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The Secret of the Demon Twins For years, two kids have been living in a house at the end of the street and no one knows who they are or what they want, neither is known where their family is.

 

The two only come out at night and walk along the street.

I saw them one night as I went outside for a walk.

I’ve seen them as they were standing in the Darkness, menacingly.

 

I first pondered whether I should approach them or not but, I left them alone and went on my way along the street to my Target.

 

I had no idea that this evening would turn into a long night.

As I entered the small discounter to shop for some snacks.

I went through the aisles and looked around here and there.

Packed some chips in my cart and some chocolate tablets.

 

Soon I went to the check-out and wanted to pay.

There I saw the two demon kids in front of the discounter Their eyes were glowing red and their grin was threatening.

This sight sent a shiver down my spine.

 

I quickly paid, took my shopping items and walked, nearly ran out of the discounter.

The kids watched my actions and I thought that I was safe.

I looked behind me, but I wasn’t safe at all.

 

The kids were behind me at some distance.

I was scared as I noticed this, so I picked up some more speed, which made me stumble, but luckily I didn’t fall.

I quickly stabilized myself and continued my way, my heart pounding in my chest. The night air felt colder, and every shadow seemed to move with malicious intent. The streetlights flickered, casting eerie glows on the deserted road. I could hear the soft patter of footsteps behind me, steady and unnerving.

I turned a corner and saw my house in the distance, its warm lights a beacon of safety. I quickened my pace, my breaths coming out in shallow gasps. The kids' footsteps seemed to quicken too, keeping a hauntingly perfect distance from me. I dared not look back again; their presence felt like a palpable weight on my shoulders.

Reaching my front door, I fumbled with my keys, my hands trembling. Finally, the lock clicked open, and I burst inside, slamming the door shut behind me. I locked it, bolting the deadbolt for good measure, and leaned against the door, pant-ing.

Silence enveloped the house. I strained my ears, listening for any sound from outside. Nothing. For a moment, I allowed myself to believe that I had imagined it all, that the demon twins were just a figment of my overactive imagination. But deep down, I knew better.

I moved to the window, carefully peeking through the cur-tains. The street outside was empty, eerily still under the dim streetlights. I scanned the area, my eyes darting from one shadow to another, but there was no sign of the kids. I let out a shaky breath, trying to calm my racing heart.

Then, I saw it—a flash of red, a glint of those glowing eyes peering from behind a tree. My stomach churned with dread.

They were still there, watching, waiting.

I backed away from the window and turned on every light in the house, the warm glow giving me a false sense of security.

I made my way to the living room, collapsing onto the couch.

My mind raced with questions. Who were these kids? Why were they following me? What did they want?

As I sat there, the TV flickered on by itself, the screen show-ing static before a shadowy figure appeared. My blood ran cold. The figure was indistinct, but its eyes were unmistaka-bly the same glowing red as the demon twins. A low, guttural voice emanated from the speakers, sending chills down my spine.

"We see you. We know you. You cannot escape us."

The screen went black, leaving me in stunned silence. My pulse pounded in my ears, my fear escalating to sheer terror.

This was no ordinary encounter; something dark and malevolent was at play.

I grabbed my phone, my fingers shaking as I dialed the num-ber of the only person I thought might believe me—my best friend, Sarah. She picked up after a few rings, her voice groggy with sleep.

"Hello?"

"Sarah, it's me. You have to come over. Something...something's happening. I don't know how to explain it, but it's the kids. The demon kids. They're following me."

There was a pause on the other end, then a sigh. "Alright, I'll be there in ten minutes. Just hang tight."

I hung up, feeling a small measure of relief. Sarah would know what to do. She always did. I stayed on the couch, clutching a throw pillow to my chest, my eyes darting around the room.

Ten minutes felt like an eternity, but finally, I heard the sound of Sarah's car pulling up outside. I rushed to the door, letting her in quickly. She took one look at my face and knew I wasn't exaggerating.

"Tell me everything," she said, her expression serious.

I recounted the events of the night, from the encounter at the store to the eerie message on the TV. Sarah listened intently, her brow furrowed in concern.

"We need to figure out who these kids are and what they want," she said when I finished. "But first, we need to make sure you're safe tonight. I'll stay here with you."

Grateful, I nodded. With Sarah by my side, I felt a bit more courageous. We spent the next few hours researching online, looking for any information about the demon twins or similar occurrences in our town. We found stories, legends of shadowy figures and unexplained disappearances, but nothing concrete.

As the night wore on, exhaustion began to creep in. We de-cided to take turns keeping watch, but despite our efforts, sleep eventually claimed us both.

I woke to the sound
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