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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“Ugh, dude, did you watch that movie last night?” Jude Lennon bounced the basketball twice and threw it to his best friend, Keegan Watts, who hit it with his cricket bat.

	“Which one?” Keegan watched the ball sail into the air and land neatly in the basketball net. “Score!”

	Jude grinned and ran after the ball. “That Elm Street movie with the claw dude.” He picked up the ball and quickly threw it at Keegan.

	It surprised him, but Keegan reacted and managed to hit the ball in the direction of the hoop. It bounced off the metal ring. “No fair, I wasn’t ready,” he complained and stuck a hand on his hip while his friend retrieved the ball. “You mean Nightmare on Elm Street?”

	“Yeah, that one.” Jude walked over to him, bouncing the ball. “Was that weird shit or what? Enough to give you nightmares.”

	“Dunno. Didn’t watch it.” Keegan eyed his friend. “What? You sayin’ it gave you nightmares?” Laughter burst out of him. “You’re kiddin’ ain’t you? You, having nightmares? Since when?” He’d known Jude since he was little. Being neighbours, they’d grown up together, attended the same school, and played on the same sports teams. He’d also never known Jude to have nightmares.

	“No…I’m not.” Jude frowned at his friend. “I may be a horror buff, but no movie has ever given me weirdo dreams before. I’ve heard about Elm Street for years, read about it, know what the plot is, but had never actually seen it. So, since there’s a movie-fest on TV of all eight movies, I thought this is the perfect chance to see them. But that…ugh, I don’t like Johnny Depp, but did you see what happened to his character? Yikes!” He shuddered. “Exactly what nightmares are made of.”

	“You scaredy-cat.” Keegan chuckled. “You know full well horror movies aren’t real. That it’s all make-up and green screen special effects.” He tapped the ground with his bat. “Come on, throw it, scaredy-cat.”

	Jude’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, is that how it’s going to be?” He bounced the ball hard in Keegan’s direction, and watched it fly into the air.

	Keegan managed to hit it, but it landed on the garage roof and lazily bounced down into the hoop. “Score!” Keegan threw his hands into the air and ran around the backyard.

	“Ah, bum!” Jude stomped his foot and crossed his arms. “No fair!”

	“Neither was you bouncing the ball so hard,” Keegan chastised. “Just coz I called you a scaredy-cat.”

	“Which I’m not,” Jude spat crossly. “It just gave me weird nightmares, is all. Have you seen it? Coz you can’t tell me not to have nightmares if you haven’t seen it. I’d like to see how you go.”

	“I think I saw it years ago.” Keegan tried to remember back. At fifteen, it wasn’t a movie for his age group anyway, and he wasn’t into horror like Jude.

	“I mean, seriously…” Jude held the ball to his chest and contemplated his next move while talking. “How would you like that claw to come out of the bed? How many times did we think there were monsters under our beds as kids…and that movie has to go and be made about it. The ultimate monster and it looks like that. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be sucked into my bed.” He dashed left and darted right, threw the ball back over his shoulder and turned around to watch it fly right past the hoop. “Ah, bum!”

	“Well, if you dedicated the time you spend on horror movies to learning how to play basketball, you’d be able to take the shot,” Keegan teased.

	“Bugger off,” Jude sniped and ran after the ball. Walking back to his friend, he added, “You wanna come over and watch movie number two?”

	“Now I’m telling you to bugger off,” Keegan replied. “There’s no way I’m watching that stuff if it’s as scary as that. Why would I want nightmares? Besides, that, I just realised that we actually live on Elm Street.”

	Jude’s eyes grew wide. “Bloody hell! No wonder I’m having nightmares.”

	“Dude, that’s not why.” Keegan motioned for him to throw the ball. “It’s coz you’re a scaredy-cat.” He barely managed to duck before being hit on the head with the ball. “Oi! What’d you do that for?”

	“Why do you think?” Jude snickered. “Dare you to watch the first movie this afternoon, then the second one with me tonight, and then go to sleep and tell me it didn’t give you nightmares.”

	Keegan rolled his eyes. “Are you that much of a—”

	“Don’t say it,” Jude warned, and stuck out his hand. “Deal?”

	Reluctantly, Keegan extended his hand. “Deal.”

	 

	*****

	 

	The boys managed to find the first movie online and watched it that evening before the second movie that night.

	“Well?” Jude asked after it had finished. “Enough to give you nightmares?”

	“Meh, I doubt it.” Keegan stretched his muscles out and rested back against Jude’s bed where they’d been sitting on the floor watching TV in his bedroom. “Personally, I don’t think it’s scary enough to bring on nightmares.”

	“Well…something made me think of that damn claw last night,” Jude muttered. “I’m gonna go the bathroom and grab some snacks from the fridge. Want anything?”

	“A soda,” Keegan replied and changed the channel to see what else was on. He’d thought the movie was rather boring and wasn’t really into watching the second. But a deal was a deal.

	They watched Nightmare on Elm Street II and lasted until the credits rolled and the network played an ad for their latest reality show.

	“Well?” Jude turned to his best friend. “Not as good as number one. Something tells me they’ll just get worse.”

	“That would be all of the reviews we read online.” Keegan sniggered. “Yeah, still don’t think much of it.”

	“It probably is the ultimate monster under the bed movie. I mean, really, who’d wanna sleep knowing that was gonna happen?” Jude changed the channel to see what else was on. “I certainly don’t want claws to come up and get me in the middle of the night.”

	Keegan shook his head. “You daft sod, still acting like such a child. This thing ain’t real. It’s just some dude in make-up and a glove.” He wearily climbed to his feet. “I’m gonna go. Sweet dreams, dude.” A chuckle left him as he climbed out the window and through the tree between their houses.

	“At least he didn’t call me scaredy-cat,” Jude muttered and turned the TV off to get ready for bed.

	“Sweet dreams, scaredy-cat,” Keegan called from his room.

	Jude heard his chuckle and stuck himself halfway out his window. “I’m not a freakin’ scaredy-cat, you simpleton.”

	Keegan flipped him the bird and closed his window.

	Jude did the same and hoped his locked window kept the monsters at bay.
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