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​Introduction: The Arithmetic of a Miracle
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Most twelve-year-olds look at a chocolate bar and see a snack. Oliver Thorne looked at a chocolate bar and saw a complex molecular structure of theobromine, sucrose, and cocoa butter.

Oliver lived his life by a strict set of laws. The Law of Gravity. The Law of Conservation of Mass. And, perhaps most importantly, the Law of the Monday Morning Chore List. He didn’t have time for fairy tales, and he certainly didn't have time for "wonder." To Oliver, wonder was just a word for people who hadn't bothered to read the manual.

But logic has a funny way of failing when the floor starts to bleed fudge.

While Oliver was busy calculating the electrical load of his mother’s dying toaster, deep beneath the crust of the Earth, a different kind of engine was seizing up. The Kingdom of Orizaba, a realm where physics was written in caramel and geography was sculpted from ganache, was dying. The Easter Queen, the literal heartbeat of that sweetness, was turning to ash.

A "Bitter Blight" had arrived—a silent, salty entropy that stripped the flavor from the air and the color from the sky. It was a war between the Sweet and the Still, and the Sweet was losing.

What Orizaba needed wasn't another dreamer. It didn't need a poet or a prince. It needed someone who understood how things worked. It needed a boy who could look at a broken heart and see a jammed gear.

This is not a story about a boy who learned to believe in magic. This is a story about a boy who realized that magic is just the science we haven't written down yet—and that sometimes, the most responsible thing you can do is jump into a puddle of chocolate and hope you don't melt.

​Hold your breath. The recipe for the world is about to change.
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​Chapter 1: The Scent of Secret Ingredients
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Oliver Thorne was a boy of cold facts and sharp corners. At twelve years old, his bedroom was organized by Dewey Decimal System, and his socks were color-coded by the day of the week. To Oliver, "imagination" was just a word people used when they didn't want to admit they were wrong about the weather.

"Oliver, honey? The toaster's doing that sparking thing again!" his mother called from the kitchen. Her voice was strained, competing with the rhythmic thump-clack of a washing machine that had seen better decades.

Oliver looked up from his chemistry set, pushing his thick-rimmed glasses up the bridge of his nose. "I’ve told you, Mom. If you run the toaster and the microwave simultaneously, you exceed the circuit’s threshold. It’s basic electrical load management."

"Well, managing the load has turned the lights off in the hallway," she sighed. "Could you check the breaker in the basement?"

Oliver stood, smoothing out the wrinkles in his cargo pants. The basement was his least favorite part of the house. It was damp, illogical, and smelled of wet concrete and spiders. But responsibility was his middle name—literally. Oliver Responsible Thorne. (His father had a strange sense of humor).

He grabbed his heavy-duty LED flashlight and descended the wooden stairs. Each step let out a dry, splintering groan.

Creak. Snap. Moan.

But as he reached the final three steps, the air changed. The basement usually smelled like old newspapers and copper pipes. Now, it was thick enough to chew. It was a heavy, velvety scent that coated the back of his throat.

Roasted cacao. Madagascar vanilla. Caramelizing cane sugar.

"That's... structurally impossible," Oliver whispered.

He clicked on his flashlight. The beam cut through the dark, but instead of reflecting off gray cinderblocks, the light hit something glossy. Something moving.

At the base of the old, rusted water heater, a crack had formed in the concrete floor. It wasn't leaking water. A thick, dark, shimmering ribbon of warm chocolate was bubbling up like a subterranean spring. It didn't pool like a normal liquid; it swirled in a perfect, hypnotic Fibonacci spiral, pulsing with a faint, amber inner light.

"A pipe must have burst," Oliver muttered, though he knew no plumbing in the suburbs of Ohio carried high-grade melted fudge. "Perhaps a pressurized sugar-syrup pocket in the shale..."

He knelt at the edge of the dark pool. He reached out a finger, intending to take a sample for a viscosity test. But as his skin broke the surface, the "fudge" didn't feel like food. It felt like a heartbeat. It was warm, humming with a vibration that made his teeth ache.

Suddenly, the pool erupted.

A hand—no larger than a doll’s, but textured like a rough ginger-snap—bolted out of the chocolate. It grabbed Oliver’s wrist with surprising, sticky strength.

"You're late!" a muffled, high-pitched voice barked from beneath the surface. "The Ganache Glaciers are half-melted and you’re just standing there staring at your own reflection! Grab the whisk, Giant!"

"I—I don't have a whisk!" Oliver stammered, his logical brain short-circuiting. "And I’m not a giant, I'm in the fiftieth percentile for my height—"

"Close enough!" the voice squealed.

The hand yanked. Oliver, caught off balance and betrayed by the laws of physics, tumbled forward. The fudge didn't splash; it opened like a mouth. The basement ceiling vanished, replaced by a swirling tunnel of bronze light and the deafening sound of a thousand candy wrappers crinkling at once.

Oliver Thorne, the boy who didn't believe in magic, was currently falling through a hole in reality made of seventy-percent dark cocoa.
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​Chapter 2: Down the Fondue Fall
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