of pictures of his aunts. Kevin walked past his record player on a table that just fits it. Making his way to the kitchen, he turned the stove on and grabbed a plate. Grabbing 2 two eggs, he carefully breaks them on the side of the pan, as he places the pan onto the stove. While waiting for the food to cook, he left a spatula on the bench and poured pepper and soup on the eggs. 

Kevin Turned and grabbed Neil Diamond's Sweet Caroline from a rack placed near the record player and placed it in the record player. As the lyrics played, Kevin waited for the eggs to cook.

Placing the eggs on the plate, he carried the plate over to the dining table. The eggs were cooked nicely. Kevin ate it as lyrics played in the background.

Finishing his plate, he placed it into the sink, washed it, and started making it to the hallway. Kevin closed the doors behind him as he glanced at the streets. The streets were lonely, with only one person going by. 

Kevin started walking down the stony steps, making his way to the road. He started walking, glancing at the forest sides. The lyrics of the song bounced up and down in his head as he hummed to the tune. The streets felt longer this walk, this time, the streets felt darker. A dark cloud appeared over Huton, as Kevin was walking down the street. The cloud seemed to have something in it, something hideous. 

As he made it to the start of the forest, he thought: ‘The forest would be more dangerous to go into now.’

So he makes his way turning left, continuing down Second Street. Kevin walked past many houses (one of which would be Tim’s house) on his way down. Kevin made it to George Street, one of the most populated streets in Huton. 

Walking down George Street (which was mainly houses and sidewalks), Kevin made his way to Huton Central. Kevin turned the corner, and Kevin thought of going to the park that was near the town hall. The park was always empty and was notorious for having a big swing. Kevin felt like he was 9 again as he ran to his destination. running past the brick wall of the library as an alleyway glanced into the site. Kevin took the ally way as it was a quicker path, but something was there with him, in the shadows. 

The alleyway was dark, and a large shadow loomed throughout it. The brick walls were almost filled with graffiti, with multiple symbols drawn about.

“Look at this loser.” laughing came from the shadows. “Look at his used clothes, look at his stupid face.” Kevin continued. “Kev. We want to play, I want to play.” He ignored it. “Come on, we all want to play with your stupid face.” Kevin got dragged, Kevin tried to withhold fear and thought, which was hard.

The hand of the thing grasped him, not letting go as he turned to face him. All Kevin saw was a grey chin and a few pieces of Black hair at the top. 

“Come on. Be afraid. Be scared. It’s ok to be scared.” The thing said as saliva slivered down its grey chin landing on Kevins' arm. 

Kevin has faced worse than this, he was almost not afraid, not as afraid as he was that day in 1976. It was in the Philippines when both of Kevins' parents drowned or possibly got eaten by sharks. It was horrific, so he and his grandma moved to Australia. He was facing fear itself, he was facing his fear, and it was giving him his trauma, making him remember. But it does and wants more.

“Get away you sinister being, you go back from whence you came from. Go back! Go back.” Kevin screamed as he fell to the ground. 

The looming shadow disappeared from the alleyway, the graffiti being more seeable, a large skull symbol stands, sprayed in grey paint.

Quickly getting back up, he runs down the alleyway, as a figure runs from it too. It was luckily Chad, coming back from something. Something bad. Something horrible.

“Oh good it’s you.” Chad and Kevin said at the same time.

“There’s something I need to show you.”
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Chapter 3
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* * * 

2 hours before.

“Ok, we'll meet at Castle in an hour?” Rex asked Kevin.

Rex left the conversation, heading away from the school building. The school grounds were empty, besides Rex and Chad. As Rex headed towards the forest, he stumbled upon a food truck. It had a line of two people, a couple. Heading towards the truck, Rex went up to the lady in the van. By that time the couple were gone with their order.

“Hello, welcome to Buscycle, how may I serve you?” The lady asked. 

All Rex could see was that she was blond and had a black bowtie around her hair.  

“I'll have one hot dog with mustard on it?” Rex asked.

“Sure thing body, It’ll be right up.” She said, “Just wait over there. Next!” 

She then grabbed a piece of paper and wrote it down, passing it over to the cooks at the back. 

A minute later, the food was bad. It turned out to be bad, the way the hot dog was made was messy and lacked taste, but it was good enough. Another bad quality was that they forgot the mustard.

Continuing his walk with his hot dog with no condiments on it, he noticed the streets to be empty, most streets in Huton were empty, but George Street was the most populated with 3-4 people every 30 minutes or so. But this time, George Street was less populated. The street before had a for sale sign, with an owner who looked like he was 99.

Walking down the road, he felt something was stalking him, looming in the darkest corners of Huton. The forest entrance stood at the foot of Rex. Making it into the forest, like any other day, the sky was a darkened blue, but not that dark, but not that light.

