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Long Dedication

To those whose lives shape mine, and whose love defines this journey—this book is for you.




 For Wendi — My Wife, My Witness




Some people walk into your life quietly. You didn’t.

You showed up with grace, grit, and the kind of love that grabs hold and makes everything clearer. You've seen me at my best, cheered me through the worst, and built a life beside me that’s more than I ever thought I deserved. Your laugh is the kind of soundtrack that gives my story rhythm. Your resilience, the backbone of our home.




You are my safe harbor, my fierce defender, my patient partner in chaotic mornings and quiet evenings. You know every corner of my heart—and you still choose it. That, right there, is holy.




You’ve helped me carry burdens I never named aloud. Celebrated wins no one else noticed. Dreamed with me even when the road looked rough. You are a miracle wrapped in humor, endurance, and grace. If my words carry weight, it's because your love taught me how to speak truthfully. If I ever make people feel seen, it’s because I first saw myself in your eyes.




Thank you for believing when I doubted. For loving me through every version of me. I dedicate this book—and every breath behind it—to the love you freely give and the life you fiercely protect.







 For Ava — My Bright Star

You are joy with feet. Fire with a giggle. Courage tucked into creativity.




Your heart is wild and wide, a beautiful blend of compassion and curiosity. Every time you ask a question that stops me in my tracks, I realize how lucky I am to know the world through your eyes.




You make art out of ordinary things—a hummingbird sighting, a scribble that becomes a masterpiece, a moment that you stretch into magic. You remind me to slow down and see the wonder. You've taught me that stillness is strength and that vulnerability is beautiful.




If this book makes any young reader feel more brave or more seen, it's because I’ve spent time in the presence of your light.




Ava, thank you for your hugs, your honesty, and the kind of laughter that melts worry like ice cream in July. You are everything good about this world.







 For Grayson — My Adventure Buddy

Grayson, you’re a whirlwind of questions, a tornado of energy, a rocket fueled by passion.




You feel deeply and dream big, and I see you. I love how you move through life with both intensity and heart. Your stories are never small—they’re epic, colorful, and impossible to forget. Just like you.

You inspire every page in this book—the courage to speak up, the mischief of good-hearted rebellion, the brilliance of being exactly who you are. You make me rethink what’s possible. You remind me that being different is powerful.




The characters in this story carry pieces of you—the sparkle, the stubbornness, the soul. When readers meet Grayson Jones, they’ll feel a sliver of your spirit, and maybe, just maybe, learn to celebrate their own.




Thank you for being bold, for asking hard questions, and for keeping me on my toes. You’re my real-life plot twist and my favorite story of all.










 For Tony & Carol — My Parents, My Roots

You laid the foundation for all the love I know. You taught me what it means to show up—consistently, humbly, and wholeheartedly.




Dad, you are steady and strong, the kind of man whose quiet loyalty speaks volumes. Your wisdom has saved me more times than I can count. You taught me that the hard thing is often the right thing, and that true strength looks like gentleness wrapped around truth.




Mom, you are the heartbeat of grace. You gave me the gift of faith, wrapped in open arms and peppered with practicality. You listen like it’s your calling, love like it’s your superpower, and make even tough days bearable with a well-timed smile or pot roast.




Together, you modeled generosity and grit. You built something sacred—and gave me the courage to build something of my own.

Thank you for your sacrifices, your unconditional love, and your belief in the beauty of a second chance. I honor you here—in every sentence that seeks to heal, every story that seeks to serve.










 For Snake — Family by Heart

Snake, you are proof that family isn’t just about blood—it’s about showing up.




Your loyalty is legendary. You’ve shared meals, miles, memories—and always a good laugh with a side of wisdom. There’s a steadiness about you, like the kind of friend who’s always got your back even when the world’s spinning sideways.




You’ve helped us carry burdens with quiet strength. You've offered support with no strings attached. You bring humor where it’s needed most—and heart where it's easy to miss.




Thank you for being family in every way that counts. This book is better because you’ve been part of our story.










 For Beth & B.J. — Siblings & Soul-Tethers

Beth, you are fierce and funny, honest and loyal. You’re the kind of sister who remembers every detail and still forgives the ones I miss. You've carried me through messes, celebrated my victories, and added light to every room you enter.




You’ve helped me grow by challenging me, grounding me, and laughing with me when words weren’t enough. I’m proud of who you are and forever grateful for the bond we share. You are more than a sister—you are a compass in moments I lose my way.




B.J., you are solid gold. A brother-in-law by name, a brother by spirit. You bring calm where there’s chaos, and perspective where there’s pressure. Your integrity and sense of humor are gifts that ripple through our family.

