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––––––––

A strange game is whispered about at school. One no one dares to play. But when Alex and his friends find an old dusty board buried behind the library, the game begins without their permission. Each move pulls them deeper into riddles, vanishings, and terrifying challenges. And the only way out... is to win.

But in this game, losing means disappearing forever.

––––––––

PART 1
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1. The Game
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There were four children who believed in evil spirits. Their names were Alex, Jack, Edith, and Robin. They had discovered that evil spirits could be dangerous to humans. It all started as a joke — just a game.

They did many strange things to attract and communicate with ghosts. They laughed and played, pretending it was harmless fun. One day, Alex said, “All the devil spirits, come and give a move to anything that is not moving!”

But nothing happened.

Just then, the school bell rang.

Like always, Alex ran to the school bus. He had his own group there — his team. Alex told them what happened at school, and they all laughed with him. But something changed after that day.

Later, they used an Ouija board to try and contact a ghost called Bloody Mary. They asked her to give them a warning about their school. She answered with a year, a month, and a date:

1215/04/25

They all went home and searched what happened on that date. What they found was terrifying.

The Dark Ages.

A woman named Mary had died on that exact day.

After that, everything started to get worse...
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2. STOPPED
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That night was no longer a joke — not a game at all.

Their team heard a woman screaming.

Suddenly, Edith said he didn’t want to be part of it anymore. But he had been with them for a long time. Still, he quit the team because he couldn’t sleep at night. Robin left for the same reason.

Only Alex and Jack didn’t give up.

But one day, Jack said, “This is getting too weird.”

Alex begged him, “PLEASE... only the two of us can do this! If you’re not coming, I’ll do it by myself!”

Just then, Edith ran into the classroom, knocking on desks and playing around. When he hit Alex’s desk, ink spilled out of it.

Alex caught Edith, knowing he couldn't run far, and brought him back to his desk.

“Look!” Alex said. “Ink came out right when you knocked it!”

Edith replied, “I didn’t do this... If you’re unsure, check both of my hands.”

They did — and there were no ink stains.

Alex paused. “Hmm... You’re right. I’m sorry, Edith.”

But Jack and Robin shouted, “He’s the only one who knocked your desk before the ink came out! Don’t you remember?!”

Every classroom had four CCTV cameras.

Edith said, “Let’s check the CCTV footage.”

The first time they watched it — nothing.

The second time — a few blood drops were on Edith’s hand.

The third time?

The classroom was completely filled with blood.
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3. The Truth Revealed
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The classroom was silent, but the image on the CCTV kept playing in their minds—walls dripping with blood, desks overturned, and a shadow standing still in the middle of the room. No one could recognize the shadowy figure. It had no face, no body, just a black blur that seemed to pulse with anger.

Robin whispered, “Is that... Mary?”

Alex didn’t speak. He was staring at the time stamp on the video: 12:15 a.m., April 25th. “That’s the exact date and time she gave us,” he muttered.

They decided to investigate more. At midnight, Alex, Jack, and reluctantly Robin sneaked into the school. They brought the Ouija board, candles, and their old team badge. The halls were freezing, and every step echoed like thunder.

They reached their classroom and placed the board on Alex’s desk.

Alex began, “Mary, we are here. Tell us what you want.”

The planchette started moving by itself.

“I AM NOT ALONE.”

Suddenly, the door slammed shut behind them. All the candles blew out, and they could hear footsteps—many footsteps—like a crowd marching toward them.

Robin screamed, “Let’s get out of here!”

But Alex stayed. “No! We started this, we finish it.”

The whiteboard started writing by itself:

“YOU WOKE US UP.”

The three kids froze.

And then... everything went silent again.

But from that day on, nothing was ever the same. Every night at 12:15 a.m., they could hear whispers from the classroom—even when it was empty.
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4. Whispers in the Dark
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Alex barely slept that night. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the blood-drenched classroom, the shadowy figure on the CCTV, and those five haunting words: "YOU WOKE US UP."

The next morning at school, things felt... off. The hallway lights flickered. Lockers creaked open by themselves. And there was a smell—something like old, wet wood mixed with smoke.

Jack met Alex by the water fountain. “Did you hear it last night?” he whispered.

Alex nodded. “The whispers?”

Jack leaned in close. “One of them said my name.”

Before Alex could respond, the announcement speaker crackled. “All students, please report to the assembly hall. Immediately.”

They went with the others, nervous. The principal stood on the stage, looking pale and confused.

“This morning... the night janitor was found unconscious in Room 4C. The classroom... was covered in red paint. We think it’s a prank. If any of you know anything—”

Alex felt his stomach drop. Room 4C was their classroom.

Robin appeared behind them. “This isn’t paint. We all know it.”

