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To her, the fair always felt like the best kind of chaos. Millie turned away from a family throwing balls at ducklings on tracks to watch as a batch of excited riders ran to find their seats on what looked like a glowing spaceship. The smells of piping hot funnel cakes, popcorn, and melted chocolate filled her nostrils. Not too far away, a larger than life Ferris wheel groaned as it began to move.

There was so much to do! She was glad she still had the rest of the night to experience it all, and not alone. Places like fairgrounds lost fragments of their magic when visited alone. She adjusted the leather straps of her wristwatch and raised her eyebrows at the time: half past nine. Where could Emmanuel be? She’d been waiting in the middle of the fairgrounds for the past thirty minutes, just like he’d told her to. She was tempted to walk off and start browsing souvenirs when a hand was placed on her shoulder.

She jumped in surprise and turned to face two casually dressed men. The first was about her height, with wild brown hair streaked with bolts of gray and soft hazel eyes. The second was taller and much more broad around the shoulders. His hair was pulled back into a tight black ponytail. He looked bored as he picked extraordinarily fluffy pink cotton candy from a stick.
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