


 
 

Praise for: 
The Urban Boys: Discovery of the Five Senses 

 
"An energetic YA adventure debut with stellar action 
sequences. Smith's writing is intelligent and often 
lyrical. Her exuberant prose never fails to dazzle."  
- Kirkus Reviews 
 
"Beautifully mesmerizing and wonderfully addicting!"  
- Sam Ryan, Indie Book Reviewers (4.5 stars) 
 
"Author K.N. Smith uses her mastery of the written 
word to weave an entrancing, yet powerful tale of 
adventure that keeps you turning pages in an 
unquenchable desire to find out what happens next."  
- Publishers Daily Reviews (5 stars) 
 
"Well written and very creative, ‘The Urban Boys’ is an 
absolute must-read for fans of novels such as Percy 
Jackson, Harry Potter, etc." – Anabella Johnson, Indie 
Book Reviewers (4 stars) 
 
"Holey moley, this book was terrific! Once I started 
reading I didn’t want to stop until I’d finished the whole 
thing!" – G. Hancock, Indie Book Reviewers (4 stars) 
 
"Forget spellbound. This novel will have you transfixed. 
Not wanting, but needing more. Remarkably, K.N. 
Smith's articulate word imagery is all that is needed to 
transport readers to a mysterious paranormal world. 
Make the time to connect with this piece of literary 
prowess. You will not regret it.” - V. McDermott, 
Educator, English Teachers Association of Queensland, 
Australia (5 stars) 



 

"An unforgettable and ultimately fulfilling rollercoaster 
ride that I won’t soon forget!" - Sophia Renee, Indie 
Book Reviewers (5 stars) 
 
"Author K.N. Smith has at her disposal a lyrical prose 
that describes the environment and the characters in 
such fine (and magical) detail that you can’t help but 
fall in love with the world she has created."  
- Moterwriter Reviews (4 stars) 
 
"Wow, what a crazy, mind-bending novel! K.N. Smith 
writes very descriptively and with great passion."  
- Jhonni Parker, Indie Book Reviewers (5 stars) 
 
"K.N. Smith has an incredible way with words; her 
descriptions are vivid; you see what the characters are 
seeing, you feel what they are feeling; you feel like you 
are there." - Cody Brighton, Indie Book Reviewers  
(4.5 stars) 
 
"A wonderful and deeply written emotional adventure." 
– Self Publishing Review (4 stars) 
 
"Brilliantly crafted and written!" - Megan King, Indie 
Book Reviewers (4.5 stars) 
 
"The Urban Boys by K.N. Smith is the most entertaining, 
deep, and interesting book I have read in a very long 
time!" - J. Thackery, Indie Book Reviewers (5 stars) 
 
"An emotional journey not soon forgotten, full of 
danger, conflict, tension and drama!" -John Goldman, 
Indie Book Reviewers (4 stars) 
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Chapter Fourteen 

Out at Night 
 
 
 
 

 BLANKET OF DEEP CHARCOAL MOVED ABOUT 

LIKE A SPRAWLING, SMOGGY MASS high above 

Sandry Lake, bringing with it gloom and despair 

for all to see. As a town that had fallen into a desperate 

state of disrepair, it was still amazingly contained,               

and unfortunately not as far from Danville Heights as 

one would prefer. The approximate eight-mile span 

between the two towns was actually very close.  

Sandry Lake was contained in the sense that it now 

had as few citizens as when it was first established, 

considering that most of its residents had abandoned 

ship in the name of self-preservation and fear of evil. Its 

small police force and body of elected officials had all 

but disappeared. Crime and corruption expressed itself 

in dark and evil ways.  

Coming up from beneath the shadows in unexpected 

moments of terror, something or someone had 

assumed control of the entire town and twisted the 

meaning of what it was to be a community. There were 

two factions at hand: the last of the committed citizens 

who would hang on to the end, and a cruel, dark, 

A 
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malicious force. Fighting what they largely could not 

see made for a very unpleasant battle, but these 

faithful citizens were not giving up. Their hearts were 

embedded in memories of better times, when Sandry 

Lake served as a model community within the region. 

The citizens had used their very own hands to build the 

city, and to have what was rightfully theirs stolen from 

them was an atrocity none could fathom. The problem 

was that their manpower had waned. So what began as 

a counterattack became a waiting game, and they 

struggled to survive. 

 
 

Living in squalid, makeshift quarters, a dirty band of 

goons who were all given free range as connivers, 

thieves, and thugs, roamed around at all hours looking 

for whatever they wanted to steal. If they encountered 

a citizen, they simply took what they wanted and beat 

them to the ground. The goons had been uncaged and 

even a trace of any rule had simply vanished into thin 

air.  