The wind was high this week, so many crunchy leaves were scattered along the ground. Walking through the forest was normal, a very lonely and deserted place, but halfway towards the Castle, a humongous dark cloud scattered across the much more darkened sky. Rex couldn’t see much of the cloud, but it was dark and large.

The forest’s surface was as normal as ever, Rex finished his hot dog, scrambling the wrapper and throwing it across the ground beside a tree. Finally, he made his way to the Castle, but no one appeared to be there. The castle still stood stiff and hard, the markings TCOY were covered up by mud. 

Entering the Castle, the inside was very dark, with some chips of wood falling to the ground and a few pieces of leaves that blew in. The wind settled down, but the dark cloud was growing bigger. 

“Finally, alone. I’ve been waiting for the fat one to be alone. You're so fat.” Rex knew it the moment he saw the room in deep darkness. “You heard me mate. Remember when you killed her, by not being able to run? Remember.” 

He remembered that day when his little sister was getting taken by something and he couldn’t run to her in time to save her. She disappeared that day, in Argentina, that year he, his mum and dad moved to Australia, forgetting what happened in 1975. 

“Yeah, remember. Remember what she said.” The thing said, and it was getting to him.

He remembered, she said ‘Bother, hel-’ And then she was gone. He shook it out of his head.

“I’m not afraid of my past, you are!” Rex didn’t know why he said ‘You are’ but he added it to be safe. 

The thing disappeared. Rex ran out of the Castle. Branches fell on his head from the wind knocking the branches of the trees as Rex ran through the mud, crossing the swamp, and taking a shortcut.  making it out of the forest he started heading to Chad’s house from Rick Street, needing to tell him what happened. 

The path was long, Rex walking down a long narrow path which would finally lead to Chad’s house. 

“Rose?” 
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Chapter 4
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* * * 

An hour before.

Rose walked out of her house after an almost wonderful dinner with her older brother and mum. The walk to the shops was quite longer than expected, but it was fine. She made it through Rick Street as a shortcut and started heading past the library, where voices could be heard in an alleyway. Along the way, she spotted multiple skull symbols all over the place, on bins, on walls, and even on houses. 

The shopping centre stood in the distance, a big sign saying ‘Huton Shopping Centre’ in a nice red flashy colour. She noticed the big dark cloud reaching over Huton’s sky as she made it through the shopping centre’s door. The time was 4:23 pm and the Shops were not full. Surprisingly. 

But while traversing through the shops she noticed Jaxon from the group of bullies sitting on a bench near a bin. He noticed her, glaring his big blue eye at her.

She jolted it to the bathroom which was just up ahead. Running to the bathroom was struggling with someone who times your size chasing you throughout a shopping centre.

Making it to the bathroom, she read the female sign and went in. She quickly headed to a stall, closing it behind her.

“Come out little gi-” Jaxon was interrupted.

“Come out, come out Rose and Jaxon,” A shadow came from the door, it was here, as she called it ‘The Shadow Monster’. “Make it easy for all of us. Come out.”

“No!” Jaxon screamed.

“Remember, both of you.” Jaxon seemed to fall on the ground, a shadow fell on the ground, going under the stall, followed by a thunk. 

She remembered. It was Texas, in 1978. She was kidnapped along with her two best friends and her lover. In front of her, her lover was killed, her friends were killed, and she almost died. But she made it out alive. They were killed in such horrific ways.

A tape measurer shoved down her lover's throat. Pencils poked through her best friend's neck, as lead went through her veins. And darkness, a man, or something, going down the throat of her other friend.

She repressed that memory long ago, back when she was on the plane with her mom to Australia. While her dad stayed for work reasons, she never saw him again.

“Fuck off!” she screamed. 

Barging out of the stall, Jaxon's body was on the ground, Blood bleeding out of his nose. The Shadow Monster came over him. It dug into his fears. It was his fear. She had to head towards Chad's house. 

She traversed the shopping centre, making it out of there as quickly as possible. She was back on Rick Street halfway towards Chad's house when she encountered Rex.

“Rose?” Rex said.

Rose stared at him, he seemed out of breath.

“What happened!” Rex seemed to be freaked out.

“How did you know?” Rose asked.

“There's blood gushing down your head.” 

There was?

“Oh crap,” Rose noticed, wiping it off, she noticed Rex had blood gushing out of his head too.  “Look.” He looked and wiped it.

“Are you heading to Chad's house?” Rex asked.

“Yeah.” 

The way to Chad's house was long. So Rex and Rose chatted about their experiences.

“Jaxon died?” Rex asked.

“Yeah. It overcame it. He ran into his fate, just like he ran into me.” Rose said.

They both glanced at Chad’s house which was far but seeable.

