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    To my family, who taught me where home truly begins.To my friends, who always knew how to find the light in the dark.And to you — the reader —May you always stumble upon magic when you need it most,even if it finds you in the unlikeliest of places,like a carnival that blooms at midnightor a wish whispered into still water.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some places find you when you're lost.Some doors only open after midnight."
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Chapter 1: The Night We Ran
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I used to think graveyards were quiet places.

That night, I learned how loud silence can be.

The grass was wet against my back, seeping through the thin fabric of my jacket. Beside me, Alex lay under our blanket, turned toward the sky, silent. I could hear his breath, steady, but sharp at the edges, like he was trying not to let anything slip. The stones around us, angels, crosses, weathered slabs of granite, looked like they were leaning closer, like they’d been waiting. Maybe they had.

We hadn’t planned to sleep here. We hadn’t planned anything. We just... left. Another house. Another “temporary” home that smelled like bleach and broken promises. We were done pretending.

Now it was just us. Two kids in a cemetery at the edge of a town that didn’t want us. No roof. No plan. Just the cold.

Above us, the moon was swollen and silver. It made everything too bright, too clear. Every breath of wind cut sharper than it should. I pulled the blanket tighter around us and told myself we’d be fine until morning.

Then I heard it.

A sound like a music box winding itself up somewhere far away. Soft at first, almost drowned out by the wind. It came from past the headstones, curling through the trees like smoke. Notes slow, haunting. Not sad, but not safe either.

Alex sat up, blinking into the dark. “Do you hear that?”

I didn’t answer. I was holding my breath. Because it wasn’t just sound. There was a smell too. Warm sugar. Something like roasted nuts. It made my stomach knot with hunger and something else, something that felt like memory.

I sat up, too.

Beyond the last row of stones, light flickered, pale, then bright, like moonlight pouring up from the ground. Mist rolled between the graves. Out of it rose shapes that shouldn’t have been there.

Tents. Lanterns. A Ferris wheel glowing like glass.

I blinked hard, thinking it was some trick of the moonlight, but when I opened my eyes, it was still there, a carnival blooming out of the cemetery like it had been growing there all along, waiting for us.

Alex whispered, “What is that?”

I didn’t have an answer.

The music grew louder, winding around my ribs, pulling me toward it. My heart kicked hard against my chest, part fear, part something I didn’t want to name.

We stood, because staying put suddenly felt worse than moving. The tents glimmered like oil on water, colors I couldn’t name shifting across their velvet skin. The archway at the entrance shimmered, symbols I didn’t recognize crawling across the frame like living script.

Alex hovered close beside me, arms crossed tight over his chest. His jaw was set, but I knew that look, trying to stay tough. I didn’t say anything. I just took a slow step forward.

We didn’t speak.

The music drifted across the headstones, a slow waltz played on something older than any piano. It wrapped around us like mist, filling our lungs with every note. Not loud, never loud, just present, like breath on the back of your neck.

Alex moved with me, quiet, steady, scanning everything like it might blink away if he stared too long.

The tent glowed in the distance like a heartbeat under canvas, golden light spilling out between dark peaks. Beyond it, a Ferris wheel turned slowly, its outline made of moonlight and shadow. The wheel didn’t creak. It didn’t groan. It moved like time itself, inevitable, silent.
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