He orchestrated their moves, lavishing upon them 

promises of riches and power if they would only align 

with his grand scheme. By dispensing such promises to 

the lost, his following had amassed, and they were 

ready to strike at any given time.  



Discovery of the Five Senses 

 

120 
 

The goons referred to him as “he,” likely not even 

knowing his name. In fact, the mind-washing was so 

elaborate that they had even forgotten their own 

names. So far away from the truth were their lives that 

it would be impossible to salvage any one of them. 

Intent to rule, this boisterous atrocity displayed itself as 

the lowest band of hooligans on a totem pole built 

entirely out of filth and lies. Unlikely to have been an 

overnight foray, he obviously had been present for 

some time. He often dreamed of his long-range plans to 

dominate this once beautiful and established town. 
 

 
 

As a loud altercation between a citizen and a wild 

ruffian unfolded in the background, the depth of a 

shadow revealed a nasty episode in an otherwise 

unfortunate, yet common day. With its desperate 

hunger aired out in the open, a meandering chicken 

ruffled its brown and green feathers. It walked and 

pecked for any scrap that would kindly spare itself.  

In a place unfriendly to a lonely bird, it would take 

mountains of hope for a meal to be realized. 

Unfortunately, he had the same on his mind and wildly 

snatched the chicken, which sent feathers flying up and 

about. And with a quick snap of its neck, he brought it 

all to an end. Void of hesitation, he bit into the chicken, 
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spitting out blood and feathers in a most expressionless 

manner. In his mind, dinner was what it was, and if 

another bird approached, it would most certainly meet 

the same fate. Chewing and grinding away, his eyes 

glazed over, he cared less how this came to be and 

continued to spit in all directions, while wiping his 

bloody chin with his filthy rags.   

Like a fallen angel, he wanted power. He worked for 

evil and fought against good. Only he could orchestrate 

the details of these crimes so expertly executed as a 

way to run folks out so he could command the stage. 

Tall, slender, and disheveled-looking, he’d been 

surviving in the depths for quite some time. The 

comfort associated with his brand of chaos led him to 

the loneliest of places, and there he reveled.   

Not understanding his own emotional insecurities, 

he chose evil as a basis from which to operate. He had 

settled into a routine of madness, which was now in the 

director's chair of Sandry Lake.  

And from where did this emerge?  

As his eyes revealed a sliver of perceived childhood 

trauma, feeling lonely and unloved, second and not 

first, feeling left out perhaps, his internal emptiness 

spilled over, and he hung his head momentarily. Once 

happy, he somehow became willing to trade his hand 

for the dark side, surely to gain attention and a sense of 
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power that would fill an enormous void. Perceived, 

actual, or imagined, his hurt was real. But it would not 

slow him down on his journey to destruction.  
 

 
 

Compared to Sandry Lake, nightfall in Danville 

Heights had quite the opposite effect. Childrens’ eyes 

fluttered as they winked themselves to sleep, quieted 

down, and settled in for the night. For these were the 

common routines of the peaceful valley.  

There was only one thing aside its normal during this 

particular twilight: five boys lay wide awake sensing 

each other. They responded to instincts that they did 

not question, but also did not understand. The day had 

been long and rest would normally be embraced, but 

this evening had a tale to be told.  

Jordan found himself ruffling through his black sweat 

clothes, and he got dressed, opened his window, and 

jumped outside. Every single one of the boys followed 

suit, all dressed in black athletic gear, and three in 

hoodies. They briskly walked toward the preserve deep 

into the night. They were transfixed on the north and 

not speaking to each other, but occasionally traded 

glances as their respective senses burned away.  

By way of mystery, the incident with the floating 

light balls had caused a hypersensitive reaction with 
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their senses, and Jordan could literally hear the 

altercation between the citizen and the goon unfolding. 

Alex licked his lips, his tongue protruded, and then it 

went back in and out again. Kinsu's vision sharpened 

like a razor's edge, and he led the way. And as they 

picked up the pace, they gained incredible speed. From 

calm to chaotic, their worlds would change in a flash.  

As if to run off to save our very own lives, the boys 

charged ahead and never looked back, although 

uncertain of the path they were on. Enveloped by the 

night, they felt strangely at home moving into dark 

shadows. They felt a certain power as allies on this 

journey, which was now quite a ways from home. 
 

 
 

The boys' actions brought with it an anticipated 

interruption to the Dark Stranger who was resting, 

knowing fully that this day would come. Aware of the 

infancy of the situation, he quickly sprung to his feet, 

but decided to use reservation in measuring the boys. 

He could sense them, feel them, even being able to see 

them running toward Sandry Lake.  