“It didn’t Wreck the Castle of Youth. Luckily.” Rex said.

“Did you see that sky?” Rose asked. 

They made it through Rick Street, now on Vag Street.

“We need to tell Chad everything. He’ll know what to do. He has to.” Rex said as they continued down the road.

The rest of the walk was silent, but they finally made it to Chad’s house.

Chad and Kevin stood out in the front yard, scratch marks all over them.

“You're here. I expected you to see it,” Chad said.

“You did too?” Rex asked.

“You bet your ass we did,” Kevin said. “Now, get in. We made tea.”
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Chapter 5
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* * *

3 hours before.

The comfort of Chad’s house was nice but something sinister was there, something was lurking. Chad was in his brother's room, his brother was older than him, and he was all Chad ever had. No! Chad knew it was doing something, the shadows were trying to drag him in, the monster.

The room had a bed, a large blue bed, knitted all through. A closet stood in the corner of the room, with a blue-over paint to match the walls. A large cabinet stood with souvenirs from multiple countries and states on it. A large war horn replica was found on his desk, next to his favourite snow globe. 

A typewriter stood on the desk, ink supplies in a draw labelled Ink, in all black. Manuscripts stood on the desk, one of them being named The Golden Curve Sight, a high fantasy book his brother never got to publish.

His brother Sam was an author, publishing the award-winning book Lape, a book about time travel which was made into a movie. 

Walking around the room, Chad took a snow globe off the desk. Chad’s brother loved collecting snow globes, this one was his favourite. Chad remembered when he accidentally broke one, but Sam didn’t get mad. Yes, Sam, that's his name. Sam.

Chad shook the snow globe, watching as the snow fell on New York, but something was in there. A tall lanky man with a hunched back, the height of a giraffe (a miniature one), a killer's skin, and a monster's face. This man's legs were shadowy. It's here. 

The Shadow Monster.

The person had Sam, with a knife between his throat. 

Sam wore a shirt and a leather jacket with an A stitched on it.

“You know I’m here!” The shadow yelled. “You know why he’s there!” The shadow yelled again, now laughing maniacally. “Come on. Remember.” 

It was in Huton, near the junkyard, no, in the junkyard. Chad dropped the gift he bought Sam running over to the trash bin, then, he came, the man in the dumpster. He called himself Shankle. Shankle the shadow. The friendly shadow he told the kids. Chad tried to save him. But it was too late. Sam got murdered.

Sam had trash shoved down his mouth.

Chad dropped the snow globe. Glass scattered across the ground, as mini buildings broke, and snow was falling on the ground like it would when it was in the snow globe.

The two figures were gone, seeming to be a figment of his imagination, but he swore it was real. His parents were gone for the moment so Chad had time to pick it up before they came back. But when he finished cleaning it, he saw a flyer on the bedroom wall. The flyer printed in black and white had two pictures, one of Chad’s mum, and his dad. The headline said, Missing. 

Chad stormed out, running, remembering. He can't remember, the shadow wants him to remember. He can’t fall upon it. 

Running out of the house, he makes his way down Vag Street, which was surprisingly empty at this time. He then made it to Rick Street, walking past the park. He then made it towards the library, and made it down the alleyway, making a shortcut.

A figure was there, a frightened figure. It was running at him. Kevin?

“Oh good it’s you.” Both Chad and Kevin said at the same time.

“There’s something I need to show you,” Chad said. 

Chad grabbed his arm and dragged him to his house. Chad dragged him through Rick Street, finally making it to Vag Street. The house stood in front of them. Chad had left the door open, closing it as he walked in. Kevin was speechless the whole way.

He glimpsed the shadow monster leaving the house, the sense of fear was in it, somehow, for some reason. Chad led Kevin upstairs, confusion on Kevin's face. Kevin had told Chad what happened to him in the alleyway.

Chad ran to Sam’s typewriter and wrote a letter. He took the paper out, folded it, and placed it in his pocket. Turning to Kevin, he noticed that Kevin's face was drawn to Chad.

Chad then directed Kevin to the missing poster on the wall by what seemed to be held up by a pin.

“Maybe the monster wants us. It’s afraid of us. It wants to crave our fear and trauma-induced past.” Kevin pointed out. “If we can track it down, we can kill it. We can murder it.”

“Wait outside I’ll meet you in a second, I bet the creature came after them. I’ll make tea.” Chad said.

Chad did not believe his mother and father died. But later grew that it took them, the same way it took Sam.

Following Kevin downstairs, he walked in the opposite direction of Kevin as he headed towards the kitchen. While he made it to the kitchen, he heard the front door slam. Boiling the kettle, Chad prepared 6 glasses just in case, putting a tea bag and 2 spoonfuls of sugar in each glass.