The three boys slipped away from the assembly, sneaking back toward the cursed room.

But when they got there—everything was clean. Too clean. Like nothing had ever happened. No red paint. No signs of anything wrong.

Except for one thing.

On the chalkboard, written in shaky, almost childlike handwriting, was a message:

“YOU HAVE 3 DAYS.”
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5. The Countdown Begins
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Alex, Jack, and Robin met that evening in Alex’s basement. The clock was ticking. Literally. Robin’s old grandfather clock, which had been broken for years, suddenly started working again—at exactly 12:15 a.m.

They stared at the Ouija board, unsure if they should use it again.

“We need answers,” Alex said. “If we don’t figure out what she wants... something worse could happen.”

Jack hesitated. “What if using the board is what’s making this all worse?”

Robin shook his head. “We already opened the door. Now we have to deal with what came through it.”

They placed their fingers on the planchette.

Alex asked, “Who are you?”

The board moved.

M...A...R...Y

Jack asked, “What do you want from us?”

F...R...E...E...M...E

Robin looked confused. “Free you? From what?”

The planchette trembled violently.

B...U...R...I...E...D...A...L...I...V...E

The room went cold. Every candle went out.

And then they heard it. Scratching. From under the basement floor.

Alex’s eyes widened. “She’s under us...”
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6. Beneath the Basement
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The scratching didn’t stop.

It got louder. Closer.

Robin backed up toward the stairs. “Tell me that’s a rat. Just a really loud rat.”

But they all knew it wasn’t.

Alex grabbed an old flashlight. “There’s something under here. Maybe—maybe it’s her.”

Jack frowned. “Mary? Buried here? That makes no sense!”

Robin’s voice cracked. “Unless... she didn’t mean this basement. Maybe it’s just another clue.”

Alex’s flashlight flickered. He pointed it toward the back wall. A wooden shelf was leaning against it—one his family never moved. Behind it, something was carved into the bricks.

They pushed the shelf aside. Dust flew everywhere.

Etched deep into the stone were numbers.

1215 / 4 / 25

The same date Mary gave them.

And beneath it—barely visible—were two words:

“STILL HERE.”

Suddenly, the room went silent. No scratching. No wind. Nothing.

Then... the door slammed shut behind them.

They were locked in.

And from the far corner of the room, in total darkness, came a voice.

A soft, broken whisper.

“Help... me...”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

7. The Grave
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The boys didn’t sleep that night. When morning came, they ran to the library, skipping school completely. They searched the town history records, flipping through dusty books, old newspapers, anything they could find.

And then—there it was.

An article from 1215.

“LOCAL WOMAN ACCUSED OF WITCHCRAFT. MARY WINSLOW SENTENCED TO BE BURIED BENEATH BLACK HILL CHURCH.”

Robin’s finger traced the line. “She was buried alive.”

Jack whispered, “And no one ever dug her up.”

Alex stood. “Then we have to. Tonight.”
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8. Black Hill
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That night, with only shovels, flashlights, and shaking hands, they arrived at the old ruins of Black Hill Church.

The graveyard was overgrown, twisted with thorn bushes and old stone crosses. Wind howled through the trees. The moon hung like a pale eye in the sky.

They found her grave in the far corner.

A cracked headstone, covered in moss.

MARY WINSLOW – 1215

They started digging.

The ground was hard. Cold. But they kept going. Inches became feet. The flashlight batteries started dying.

And then—

Thunk.

They hit something.

A wooden board.

They brushed away the dirt. It was a coffin—rotted, cracked, and barely holding together.

Alex reached out to open it—

But the lid flew off by itself.

Inside... was nothing.

No skeleton.

No bones.

Only a note.

It was old, yellowed, and smelled like smoke.

In red blood, it said:

“TOO LATE.”
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9. The Warning
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The boys stood around the empty grave, staring at the note.

Robin’s voice trembled. “What does it mean? Too late for what?”

The wind picked up, howling through the broken headstones. Jack turned pale. “Maybe... we weren’t supposed to find her.”

Alex slowly backed away. “No. We were supposed to find her. But not to save her...”

He turned toward the woods. “To free her.”

Suddenly, the ground beneath the grave shook.

CRACK!

The coffin snapped in half. From the splinters, black smoke hissed out—cold, like dry ice, and it slithered around their feet like a snake.

Robin screamed, “RUN!”

But the smoke wrapped around his ankle and dragged him in.

Jack shouted, “Robin!!” and dove forward—but Alex held him back.

“We can’t save him,” Alex whispered. “Not yet.”

Then the smoke disappeared—with Robin.

The grave filled itself back in, like time was rewinding.

Only the cracked headstone remained.

And three fresh words were carved into it.

“ONE DOWN. TWO TO GO.”
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