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​​Dedication
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To all the kids who have imaginations that run wild.

​
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​Chapter One
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Amelie scraped a lump of clay from the corner of the plastic container. She tilted her head to the side. It kind of looked like a one-eared koala. 

Amelie adored art. She enjoyed painting and drawing but most of all, she loved to make sculptures. Where her parents saw a pile of rubbish, Amelie saw a robot or an owl or a queen's crown. When her brother Finn had made snakes and snails out of playdough, she'd formed mice and dragons and little versions of her family. 

Her imagination had really let loose on her 9th birthday last year. Her cousin had given her a block of air-dry clay. When she'd picked up that chunk of clay, she'd seen the creatures hidden inside it, just waiting for her to set them free. Her bookshelf was now lined with colourful farm animals, miniature fairies and all number of amazing creations.
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Clay was her favourite medium to work with. Well, air-dry clay was, not the type of clay balanced on the end of the plastic scoop she was clutching. She liked smooth white clay from the craft shop, not this stuff formed from little grey pellets and cat wee. 

Amelie dumped the used clump of kitty litter into a scented plastic bag. She turned away from the litter box, took a deep breath, then returned to scooping the clay-encrusted poop. She loved her kitten but this chore was disgusting. 

Plop. Another chunk of grossness dropped into the purple bag then she tied a big knot in the top. Amelie stirred the remaining litter then spread it out evenly. She put the scoop away and replaced the litter tray cover. Cat toilet ready for action. 

That was the stinkiest part of the job done but it wasn't the worst part.
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​​Chapter Two
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"Mum, can you come with me to the bin?" Amelie asked.

"Sorry, sweetie. I'm in the middle of making dinner. You'll be fine," Mum replied.

Amelie's tummy swirled at the thought of going to the rubbish bin all by herself. It wasn't the rubbish bin that was scary, though.

"Dad?" Amelie called.

Her brother, Finn, looked up from the book he was reading. "Dad's in the shower."

Amelie put on her bravest smile. "Would you come with me, Finn?"

"I told you to do you chores as soon as we got home from school."

He had said that. The sun had still been out then and Dad hadn't come home from work and parked his car in the garage. Maybe she shouldn't have told him that he wasn't the boss of her. "Please, Finn?" she begged.
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Finn sighed. "Whatever." He stomped over beside her, arms folded across his chest. "I'll come with you but I'm not touching anything." He screwed his nose up and pointed to the bulging plastic bag she held.

"Thanks." Amelie stood awkwardly, shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

"Well, off you go then." Finn waved towards the front of the house.

"Can you go first?"

"Don't be such a baby."

She'd rather follow Finn. Actually, she'd rather Finn just take the bag out for her but there was no chance of that. The rules were, they had to do their own chores before dinner. No swaps.

[image: image]
Amelie took a deep breath and set out. Past the kitchen to the front hallway. It only took ten steps to get there. She froze, her eyes locked on the door handle. All she had to do was turn the handle and step into the garage. She didn't even have to go outside. The bin was stored in the garage. 
She could do it. Couldn't she?
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​Chapter Three
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Amelie stretched out her empty hand, letting it hover over the cold metal handle. She snatched it back to her side and turned to face her brother. "Can you open it?"

He glared at her. "Seriously?"

She nodded.

Finn huffed. He grabbed the handle, turned it then shoved the door open.

Amelie cowered. Eerie darkness loomed in front of her, hiding the creatures of her nightmares. 

"Hurry up." Finn nudged her in the back. "I want to finish the chapter before dinner."

"B-but it's d-dark," Amelie stammered, turning her face away from the doorway.

"Well, turn the light on then."

Finn wasn't going to help her. She had to do it herself. She edged closer, slipping her hand around the door frame and down the smooth wall. She felt about for the switch, pressing the first thing her fingertips found.

A rumbling groan came from the depths of the garage. A hungry monster? Amelie leapt back from the doorway, crashing into her brother.
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He grabbed her by the shoulders and steadied her. "That's the roller door button, silly." He shook his head then reached into the garage and turned on the light. "See?"

Strengthened by the light now streaming through the doorway, she poked her head into the garage. The roller door creaked and groaned as it made its way up. A rectangle of black appeared near the ground. A mouth opening wide, ready to eat her. A portal to another dimension, allowing other beings into her world.

Amelie slammed her fist onto the round button above the light switch then leapt back into the hall to wait for the door to roll back down. The whirring noise finally stopped but her heart continued pounding at top speed.

"This is ridiculous. I'm going back to read my book." Finn turned away.

Amelie grabbed his arm. "Please stay."

"Okay. I'll give you five seconds."

Five seconds? She'd have to run to finish that quickly. And if she ran, she might fall. And if she fell...

"Twenty seconds?" Amelie countered.

"Ten seconds. Time starts now."

There was no more room for negotiation. Amelie gripped the plastic bag close to her chest and turned to face the doorway.
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