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Through the broken windows, the wind howled, carrying the musty smell of rain and the scent of decay. A flashlight beam wavered through the corridor, cutting across graffiti-stained walls and shattered tiles that glittered faintly under the pale light.

“Lacie!” the boy called out. His voice trembled, swallowed by the long, endless hallways of the asylum. Somewhere ahead, her scream tore through the silence—a single, blood-curdling note that ended too abruptly. The sound echoed, folding into the building’s hollow chest like it had been waiting years to breathe again.

He sprinted toward it, shoes squeaking against the grime-coated floor. His flashlight jerked with every step, flashing over the carcass of a wheelchair, an overturned gurney, and a streak of something dark smeared across the wall.

“Lacie!” he called again, his throat tightening. The only reply came from above—a slow, rhythmic tapping, like footsteps pacing along a catwalk or the creak of a rope swaying from the rafters. The beam of his flashlight trembled in his shaking hand as he froze in place. Dust fell from the ceiling, catching the light like falling ash.

Then came the whisper. “Cur-tis,” slithering out of the darkness—soft, wrong, too close for comfort. 

Turning sharply, sweeping the light behind him. Nothing. Curtis gasped, the air thin and useless, his chest constricting as his vision swam with dread. Ducking behind a staircase, he crouched low, forcing himself to stay still. The air was thick, humid. Beneath the mildew and dust, something else lingered—a chemical tang, metallic and sweet, like antiseptic mixed with old blood. Somewhere down the corridor, a door slammed shut. The silence that followed was unbearable. Then the wind shifted. A soft creak echoed down the hallway. The exit door—the one leading outside—swung open, letting in a thin beam of moonlight that glowed against the far wall. His breath was shaky. Relief—or maybe desperation—pushed him to his feet. He started toward the light. His shoes scraped against the floor, initially as he ambled, and then as he hurried for freedom. 

The flashlight flickered once in his hand, casting warped shadows that twisted and stretched across the walls. The graffiti seemed to pulse—the spray-painted words THEY NEVER LEFT shimmering as if the letters were alive. He was almost there. Five feet from the door. Then came a sound that didn’t belong to anything human—a guttural, choking growl that rumbled from behind him. The flashlight slipped from his grasp. It hit the floor, flickering wildly, its beam landing on the door as it opened and closed with each passing gust. He didn’t even have time to scream. The flashlight rolled in a slow circle until it dimmed out completely.
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In Los Angeles, Joel Johnson's messy living room was lit up by the light of a computer screen. Empty beer bottles crowded the coffee table beside a stack of unproduced scripts. A thin layer of dust coated his old camera, sitting like a forgotten relic on the shelf beside faded film awards. Joel sat hunched forward in a torn office chair, eyes bloodshot, a half-burned cigarette clinging to his lips. On his monitor, a news article headline glared back at him:

“Teenagers Still Missing After Trespassing at Abandoned Kings Park Psychiatric Center.” Joel scrolled through the article, his finger unsteady. The page featured indistinct images of the asylum—shrouded windows, thick vegetation, shattered glass—depicting a truly dilapidated, deserted structure. Joel leaned closer, his reflection merging with the images. His once-clean-shaven face was now rough with days of stubble; his eyes, once sharp and alive behind the camera lens, looked dulled—burned out by years of studio rejections and too many bottles of cheap whiskey. The cursor blinked at the bottom of the page, waiting.

Joel’s eyes drifted to the wall beside him. Framed posters lined the cracked paint: Feeding Frenzy, Beneath the Tide, The Collector’s Eye. Once, he had loved the art—the thrill of creating worlds. But somewhere along the line, it had turned to numbers, contracts, deadlines. Art became commerce. Passion became noise. Exhaling smoke through his nose he turned back to the article. Something about the story—the mystery, the imagery, the ruin—stirred something inside him he hadn’t felt in years. That hunger. That pull to create something real and visceral. Something that would remind people of his name.

Joel’s gaze fell to the final line of the article: Authorities have since sealed the property, warning locals to stay clear until the investigation is complete.

He smiled faintly, the corner of his lip twitching. Joel clicked on the final draft icon on his computer and he opened up a new document and titled it “Kings Park.”
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On the television, TMZ unfolded their segment like an unwelcome, persistent nightmare, with refined visuals, fragmented transitions, and the shrill, predatory energy of the gossip-driven media.

“Once a golden boy of horror cinema, Joel Johnson is now better known for his spectacular fall from grace,” the anchor said, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “After the commercial disaster Feeding Frenzy, which failed to recover even half its $60 million budget, insiders say the director spiraled into years of self-destruction — drinking, rehab, and public meltdowns caught on camera.”


A montage followed: Joel, grinning on a red carpet years ago, champagne in hand; Joel again, slouched at a bar, gray creeping into his beard; Joel shouting at a photographer, his eyes bloodshot and wet.


“And now,” the anchor continued, “rumors swirl that Joel Johnson is planning a comeback — something smaller, darker. An independent project, written and directed by the man himself. We’ve heard whispers of an old asylum, inspired by events from the notorious Kings Park Psychiatric Center on Long Island, New York. This could represent his final desperate bid to reclaim his position as the leading figure in the horror genre.

The segment cut to commercial, the sound fading into static as Joel sat motionless in front of his television. Scattered with empty bottles, half-eaten takeout, and a couch marred by cigarette burns, the apartment was a testament to creative disarray. Against the backdrop of his desk, the TV's glow danced, illuminating papers crowded with hurried notes that seemed to tumble across the page, mirroring the restless energy of his thoughts.

On the desk, a stack of denied location requests sat like a silent accusation. The stamped red letters — Rejected. Denied. Out of Bounds — bled through thin paper. New York State Parks had shut him down. Long Island officials refused to issue permits for filming. The name “King’s Park Psychiatric Center” had raised too many eyebrows.

That building — that monstrous, hollow shell of memory — had gotten under his skin. Ever since that Uber ride past it two weeks earlier, he couldn’t stop seeing it in his dreams. The cracked windows, the vines clutching the facade, the feeling that something inside was still awake. When he’d returned home from Long Island, he didn’t sleep for thirty hours. He wrote instead — his fingers trembling over the keyboard as if guided by something else entirely.

He’d finished the screenplay in one night. Now, with the television murmuring in the background, Joel typed up a casting call and posted it to every platform he could think of — Facebook, Reddit, obscure filmmaking forums. “Looking for brave, creative actors,” it read, “for a daring indie horror project.”

He clicked Post and leaned back, staring into the blue glow of the screen. The TMZ anchor’s voice echoed faintly through the room.

"Johnson's obsession with the asylum could lead to another terrible film or a triumphant comeback for the filmmaker.” Joel muted the TV, the silence pressing in like a physical weight. His
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