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Introduction
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There are games best left forgotten.

Some whisper from the corners of childhood sleepovers. Others come wrapped in riddles, waiting for the curious to scratch at their surface. But The Midnight Game—this one doesn’t play fair. It doesn’t wait for belief. It feeds on it. Once you know the rules, you’re already playing.

And there’s only one way to win.

Don’t lose your candle.
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Chapter One
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“Scratch the Door”

The instructions were simple. That’s what made it worse.

A single candle.

Your full name, written on paper.

A prick of blood.

A wooden door.

Knock twenty-two times.

Open the door.

Blow out the flame.

AND RUN.

Most people read about the Midnight Game and laugh it off—teenage Reddit bait, another try-hard Internet ritual buried between Slenderman and Skinwalkers. But not Harper Lane. Not her twisted little circle of thrill-seekers, drunk off blood oaths and TikTok dares. They wanted something real. Something they couldn’t joke about afterward.

Tonight, they got what they wanted.

The air inside the abandoned farmhouse was thick with rot and insulation dust. The walls breathed with every gust of wind, moaning like they remembered screams. Harper stood at the center of the living room—candle trembling in one hand, her own name bleeding onto a scrap of paper in the other.

“Do it,” said Jules, eyes twitching with coke-fueled excitement. “Midnight’s ticking.”

Harper pressed the paper to the cracked wooden door nailed shut years ago, just like the ritual demanded. She pulled the pin from a safety kit and dragged it across her thumb—deep—and smeared the drop onto the paper. It sank in fast.

Then, she knocked.

Twenty-two Times. Slow. Deliberate. The sound echoed like it was tapping on the inside of her skull.

When she opened the door, there was no room on the other side. Just a Pitch-black void, swallowing everything behind it.

She blew out the candle.

For one second, silence.

Then something scratched from inside the walls.
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Chapter Two
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“The Thing That Follows”

The flame died, and so did the world.

There was a beat of stillness—like the universe inhaled sharply. Then the temperature dropped thirty degrees in a blink. Everyone exhaled visible breath, though none dared speak. A creak rolled through the floorboards like something had crawled beneath them.

Jules was the first to laugh, trying to break the dread. “So... what now? Do we hide from Bloody Mary or—”

THUD.

It came from upstairs. Heavy. Wet. Like a sack of meat thrown against drywall.

Everyone froze.

Harper turned to the group. Five others, lit only by their handheld candles—shaking lights barely pushing back the dark.

“Stay in motion,” she whispered. “It said don’t stay still.”

“Who said?” asked Benji, trembling.

“The game. The rules. If the candle blows out and you don’t relight it in ten seconds...”

She didn’t finish.

Because Jules’s candle snuffed itself out.

There was no wind. No movement. Just—gone.

“SHIT—SHIT—SHIT—” Jules fumbled in the dark, reaching into his bag for a lighter. The others backed away instinctively, clutching their flames like holy relics.

The lighter sparked. Once. Twice.

Click.

Nothing.

Click.

Nothing.

Clickclickclick.

Then silence.

Ten seconds passed.

And from the pitch black surrounding Jules, they heard something... wet move. A dragging sound. Like nails through blood-soaked carpet. Bones popping. Breath hissing like boiling fat.

Jules screamed. It was short. Cut off like a wire snapped mid-signal.

The candlelight flinched as a spray of arterial blood splashed across the wall behind them.

Harper gasped.

Jules wasn’t there anymore.

Just a trail—a red, sticky drag mark leading up the stairs, with bits of muscle and tooth stuck in the slats. And at the base of the steps, something scratched the wood, Slow and Deliberate.

The sound was impossibly layered—like claws over chalk, steel dragging teeth, and the sobbing of someone begging not to be found.

Benji threw up.

“Don’t stop moving,” Harper ordered, voice cracking. “Do not stop.”

They staggered through the living room, candles shaking. The air was thicker now—molasses of dread. Every door they passed had something breathing behind it. Scratching. Waiting.

They reached the kitchen.

Margo tried the back door. Locked. Of course it was. The glass was boarded from the outside.

“BREAK IT!” she shouted.

But Harper was staring at the mirror.

It hadn’t been there before.

It stood against the far wall, Tall, Antique, Spiderwebbed with cracks. In the reflection, the room looked different. Dilated. Too tall. The shadows were longer than their bodies. And behind them... something was moving.

Not one thing.

MANY.

Figures—faceless, stretched, twitching like meat puppets on invisible strings.

One of them tilted its head. Sniffed. Smiled.

Harper turned away from the mirror. But the reflection kept moving.

Then the glass cracked itself from the inside, as if something was pressing to come through. A hand slammed against the inside—skinless, dripping black rot, the bones VISIBLE through torn
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