Thank you both for making the tough times lighter, the good times richer, and for being part of a tribe that turns everyday life into a legacy.







 A Prayer for This Book & All Who Read It

God of Mercy and Light,




Thank You for the souls who breathe life into this journey. For every reader who turns a page, every child who finds hope, and every family who learns to love better—may this book be a blessing.




Protect the tender hearts. Strengthen the weary spirits. Bring joy where there’s heaviness, and laughter where there’s silence.




May this story be a reflection of Your grace. May it offer courage, compassion, and clarity. And may every person it touches know they are not alone.

Amen.







 For Those Who Serve to Keep Us Safe

To every soldier, first responder, caregiver, and quiet hero who puts others first:

Thank you.

Your bravery is not invisible. Your sacrifice is not forgotten. The long nights, the silent struggles, the steady hands—you carry the weight so others can breathe freely.

This book carries a quiet tribute to you. It carries a gratitude deeper than words can fully hold. You model honor in motion, and we are safer, freer, and more whole because of you.




May your strength be multiplied. May your service be honored. May your hearts find peace even amid the chaos you often stand in.

You are protectors. You are heroes. And we thank you.







 One Last Blessing

To everyone who finds themselves somewhere in this story—

May you know that your voice matters. That your quirks are gifts. That your story belongs.

Whether you laugh, cry, or reread a favorite chapter twenty times—know you were thought of when this was written.

You are loved. You are seen. You are welcome here.

With all my heart,

Nora Aron





Read Before you read this book Preface

Everything in this book is made up.

Well… almost everything.

Buried between the lockers, drama, and questionable cafeteria food are a few real facts—hidden like Easter eggs just waiting to be discovered. But here's the twist: I’ve also tucked in a handful of errors on purpose. Yes, that’s right. They're in there. Somewhere. Maybe.

Your mission, should you choose to accept it: figure out what’s true, what’s totally made up, and what’s gloriously wrong. Think of it as a choose-your-own-adventure meets a fact-finding scavenger hunt—Grayson-style.

So read carefully, question boldly, and keep your brain ready. The truth might be stranger than fiction, but in this book, fiction is way more fun





Noktir Erases Grayson Jones

By Nora Aron


Chapter 1 – The Dare in the Library

Grayson Jones had three rules for surviving seventh grade:


1.Never eat the cafeteria chili, even if it’s free.

2.Always wear clothes with a cactus logo (because cactuses are tough, and Grayson needed all the toughness he could fake).

3.Never, ever, under any circumstances, let Theo Orth talk you into anything.

He was about to break rule number three. Again.

It was 4:12 p.m. on a Friday, and instead of being on his couch with a mountain of peanut butter crackers and video games, Grayson was in the Danville Middle School library. The empty library. Everyone else had bolted for the weekend, but Theo had convinced him to stay because, according to Theo, “Detention isn’t detention if nobody catches us.”

“I can’t believe I’m letting you talk me into this,” Grayson muttered, tugging at the sleeve of his cactus hoodie. The hoodie’s logo—a prickly green cactus with a smirk—looked like it was mocking him.

Theo Orth, his best friend (and professional bad idea factory), grinned like he was about to steal a cake from a bear. “You’re not letting me talk you into anything. This is… an adventure. You said you wanted your life to be more exciting, right?”

“I said I wanted fewer math quizzes, not demonic library adventures.”

Theo ignored him. He was busy rummaging through the “Restricted and Weirdly Charred” section of the library, which Miss Callahan (their history teacher-slash-reluctant-librarian) kept padlocked most days. But today? The lock was mysteriously missing.

That should’ve been their first clue to leave.

“Check this out!” Theo hissed, pulling a book from the bottom shelf. It was about as inviting as a haunted house—blackened around the edges, its title half-burned away. Only two words were still legible, stamped in crooked, faded ink:

PALO INDIAN MYTHS.

The cover smelled like campfire and bad decisions.

“Put it back,” Grayson said immediately. “Books that smell like barbecue never end well.”

Theo hugged it to his chest. “Oh, come on. Miss Callahan says these old Palo stories are so rare, the Smithsonian wanted them. You want to get a head start on your history debate or not?”

Grayson squinted at him. “You actually want to study? Who are you and what have you done with Theo Orth?”

Theo smirked. “Not study. Read out loud… specifically the creepy parts. Bet you won’t.”

Grayson groaned. “Theo, the last time I took one of your bets, I ended up wearing a tutu at lunch.”

