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✍️ Dedication


	For everyone who ever wished Halloween could last a little longer and Christmas could come a bit sooner.

	





	
🌙✨ Epigraph


	"Between the flicker of a pumpkin flame and the sparkle of a Christmas star lies a night when both are true."
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Chapter 1 – A Town of Two Seasons

	Everwick was never just an ordinary town. It was a place where the calendar stopped, caught between the rustling bronze of October and the crisp, glittering white of December. Walk down Main Street in late December, and you’d see what tourists always whispered about: one side glowing with the saccharine perfection of a holiday card—Christmas lights strung so tight they looked painted onto the eaves, massive candy-cane arches spanning the sidewalk, and cheerful carolers bundled in thick coats. Frosted shop windows displayed miniature toy trains winding through snowy villages and opulent wreaths of pine and velvet.

	Yet, directly across the street, the air shifted, tasting of woodsmoke and old cider. This side flickered with the unsettling charm of perpetual autumn—carved pumpkins grinned from every stoop, massive scarecrows, clad in patched denim and straw, leaned against lamp posts like tired watchmen, and skeleton garlands strung across porches rattled softly in the breeze. Lanterns carved from gourds and bone never seemed to burn out, casting long, wavering shadows. It was as though the ancient spirits of autumn refused to vacate their hold, and the solemn magic of winter refused to arrive fully, and in Everwick, both powerful worlds had decided to linger, perpetually challenging one another.

	Seventeen-year-old Clara Holloway often wondered if her town was cursed—or profoundly blessed. Her father, a man who believed in cheer as a shield, strung his Christmas lights across their porch immediately after Thanksgiving, transforming their house into a beacon of green and red that hummed with electricity. He joked he worked for Santa. Yet their next-door neighbor, a stern woman named Mrs. Eldridge, still stacked hay bales topped with grinning jack-o’-lanterns, their faces glowing long after Halloween had passed. Mrs. Eldridge claimed the pumpkins were better than security cameras. The holiday rivalry wasn’t just decoration; it was the pulse of Everwick itself, deciding who got the first customers, who won the town council’s aesthetic prize, and whose mood prevailed.

	Clara tugged her thick wool scarf tighter against the December chill, her breath turning to mist that instantly dissipated in the contradictory air. She felt pulled in both directions. She genuinely liked both holidays—the cozy feeling of a Christmas morning, the exhilarating freedom of a masked Halloween night—but since her mother’s death last year, Christmas had felt hollow, stripped of its core warmth and meaning. Her father's frantic cheer felt like desperation. Halloween’s shadows, however, felt closer to how she carried grief—unsettling, lingering, but undeniably alive, a reminder that not everything was gone and that memory still pulsed beneath the surface. The holidays warred inside her just as they did outside her window.
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