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			Orphans Nate and Emma live in the little sleepy town of Oak Tree Creek in the State of Maine. The world around them had undergone a major change, revealing that the many supernatural creatures in the fairy tales actually existed and lived previously undetected among the human population. Now these creatures were generally called The Others by the humans. 

			A murder took place in the sleepy town that had the appearance of a ritual. This and an odd nighttime visit, where Nate was home alone, plunged Nate into the world of The Others. A race of time begins where he needs to figure out what his nightmares mean and which person is related to the murder, before it is too late. 

		

	Chapter 1
The wormhole is growing in front of my eyes. I guess it is not really a wormhole, but I have no better word for it. Time seems to freeze and all I can do is watch it grow. At first it is as if the walls are transparent, but it takes a more solid form, till I can no longer see through. Strange how I am completely incapable of moving, yet every little move, sound, touch and smell around me grows in intensity, as the tunnel is hovering over me. My panic intensifies, as I hear the usual chant coming from something, like a dream far away. A drumbeat that sounds from afar, but feels like it is calling me. I do not want to go, but I know I will be left with no choice. As always I get sucked in and travel with a speed that takes my breath away. 
At the end of the tunnel it is dark, I can feel the wet grass under my bare feet. It makes me pause a second. Why am I barefoot? From the distance I hear the drums and the chanting grow in intensity. It is always in the same spot I land. My eyes slowly adjust to the dark and I can now make out dense forest around me. 
Wanting to find out where the sounds come from, I try to move forward, as I can feel the dense undergrowth claw at me. I can’t see anything clearly, more sensing the trees towering above me. Chills venture down my spine, as I notice little glowing green lights in the treetops, but I manage to swallow down the rising panic and keep moving as best as I can. There is no going in a straight line. The terrain is simply too rugged. I reach a point where the undergrowth appears determined to hold me captive. With some struggle I manage to free myself and between the trees I now see an orange glow from a campfire. That must be where the sound of drums and chanting come from.
I carefully edge closer and see a group of hooded men in a clearing. Well I think it must be men, but cannot make out their faces. 13 in total. One of the men all of a sudden pulls back his hood, looks straight at me and laughs. In the same moment the fire sparks up like it had caught a wind and lights up his face. I freeze  He is completely bald and his skull and face is covered in dark tattoos glowing in the strange light. Horror stricken I turn and flee barely noticing the bushes beating in on my face and body.
I wake with a jolt, totally out of breath. So badly entangled in my covers, that it was a bit of a struggle to get out of them. But after some attempts I manage to sit up. From the kitchen I can hear my older sister making breakfast. Just a dream. How many times have I said that. Every time it pretty much played out the same way, only the ending changed a little. Sometimes it felt like the hooded men came closer, or that they knew I was there. Other times not. It all felt so real, down to the touch of the wet grass on my bare feet. 
The doctor called it night terrors. Nightmares. However, so far neither the pills he subscribed, nor the many sessions with him, had brought about any change. Neither in frequency, nor intensity. I did not mind Doctor Anderson one bit. He was pretty cool for an elderly man, but if I had to be honest, somehow I doubted he could help me. He was basically a doctor, or psychiatrist and the only doctor in this little sleepy mountain town that my sister and I had moved to last year to get away from the big city. 
She had finally gained custody over me and she no longer considered the big cities safe after "the event". People just called it "the event". What it really was, was a string of events with some open hostilities, leading up to the revelation that what people previously thought as supernatural creatures living in fairy tales and horror movies, actually existed and lived among us. My sister Emma had been in her last year at the university on a Science scholarship and had landed this job at Med-Corp, owned by the local Alpha of the Werewolves of the Oak Tree Creek area. Some hush-hush research that she never talked about. Not that I minded. To her big regret she could never get me interested in Physics or Chemistry. I was for the most part happy, if my head was up and my feet down at the end of the day. No idea what to do with the future me. Not that I am a poor student. Not by far, but sometimes life got in the way. It's hard to keep focus when your sleep is disturbed by frightening nightmares.