He shared similar instincts and sensations to the 

boys, but these connections had yet to be made. 

Sensing their urgency, he followed them to this dark 

place, his black hood wrapped tightly while his cape-like 
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covering embraced the wind and advanced his 

commanding presence.  

 
 

Akin to an alarm clock from hell, these new, 

powerful instincts, coupled with nightfall, would prove 

to be bolder than ever in the history of Danville Heights. 

The boys could have ignored this calling, fought its 

beckon, but this would prove to be out of alignment 

with fate. As they tore into Sandry Lake, whipped air 

encircled a crooked, dangling sign that ironically read: 

Welcome to Sandry Lake. It swung left to right in a 

squeaky and unwelcoming manner.  

They stopped in their tracks, taking view of this evil 

domain, which loomed large above them. Underfoot, 

filthy trash served as their greeter, while broken glass 

and coarse rubble served as their guide. Moving 

forward slowly, they surveyed the area leading to the 

altercation. Rhee could smell the goon while 

pinpointing his exact location.  

Filthy or not, Chase stooped down and put his hands 

on the ground to feel for human vibrations that may 

have been surrounding them. Kinsu remained laser-

focused on his target, leading the way with Jordan next 

to him taking in every harsh word spit out by the goon, 

who then slapped the citizen, causing him to crash to 

the ground. He grabbed at the citizen's back pocket, 
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ripping his pants in an effort to steal his wallet because 

he had refused to hand it over. With his makeshift 

weapon knocked away, the citizen had become 

defenseless. He flipped over on his back to use his legs 

as a last, self-protective resort.  

Now upon the scene, Alex rushed toward the goon, 

and out of nowhere, handled him with finesse in a style 

of martial arts for which he had never been trained. 

Every single one of the boys had the same skill! Coupled 

with their newfound instincts, they made for serious 

human weapons against which the thug could not 

prevail.  

Taking him down was one thing, but when                    

three more came out of the shadows armed with        

sharp, spiked weapons, the brewing battle took a                 

turn. The boys quickly and strategically synchronized to 

whip and outsmart these thuggish creatures. A furious 

fight ensued with two-on-one, one-on-one, one-on-

three, and all in between. The boys realized they were 

pitted against a vicious band of cruelty accustomed to 

roaming in dark places and causing mayhem at will.  

Mean and muscular, the goons fought back with 

precision, punching and slapping into eternity. But the 

boys' sudden martial arts mastery was unleashed upon 

these dreadful hooligans, and their detailed, accurate 

moves dazzled in the twilight.  
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“Two more, left,” said Chase as two more thugs 

joined the fracas. Their uninvited presence agitated the 

boys.  

With the Dark Stranger witnessing it all, he allowed 

the boys to handle themselves, and he remained 

reserved. The night wind moved in and out of his black 

hood and framed his handsome face and his long hair.  

Spinning, punching, kicking, and calculating every 

move, the boys ripped into the thugs with fury, 

knocking each one unconscious, sprawled out for all to 

see. Like a mound of sorry, soggy laundry, the goons 

were piled high and left for their maker, whomever that 

might be, hiding in the shadows.  

And with the same laser-sharp vision afforded to 

Kinsu, he saw what happened and could not believe             

his eyes. Were members of his own army defeated, 

representative of weakness and a pathetic emptiness? 

He stood up boldly with the dead chicken dangling in 

his hand, blood dripping to the ground, realizing he had 

no conceivable idea of who these boys were. Their 

prowess struck him, for he knew he would need to 

assemble quickly in order to defend his perch.  

With that blanket of deep charcoal hanging over his 

head, he could do nothing besides keep his feet planted 

right where they were. Somehow, he too could sense 

them, and he knew he would need to go deep in order 
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to prevail. But the night sky offered zero comfort to 

anyone involved, and a new chapter had emerged. But 

how it would unfold remained as cloaked in darkness as 

he himself. 
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Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by 
corporations, associations, book clubs, and others. For 
details, please write to: 
 
K.N. Smith 
c/o Two Petals Publishing 
Post Office Box 233553 
Sacramento, CA 95823 
 
Or visit www.knsmith.com  
 
For orders by libraries and academic institutions, please 
contact Baker & Taylor: 
 
www.baker-taylor.com  
 
For orders by U.S. trade bookstores and wholesalers, 
please contact Ingram: 
 
www.ingramcontent.com  
 
For single print orders and Kindle or Nook e-books, 
please visit: 
  
www.amazon.com or www.bn.com  
 
E-Books in other formats are available through all major 
e-book retailers. 
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The saga continues with … 

Dark Stranger Evolution 
Book # 2 in “The Urban Boys” series 
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