Creepy smLle




It was a cold October
night, Thymmoté was
studying at the library
for his math examin 1

month. He had to keep
his good grade up for
his future job:
politician. When he was
little, he always
followed his dad to
work, he also was a
well-paid politician. He
was 9 years old when
he realised, he wanted
to be one too.



Thymmoté was a small
guy, his hair cut was
horrific: a blond mullet.
He just finished his
homework like every
other day. He stayed a
bit longer this time
because he had more
homework than any
day in the year. It was 9
o’clock and almost all
the lights were off.



school, he pen the
central doors but
unfortunately, they were
locked. He remembered
there was another door on
the side of the school.



..........
........

The moon was lighting up
the school’s hallways.
When he turned by the
corner, he saw behind
him, on the wall, a creepy
shadow figure following
him around the school.



By reflex, he turned around
to see what was following
him; it was a girl. She had

pale skin, dark eyes, and
black hair. The shadow had
that creepy smile that could

scare everyone, even the

‘fearless’ boys in his school.

The shady figure was
wearing a white bloody dress
with no shoes on.



He suddenly turned back
and started to run for his
life, running by the
nearest door that was
lock yet again. He tried to
kick it open but when he
realised, he would not be
able to push it down, he
ran to one of his
classroom and tried to
lock himself by putting a
chair under the door
handle.



He heard knocks and
scratches on the door. He
pulled his ears closer to
the door and heard a little
girl’s voice saying, “I'll be
coming back for you, don’t
you worry”. He thought
that now that she left, he
was safe. Carefully, he
opened the door.



Thymmo’!’ve the
time to react that
Jsudde%mped
on him. on the

wall then‘pfcteeded to

choke him. His vision was
' and he felt




lim nln ”'thon’“a' ~ 4

t," /

with his blg eyes.

=

v

\ | | B .

N\

. - _— \‘u, ' =
Carotwasl oking at hir h Ay Q




He heard his mom

scream at him “You’re
going to be late for

school, get up!” Her i

down the stairs, ate ht‘ >

breakfast in one go, an . "
got into his mother’s

car. 4
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