I got thrown out of my thoughts, when Emma bellowed up the stairs. “Nate, for the last time. Get up, or you will be late!” I sighed, tossed the covers to the side and got up. That is when I noticed something odd. Leaves in my bed, little branches and leaves in my bed. How was that even possible. I just stood there gaping. Thinking of where I had just been in my dream, or had It been a dream. I looked under my feet. They were full of dirt. My heart started racing. Not sure how to handle this, I stumbled into the bathroom and grabbed the pill bottle. I looked at myself in the mirror barely recognising myself. Big wild green eyes staring back at me. 
Take it easy man, I told myself. No reason to panic. There would be a perfectly rational explanation for me finding leaves in my bed. I slowly gained control of my breathing. Sleepwalking, that must be it. How else. Not that it was a much more comforting thought, that I might have run half undressed through the forest next to the house at night, but somehow better than being at the scene of my nightmares. 
“Nate”, I could hear Em yelling from downstairs.” “On my way”, I yelled back. I grabbed a towel and hit the shower. Shortly after I was on my way downstairs, feeling a little more on steady ground. Em’s freshly made eggs shook off the rest of the gloom from the morning. When I tossed my bag over my shoulder, my helmet in the other hand, I actually felt in a good mood heading off to school. 
Oak Tree Creek High is not what you would expect. It sounds very old fashioned and sleepy, but in fact it is a very modern school, mostly thanks to the Alpha of the Werewolves, who apparently believed in education of the young. Considering the guy is supposed to be several hundred years old, I can’t help but chuckle a bit on that. It must be very insignificant to him whether we become educated or not. But just the same, both the werewolf kids and the human teenagers of Oak Tree Creek attend school, though for the most part keep away from each other. I haven’t had any problems with any of the werewolves in my class. Granted I did not have that much interaction with them either, but what I have had with them, they were friendly enough. Liam, one of the werewolves from my class, even gave me a lift once when my bike broke down. I think they know that Em works for them, or rather works for Duncan Anderson. 
Liam and a bunch of his gang were hanging around outside school, when I rode into the car park and parked my bike. He gave me a small nod, when I passed the group. The others seemed to be completely unaware of my existence. Not that I was complaining, I did not need attention. Especially not from werewolves, or the others. That was what most humans called those that were not humans. The others. That fitted all categories from shapeshifters, elves, to trolls; well basically the otherworldly creatures that roamed the world. When it first came out, there had been a lot of unrest. Open fighting even in some places, but a huge effort from leaders on both sides, managed to put a lid on the worst hostility. A sort of truce was reached, that allowed for some security for all beings, though it was not always easy to maintain.
Kevin waited at the top of the stairs. His backpack dangling loose in one hand. Kevin had been my best friend since I came to this town. He was also the captain of the football team, that I also played in. Kevin's brown eyes, reddish hair and freckles gave him a constantly bemused boyish look, that got underlined by his lips that always looked like they were curled up in a half smile. But one should not be mistaken. There was no one like him to be serious, when it was needed. He lived with his parents and his little eight year old sister near the outskirts of the forest, at the foot of the mountain. His father worked at the local paper mill as a mechanic and his mother as a nurse. I had been welcomed into their home many times. It felt like I had known them a lot longer than I had. 
When I got up the stairs, he gave me a pat on the shoulder, “So ready for the math test?” I must have looked completely dumbfounded, because he started laughing and looked concerned at the same time. Maths test. Right, I had studied it last night, but with the dream of this morning, I had totally forgotten about it. I took a deep breath. Tried to calm my nerves. All I probably had to do was to look it over again. I had it all down last night. It was just the dreaded Mr Salmond that taught these classes. I was 100 percent sure he could smell if you were not up for the task and he took great pleasure in taking you down. 
Fortunately we got to the classroom before Mr Salmond did and I took a quick look at it. I had tucked my notes away before he and the rest of the class had settled down. Even got a little wave and a stolen smile from Eve. A shy, but very smart girl I got talking to. I seriously considered asking her to the next school dance. She was not the cheerleader type we usually went out with, or rather Kevin and co. did, but I liked her. I had also told Kevin that I did and to my surprise he had given me no beef about it. No funny remarks. She was sitting in the row in front of me to the left, so I had a chance to admire the view. Today she was wearing a light summer dress with little yellow flowers. Her dark hair hung loose down her back to the waist. I was so cooped up in my daydream, that I didn’t realise Mr Salmond had spoken my name, twice! 