“That was worth it,” Theo said without an ounce of shame. “Now read. I dare you.”

Grayson eyed the room. The library was unnervingly silent, like even the air didn’t want to be there. The flickering fluorescent light above the “Myths & Legends” aisle made everything look like a bad horror movie. And the burned book? Yeah, this was how all their favorite ghost stories started.

But Grayson wasn’t about to back down. His stepmom, Mary, always said he had a stubborn streak a mile wide. Also, Theo would never let him live it down if he chickened out.

“Fine,” Grayson muttered, plopping down at one of the study tables. He opened the book, coughing as a puff of ash floated up. The pages were brittle, like they might dissolve if he breathed too hard. Most of the text was written in faded ink and some weird old script, but a few lines had been translated in the margins by someone with very messy handwriting.

Grayson cleared his throat dramatically. “Ahem. ‘In the time before the rivers were named, there was Noktir, the God of Erasure. Noktir walked where shadows pooled, wiping away those who offended the spirits. Noktir was not cruel… only thorough.’”

The word Noktir felt heavy in his mouth, like it didn’t belong in the air.

Theo grinned. “Say it again. Louder. Make it spooky.”

Grayson shot him a look. “Why? So, the book can curse me twice as fast?”

“Because I double dare you,” Theo said. His grin widened. “Triple dare.”

Grayson rolled his eyes and kept reading.

“‘His name was whispered only when one wished to vanish an enemy… or themselves. The ancients warned: Speak not Noktir’s name, unless you wish to fade like ink beneath water.’”

The lights flickered.

Both boys froze.

The old fluorescent bulbs buzzed, dimmed, and then flashed bright white for a second, casting long, skeletal shadows across the aisles. The air grew colder, like someone had opened a freezer door.

Grayson slowly lowered the book. “Theo… did you pay the electric bill for the school?”

Theo’s eyes were wide, but his grin didn’t falter. “Congratulations,” he whispered. “You broke the library.”

Grayson blinked at him. “I know, right? Do we get extra credit for this or just ghosts?”

Before Theo could answer, a sound rustled through the aisles. It wasn’t footsteps. It was more like… paper tearing, soft and slow.

The shadows stretched unnaturally along the bookshelves, curling toward them like spilled ink.

Grayson snapped the book shut. “Okay, field trips over. Let’s go.”

Theo leaned forward, eyes sparkling with a mix of fear and excitement. “Wait. Look.”

The book was still warm in Grayson’s hands. A faint, smoky outline of letters appeared on the closed cover, like invisible ink coming to life. One word, scrawled across the front, pulsed as if breathing:

NOKTIR.

The lights died completely.

For three full seconds, the library was swallowed in black. Grayson couldn’t even see Theo—just heard his whisper, too loud in the dark:

“…Did we just… wake something up?”

Something moved between the stacks. Soft, polite, like a butler brushing past.

Then the lights snapped back on, humming. The shadows retreated. The book looked normal again—well, as normal as a half-burned, cursed artifact could look.

Theo grinned nervously. “That… was awesome. We should definitely not tell anyone about this.”

Grayson shoved the book back at him. “We should definitely burn it, bury the ashes, and move to Canada.”

But Theo wasn’t listening. He was staring at something just beyond Grayson’s shoulder.

Grayson turned.

In the far corner of the library, near the globe stand, the air shimmered like heat rising off pavement. For a fraction of a second, Grayson swore he saw the outline of a tall figure—thin, hunched slightly, holding something like a pencil the size of a sword. Its face was obscured by shadow, but it looked like it was smiling… politely.

Then it was gone.

Theo’s grin faltered for the first time all day. “Uh… Grayson? You saw that, right?”

Grayson swallowed hard. “Yep. Totally saw nothing. We’re leaving now.”

As they bolted for the exit, Grayson glanced back at the book. It had fallen off the table, pages fluttering. Just before the library door slammed behind them, a whisper brushed his ear, faint and cold:

“Say it again…”

Grayson didn’t sleep that night. And for the first time in his life, he didn’t want his life to be more exciting.


Chapter 2 – Laundry Room Horror

Grayson’s laundry was supposed to be the safest, most boring part of his weekend.


It wasn’t.

He stood in the basement laundry room, staring at the washing machine like it had just insulted his family. Inside, the water was still sloshing, the machine humming. But the one thing he cared about—the cactus hoodie, the only clothing item he trusted to make him feel like himself—was gone.

Not “in the corner of the washer” gone. Not “stuck to the side” gone. Just… gone.

