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Mason Madison was a small-town boy with big dreams, but dreams were the only place he was allowed to be free.

In real life, his world was small, controlled, and carefully watched — like a picture frame someone had decided he must fit inside.

He lived in one of the largest houses in town, yet it never felt like home.

It felt like silence with walls.

Mason was the only child of David and Jessica Madison, a wealthy couple known throughout the area for their money, their status, and their perfect appearance.

At thirteen, Mason did not remember much about his life before then. Only feelings.

Loss.

Confusion.

And a strange emptiness he could never explain.

No matter what he did, it was never enough.

Not clean enough.

Not quite enough.

Not perfect enough.

So, he learned to become invisible instead.

Mason was intelligent — far more than anyone in the house realized — but he was not allowed to attend school.

The Madisons told everyone that he was homeschooled.

That was a lie.

There were no lessons.

No teachers.

No real education.

Only rules. And silence.

If it were not for Ella, the housekeeper, Mason would never have learned how to read at all.

Ella was not loud or dramatic.

She was careful.

Always watching.

Always listening.

And always kind in the quietest ways.

She began teaching him in secret at night, when the house finally stopped moving. She would bring small books hidden inside laundry baskets or clean cloths, always disguised so they could never be discovered.

“Just a few pages,” she whispered. “Then we hide it again.”

And Mason would read like the world depended on it. Because in a way, it did. It made him feel free as he imagined himself into the stories of heroes and loved ones.

Jessica Madison believed not only in perfection, but in appearance — her entire life had to look flawless with no exception.

Her hair was always styled perfectly, her makeup never smudged, her body carefully maintained through strict discipline and routine. Even her home life had to reflect perfection from every angle.

She did not just live in the house.

She performed in it.

To her, everything mattered:

Reputation.

Appearance.

Control.

Order.

Love was not something she spoke about.

It was not something she offered.

David Madison, her husband, was no different.

A wealthy businessman whose work no one truly understood, he moved through life like a shadow behind authority.

He rarely spoke.

Rarely smiled.

And when he did, it never reached his eyes.

Together, they lived in the largest house at the end of the street.

A mansion of glass, stone, and perfection.

People admired it from the outside.

But inside, it was something else entirely.

Not a home.

A system.

A carefully controlled world.

And Mason was part of it.

Mason was rarely seen by anyone outside the house. He only appeared during events when the Madisons needed to present him — standing beside them like part of their image.

Quiet.

Still.

Perfectly behaved.

He was never allowed to speak too much.

Never allowed to wander.

Never allowed to become noticeable.

At gatherings, other children were playing, laughing, and having fun, while Mason stood beside his parents like an ornament that could not move.

He was not allowed friends.

Not allowed freedom.

Not allowed distance.

And above all else, there was one rule:

Never go near the forest!

That night, Mason woke suddenly with a scream caught in his throat.

His body was drenched in sweat as he sat upright in bed, breathing heavily into the darkness.

The dream again.

It was never just a normal dream.

For as long as he could remember, the same visions had haunted him night after night. They felt too real to be imaginary — more like distant memories buried deep inside him. No matter how much time passed, the dream never faded.

Mason lived downstairs beside the servants’ quarters, where Ella stayed. Although he technically had a large bedroom upstairs, it existed only for appearances. The Madisons preferred peace and quiet near their own rooms and did not want him disturbing them.

The moment she heard his scream, Ella rushed into his room, still wrapped in her robe.

“Mason?” she whispered urgently. “Are you alright?”

He nodded slowly, though his breathing still trembled.

“It was the dream again,” he said quietly.

Ella sat beside him on the bed and gently brushed the damp hair from his forehead.

“The same one?”

Mason nodded.

“I don’t understand it,” he admitted. “It feels so real every time. Not like imagination... more like something that already happened.”

Ella’s expression softened with concern.

“Dreams can feel real sometimes,” she said gently. “That doesn’t mean they are.”

“But why do I keep seeing the same things?” Mason asked. “The same people... the same places...”

He hesitated.

“The same feeling.”

Ella remained quiet for a moment before offering him a small smile.

“You think too much for a thirteen-year-old boy,” she said softly. “Come now. Morning’s already here, and we need to get breakfast ready before the Madisons wake up.”

Mason sighed and slowly climbed out of bed.

“Okay,” he murmured.

But even as Ella left the room, he remained sitting on the edge of the mattress for a while longer, staring into the darkness.

The dreams never felt ordinary.

Inside them, he saw impossible things: things he could not describe, and people who looked at him with warmth and love.

Real love.

The kind he had never known.

And somehow, deep inside himself, Mason felt connected to that world in a way he could not explain. But the dreams always changed near the end.

The warmth disappeared.

And then came the frightening image.

A face that would make small children run away. Skin that almost looked like it was melting.

Pale, droopy eyes that looked like something out of a zombie movie.

The image never spoke.

He only sat somewhere dark, then turned to Mason with a dark look, and he would wake up.

By the time the smell of breakfast filled the house, the Madisons finally appeared downstairs.

Jessica Madison entered first, already dressed flawlessly despite the early hour.

“Where’s my coffee?” she asked sharply as she sat down.

“It’s ready, ma’am,” Ella replied quickly. “I’ll pour it now.”

Jessica barely acknowledged her.

A moment later, David Madison descended the staircase, adjusting the sleeves of his expensive suit.

“Is breakfast ready?” he asked impatiently. “I need to leave for the office soon.”

“Yes, sir,” Ella said, placing the plate in front of him carefully.