I straightened up in the chair, as he with an amused smile started out with “Is there something you would like to share with us Nate, or should I leave you to your dreaming?“ I felt my ears burning, as the whole class turned and looked at me. Even Liam and his gang, that sat on the other side of the class, had now full focus on me. This was turning into one of the worst days ever. Worst of all, Eve was looking right at me, which caused me to stutter in my response. I mumbled a “Sorry Mr Salmond” and dug my head into the bag for a pencil and some cover from the stares. When I came out from the bag, thankfully people had turned their attention elsewhere, as Mr Salmond handed out the test papers.
The test was not as bad as I had feared. Thankfully I got through school and practice with no further incidents. Now just the last stop on the road, before I could head home. I had my weekly talk with Doctor Anderson. As I threw my bag on the bike, I bit my lip. I had not made up my mind if I wanted to tell him about the dream of this morning or rather, perhaps the dream, but not the dirt under my feet and the leaves in my bed. I was not sure I wanted anyone to know. I thought of telling Kevin, but was not sure that was a good idea either. I most definitely did not want Emma to find out. Well I did not have to make that choice right away, since she had said she would not be home until tomorrow. Something important at work. So if I could avoid getting dragged into an analysis of my nightly exploits by Doctor Anderson, I might be safe from telling anyone for now. It was just that, though he was an elderly man, he was extremely perceptive and would catch on if you tried to avoid a topic. I sighed. No other way than to see how it went. 
The Doctor's office was in the midtown. Well if you could call it that. Most of the town was just laid out along the main street. But his office was the closest you could get to downtown here in Oak Tree Creek. Perhaps next to the Mayor's office and that of the Sheriff and the county jail. I parked my bike at the back of the office. Several parking places were lined up for people with errands to the official Oak Tree Creek and that of Doctor Anderson's office. This made sense since he appeared as much a part of the little town as the Werewolf pack that owned most of the area. 
I made my way round the house; single storey house with a flat roof and painted white. I came to the front of his practice door and reached for the handle. I paused. At first I was not sure why I did that. I had walked into that place every week for the last year. I knew the place. I knew the secretaries tapping on the computer and the small noises of the water cooler. But something was different. Startled, I looked through the window of the door. Here I could see Doctor Anderson in deep conversation with this very large man. Dark hair, square chin. His clothes clung to him, as if they were painted on. That is how muscular he was and he towered over the Doctor by at least a head. Not that the good doctor was big, but even I with my 1.9 m would have been a great deal shorter. Somehow I just knew he had to be one of the Werewolves from the mountain. What I based it on, I did not know. It was not like it was tattooed on their forehead, that they could change into a wolf. 
They looked like they knew each other well, the way they stood there talking. The big guy sometimes smiling, which took the edge off the hard look he otherwise had. Dr Anderson in general looked mild, but right now he almost appeared boyish. A sound made me jump and I pulled myself together. What would they think if they saw me standing there gaping. So I opened the door and walked in. I was met with the usual warm smile from Nurse Anderson. I hurried over to a spot where I could sit down and wait till the doctor decided he was done talking. I felt eyes on me and looked up. To my surprise I looked straight into the eyes of the big man, whom I had never seen before. He was eying me, as if I were a conundrum he wanted to crack. I looked away first. I did not like the feeling this random meeting gave me. Somehow all alarm bells went off in me and, with the dream from this morning, my nerves were already in tatters. My heart was racing like crazy. I wondered if the stranger knew what effect he had on me. Of course he did, dummy!, I told myself. If he is a Werewolf, he can hear your heartbeat. He finally turned away and gave Mrs Anderson a smile and shook Doctor Anderson's hand. With that he walked out of the office, paying no more attention to me. As if I had just turned into wallpaper. 
I sat there a little while, feeling my hands shaking, looking at the door where the big man had vanished.. “Nate", it was Doctor Anderson's voice. He smiled at me.“Just on time as usual. Come on in. I walked behind him into his office, dragging my feet, not wanting to be there at that very moment. I could not put a finger on it, but somehow something had changed. I just did not know what. I had no idea how I got through the next hour. Doctor Anderson had to repeat himself several times. My mind seemed to have its own agenda. Looking at the positive side: because I was so absent minded, we only talked very sketchily about my dream from this morning and I got around not mentioning the dirt without the doctor catching wind of me avoiding a topic.
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