In its place was a sticky note, pale yellow, stuck to the inside drum, bone dry despite the swirling water. In neat, thin letters:

STOP SAYING IT.

Grayson froze. He hadn’t told anyone about the library. Not his dad, not Mary, not even Theo. He hadn’t said the name again, either—not out loud, at least. Did thinking it count?

The washer lid slammed shut on its own. The hum deepened, vibrating the floor like a warning growl.

Grayson’s throat went dry. He backed up until his shoulders hit the cold cement wall. His brain screamed to run, but his knees buckled, and he dropped down hard on them instead.

For the first time since second grade (back when he’d prayed not to throw up during a spelling bee), Grayson prayed out loud.

Grayson’s Prayer :

“God, I don’t know if You do house calls for… whatever this is, but I really need help. Please keep me safe, because I have no clue what’s happening. I don’t want to disappear, and I really don’t want to get erased by a shadow thing with a giant pencil. Protect my family, too—even Theo, even though this is all his fault. Help me not be scared, and help me not to do anything super dumb, which I know is asking a lot. Please, just… be here with me. Amen.”

The hum stopped.

Grayson opened his eyes. The sticky note was gone. The washing machine lid stood open, still, as if nothing had happened.

The hoodie was back, folded neatly on top of the dryer.

But the smirking cactus logo looked… different. Not smiling. Frowning.

And as Grayson reached for it, a faint sound came from the drainpipe below the washer—a whisper, bubbling up like air in water:

“…Say it again…”

Grayson snatched the hoodie, bolted upstairs, and locked every door he passed.

That night, he slept with the lights on, the hoodie balled up under his pillow like a talisman.


Chapter 3 – Dream #1: Erased House

Grayson Jones dreamed weird even on a normal night.


Once, he dreamed his stepmom Mary opened a diner where every customer had to wear flippers. Another time, his history teacher Miss Callahan was a ninja who only fought substitute teachers.

But this? This was weirder.

It started with his hoodie talking to him.

The smirking cactus on his hoodie—currently balled up on his chest like a teddy bear—cleared its throat and spoke in a snooty British accent:

“Master Jones, I do say, if you intend to be erased tonight, might I suggest brushing your teeth first? Presentation is everything.”

Grayson, half-asleep, grumbled, “I don’t even have British teeth.”

The cactus sighed dramatically. “Suit yourself. One hates to see one’s owner obliterated without dignity.”

Grayson rolled over, tangled in his blanket, and was about to drift back into a normal, hoodie-free dream when the sound started.

It wasn’t a crash. Not footsteps. Not breathing.

It was… scratching.

Soft, steady, rhythmic. Like someone dragging chalk across a board, but deeper, more deliberate.

He opened his eyes.

The room was wrong. His bed, his walls, his posters—gone. He was standing barefoot on the cold floor of his house’s living room. The lights were on, but dim, as if every bulb was covered in dust. Outside the windows, there was no yard. No trees. No street. Just a blank white void stretching forever.

And there, in the middle of the room, was him.

Not Theo. Not Mary.

Him.

Tall, lean, shadows clinging like a second skin. His head tilted at a polite angle, as if he were about to ask for a cup of tea. In his hand, balanced like an artist’s brush, was a pencil—longer than Grayson’s entire body, sharpened to a needlepoint.

Noktir.

Grayson’s lips parted, but no sound came out. The air tasted like dust and old paper.

Noktir didn’t speak. Instead, he gently touched the pencil tip to the edge of the living room wall. With a slow, deliberate stroke, he began to erase.

The wallpaper, the wall studs, the very air—gone in a single line, like they’d never been. The sound was unbearable, a deep scraping hiss that vibrated in Grayson’s teeth.

Noktir glanced at him once as he worked, his face mostly shadow, but his mouth curved in the faintest of smiles. Polite. Patient. Professional.

Grayson stumbled backward. “Wait—HEY—stop! This is my house!”

Noktir paused, tilting his head slightly, as if considering the request. His voice, when it came, was soft. Gentle. The kind of voice a librarian might use while telling you to keep quiet.

“This house… offends the spirits.”

Grayson’s voice cracked. “What spirits? My stepmom’s cat?!”

Noktir resumed erasing. Another section of wall vanished. Then the couch. The TV blinked out like a dead pixel.

Grayson ran to the front door. There wasn’t one. Just blank wall. His hand slid across smooth white nothingness.

“Okay, okay,” Grayson babbled, spinning. “I get it, this is a dream. Just a dream. I’m gonna wake up, and you’re just… what? Sleep-paralysis guy? A shadow tooth fairy?”

Noktir didn’t answer.
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