David glanced down at the eggs and frowned almost immediately.

“These are cold.”

“I’m sorry, sir—”

“You know I don’t eat cold eggs,” he interrupted coldly. “What time was this made?”

Ella quickly picked up the plate again.

“I’ll fix it immediately.”

Mason stood silently near the counter as Ella reheated the breakfast and returned it to the table.

David took another bite before finally nodding.

“Let’s not make the same mistake twice.”

Jessica sipped her coffee before shaking her head dramatically.

“It’s impossible to find good help these days,” she said lazily. “Honestly, sometimes I think this house would collapse without me managing everything myself.”

Mason lowered his eyes quietly while Ella continued cleaning in silence.

Jessica’s breakfast was much smaller than David’s — carefully measured fruit, yogurt, and dry toast. She treated every meal like part of a beauty routine, terrified of anything that might ruin her perfect figure.

A few minutes later, David grabbed the last piece of toast, picked up his work bag, and headed toward the door.

“See you later,” he called.

Jessica barely looked up from her coffee. “Bye.”

“Mason, where are your manners?” Jessica said with an irritated tone. “Say goodbye to your father.”

“Sorry, sir. I don’t know where my head is at. Have a good day,” Mason said softly.

Mr. Madison looked at Mason without a word.

The front door slammed shut behind him.

For a brief moment, silence filled the kitchen.

Mason and Ella exchanged a quick glance before rolling their eyes at the exact same time. That made Mason smile slightly.

It was one of the few things that still made him laugh.

Jessica suddenly stood from her chair.

“My friends are coming over later for cocktails,” she announced. “I want this entire house spotless before they arrive.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Ella replied.

Jessica turned toward Mason.

“And you,” she said sharply, “will stay in your room unless I call you downstairs. When the guests arrive, you will greet them politely, smile, and then go straight back upstairs. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mason answered obediently.

“And make sure you look presentable for once.”

With that, Jessica headed upstairs toward her bedroom, no doubt preparing her makeup, hair, and outfit for the afternoon.

Mason quietly returned to his room and changed into some of his nicest clothes. He carefully combed his hair into place, making sure every strand looked neat enough to satisfy Jessica’s impossible standards.

As he stood in front of the mirror, he suddenly froze.

A sound.

Soft at first.

Then clearer.

A strange humming melody drifted faintly through the air.

Mason turned slowly.

It sounded beautiful and strange at the same time.

Almost... alive.

The melody quickly filled the room.

His heart began pounding.

He hurried from the room and knocked quickly on Ella’s door.

“Ella, did you hear that?”

She looked up from folding laundry. “Hear what?”

“That sound,” Mason said breathlessly. “The humming... the melody.”

Ella frowned slightly.

“Mason, I don’t hear anything.”

He stared at her in confusion.

How could she not hear it?

It was so clear.

So loud.

Before he could say anything else, the doorbell rang.

Jessica’s guests had arrived.

Soon, the house filled with laughter, perfume, clinking glasses, and fake smiles. Ella carried trays of cocktails between the women while Jessica entertained them proudly like a queen showing off her palace.

Mason obediently walked downstairs wearing his neat clothes and forced smile.

“Good afternoon,” he said politely.

One of the women smiled warmly.

“Oh, Jessica,” she said, “your son is absolutely wonderful. So polite, so handsome... honestly, you’re so lucky.”

Another woman nodded in agreement.

“And this house!” she laughed. “Everything always looks so perfect here.”

Jessica smiled proudly as if she had spent years building the perfect family herself.

“We’re very blessed,” she replied sweetly.

Mason stood there quietly for another moment before returning to his room upstairs.

As the laughter echoed faintly below him, he sat silently on the edge of his bed.

How could they all believe this family was perfect?

They didn’t see the truth.

They didn’t see the loneliness.

They didn’t see the prison hidden behind the beautiful walls.

Mason suddenly heard the melody again, and it startled him to the point where he knocked over a lamp, and it shattered on the floor.

Glass scattered everywhere.

Downstairs, the laughter stopped.

A few seconds later, he heard Jessica’s voice trying to sound calm for her guests.

“Please excuse me for one moment.”

“Ella,” she whispered furiously, “go upstairs immediately and see what he’s done now.”

Moments later, Ella rushed into the room.

“Mason!” she gasped softly. “What happened?”

“I—I didn’t mean to,” he stammered. “I heard something, and the lamp slipped.”

Before Ella could respond, Jessica appeared behind her, wearing a fake smile that barely hid her anger.

“You are embarrassing this family,” she hissed quietly.

“I’m sorry—”

“Enough.”

She grabbed him harshly by the arm.

“You will clean this mess up immediately. And no more noise.”

Mason lowered his eyes.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Ella frowned, then quickly helped him clean the shards.

“You need to be careful,” she whispered. “Whatever this is... you need to stop.”

That night when Mr. Madison came home, he entered without speaking, loosened his tie, and walked upstairs immediately.

Whatever his day had been, it stayed locked inside him.

No explanation.

No sharing.

No connection.

Shortly after, Mrs. Madison followed.

Before going to bed, she stopped at Mason’s door and opened it sharply without knocking, grabbed him by the ear, and dragged him downstairs.

“Help Ella finish the kitchen,” she ordered coldly.

Mason obeyed silently, his stomach twisting, while Ella gave him a look of quiet sympathy.

“And remember — if anything in that room is moved or out of place, there will be consequences.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mason answered softly.

Then she left.
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