The glasses had a flower pattern across their surface. The kettle stopped boiling, as Chad grabbed its glossy surface and poured it in the cups. He then took a spoon and stirred the Tea. He then put them on a tray and took them out front.

Heading outside, he met up with Kevin and placed the tray on a round glass table with a black outline. In the distance, about 4 minutes later, Rex and Rose came.

“You're here. I expected you to see it,” Chad said.

“You did too?” Rex asked.

“You bet your ass we did,” Kevin said. “Now, get in. We made tea.”

Leading them inside, he brought the tray up to the kitchen again, placing it on the wooden dinner table. Chad went into the fridge while the others sat down, and grabbed leftovers from last night.

“Now we each encountered it. What happened?” Chad said.

“It encountered me and Jaxon-” Rose was interrupted by Rex.

“Yes, the bully,” Rex said.

He hinted at Rose to continue.

“It got to Jaxon, but I escaped. Somehow.” Rose finished.

“Kevin. You like to tell everyone?” Chad asked.

He turned and nodded at Chad.

“It encountered me in the alleyway. I escaped.” Kevin said. “Then I ran into Chad.” 

Chad signalled him to tell them what happened to him.

“Chad ran into it via the snow globe. It had his brother grappling with a knife against his throat.” Kevin ended.

“Rex?” Chad said.

“I encountered him in the Castle of Youth,” Rex said, a little gasp came from Kevin. “I got away. Fast.” 

“We need to stop it!” Chad said.

“But how?” Kevin asked.

“We need to form something. An Alliance for Say.” Rex said.

“Yeah. How abou-” Chad was interrupted by Kevin.

“The trauma club!” Kevin said.

Everybody agreed as they looked at each other. Chad had finished eating his leftovers which he now released was a type of pasta he did not know of.

They all grabbed their tea, Rex’s empty.

“To the trauma club,” Chad said.

“To the trauma club,” Kevin said.

“To the trauma club.” Rex then said.

“To the trauma club.” Rose finished as they clinched their glasses together.

“Cheers!” They whispered, with excitement. Something they haven't felt in a long time.
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Chapter 6
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* * *

Present day.

“So that's our backstory. We, as you know, have a very messed up past.” Rose said. “But the monster, it craves our past, on our fear, on our memory.”

“She’s right. The reason Jaxon died was, from what he theorised, died from his memory, from the monster sucking on his dread.” Rex added. “This monster makes you remember your past, sometimes making you remember things that never happened.” 

“It feeds on people. Just that very week another child died, his parents died in a car crash a year ago here in Huton.” Chad said.

“Who?” Tim asked.

“Little ole Woyan,” Kevin said.

“We had another member, he died. It was our first encounter with the shadow monster.” Rose said. “The story of our old friend, Jake, was horrific. We were exploring the house of what was believed to be the shadow monsters, and that's when it came downhill.” Rex said.

“Kevin, Rex and Jake were with us. We were walking down the hall when I noticed something walking past. I whispered to everyone ‘Be calm. Clear your mind.’” Kevin said.

“While Chad and I were exploring the basement. We discovered multiple missing posters of the children that went missing the following month. Joksey, Strein, Mike, And of course Woyan.” Rose said.

“The shadow monster chased us, that same figure or form that was in the snow globe. It was tall, or should I say he.” Kevin explained. “He was pale and grey. Had long fingernails. Red slash black hair. Tall, very tall. Hunched back. Ring any bells?”

“Jake sacrificed himself. For us. For all children in Huton.” Kevin was crying as he explained it. “We left from the basement exit.” 

“Well, I believe you. I hope I can help.” Tim said.

“Mate,” Chad called to Tim. “You mentioned you liked reading?”

“Yeah, I do,” Tim said.

“Go to the library, Rose can come with you, and research what you can about this creature,” Chad said. “Rose, go with him. We don't need another loss.”

So with that, Tim heads to the library, along with Rose. 

The path down was long, after making it through the forest, they made it to George Street, then made it to Rick Street, the sky pitch black.

Finally making it to the library, they walk past a group of 3 people walking out, each with 3 books in their hands. Entering in, they were greeted with a wink by the librarian.

Looking through books was easy with the sorting system which was sorted by genre, then author, then Title. As Tim searched through the books, glancing at Rose from the other side, he found a book titled ‘The Dark Places And The 3 Rules’. 

“Hay Rose,” Tim whispered to Rose. “I found something.” 

She turned over from the book she was reading. It was almost night, around the time 8:12 pm. The only people were them and the librarian, who was at the back sorting books. Tim sat back down on the wooden desk, which was nicely painted.

He placed the book on the table, as Rose looked over it, reading the title. Flipping through the pages of the book, he spots a subtitle called ‘Of the Dark and the Trash’. It talked about the junkyard and all the disappearances that happened.
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