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CHAPTER 1: The Yawn that Shook the Clouds
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In the heart of a sky that always shimmered lavender, where stars peeked out even during nap-time and where every breeze smelled faintly of vanilla marshmallows, there floated a soft and pillowy realm called Pillowland. It wasn’t just made of pillows—it was pillows. Puffy hills. Cushioned trees. Even the rivers were made of melted feather-fluff, gurgling softly with a sleepy giggle.

But what made Pillowland truly magical was that every single pillow could talk.

Not just boring talk like “fluff me up” or “turn me over.” No—these pillows had attitude. Some were brave. Some were shy. Some were silly and bounced everywhere like jellybeans with springs. And some... well, some were dream-weavers, whispering stories into the ears of sleepyheads so they could dream of dragons made of clouds or tea parties with dancing spoons.

At the very center of this world, under the Dreambeam Tree (which glowed softly during bedtime hours), sat a round, velvet-red pillow named Nimbus. Nimbus was the oldest, wisest, and squishiest of all the pillows in Pillowland. His corners drooped like sleepy eyes, and his voice sounded like it came from under a cozy blanket.

Today, Nimbus was doing what he did best: yawning.

But not just any yawn.

This yawn was colossal. So wide and deep it rattled the Snore Mountains and made the Sleepytime Lake ripple with giggles.

"AhhhHHH-ooommmmfffhhhhh..." echoed Nimbus.

Down in Bouncebrush Meadow, a snappy little pillow named Pippa Puff was practicing her flips. She had springs sewn into her corners and could do a triple twist with a pirouette—and still land soft as a whisper. The moment she heard Nimbus’s mighty yawn, she flipped mid-air and gasped.

“Oh fluff feathers! That wasn’t just a yawn... that was a Calling Yawn!”

Pippa zipped across the clouds to tell her best friends: Snug, a grumpy but lovable plaid pillow with patches on his face, and Tumble, a round travel pillow who talked fast and often got tangled in his own thoughts.

Snug was lying in his usual spot under a napberry bush, eyes half-closed, muttering about how he hated surprises.

“Calling Yawns only happen once every... what, eight hundred naptimes?” he grumbled.

Pippa bounced. “Exactly! Nimbus is calling a Gathering. Something important is about to happen in Pillowland. Maybe even... an adventure!”

Tumble spun in a circle. “Ooooh! An adventure! Will there be thunder? Or clouds shaped like spaghetti? Or talking moon-balloons? Or—”

Snug gave him a fluff-slap. “Get your threads straight. Nimbus wouldn’t yawn like that unless Pillowland was in real trouble.”

The three friends made their way to the Dreambeam Tree, which stood in the middle of the Cozy Commons. All around, pillows of every shape, fabric, and fluff-level were gathering. Satin pillows, corduroy pillows, silk button pillows with tassels, even a family of glowing nightlight pillows that hummed lullabies in harmony.

Nimbus slowly opened one eye.

“Pillowfolk... gather your zippers,” he rumbled. “Something has stirred in the corners of our dreams.”

A hush fell across the crowd.

“In the darkest puff of the Napping Nebula, a rip in the Dream-Veil has appeared.”

Muffled gasps. A few buttons popped off in shock.

“That veil protects the dreams of all sleepers from the Night Crinkles,” Nimbus continued gravely. “If the veil breaks... nightmares could leak in. Even into our land.”

Pippa jumped up. “Then we have to fix it!”

Snug groaned. “Here we go...”

Tumble wobbled excitedly. “Oh, oh! I bet it’s an ancient dream-beast with twenty sleepy eyes and wings made of lost socks!”

Nimbus gave a slow, knowing nod. “We need brave pillows. Soft but strong. Full of dreams and stitched with courage. This is not a fluff for all. But some of you... are ready.”

Three tiny puffs of dream-dust floated from Nimbus's seams. One landed on Pippa's springy corner. Another glowed on Tumble’s backstrap. The last wobbled toward Snug, who tried to dodge, but it clung to his patch.

“Drat,” he muttered.

“Your task,” said Nimbus, “is to travel to the Frayfields, through the Snore Forest, across the Toss-and-Turn Mountains, and into the Dream-Veil. There, you must find the Thread of Stillness and mend the rip before the Night Crinkles sneak through.”

Pippa was already stretching. “We’re ready!”

Tumble spun. “This is gonna be AMAZING!”

Snug sighed. “Someone better pack snacks.”

Just then, the clouds above flickered. A ripple of uneasy dreams passed overhead. The edges of Pillowland turned slightly grey, like a faded blanket.

Nimbus closed both eyes now. “Go, little pillows. Dream bravely. Stitch tightly. And don’t forget to fluff each other when the road gets tough.”

As the trio set off past the Snugwood Gates, the Dreambeam Tree glowed a little brighter—sending them off with the warm light of stories yet to be told.

The journey began with a bounce. Literally.

Pippa launched herself off a cloudspring into the air, flipping three times, landing softly on a giggle patch.

“Woo-hoo! The adventure begins!”

Snug dragged behind. “Can it begin after a nap?”

Tumble rolled after them, his voice trailing in loops. “I packed extra thread, and lint lotion, and I brought the squeaky dream-horn just in case, and I even snuck in a glow-nap cracker although Snug said no food—”

“Shush!” Snug muttered. “Listen.”

The Snore Forest stood ahead like a maze of yawning trees. Their branches curled like sleepy arms, and every few minutes, a tree would softly say things like “Five more minutes...” or “I don’t wanna get up...”

A path opened between two giant snooze-oaks, their leaves shaped like dream bubbles.

Pippa led the way. “We have to stay quiet and polite in the Snore Forest. The trees get cranky if you wake them up wrong.”

Tumble whispered, “What’s the right way?”

Pippa pointed to a sign: “Snore Forest Rules:

	No sudden noises.

	Always say ‘excuse me’ to low-hanging branches.

	Do not step on the Snuggle Mushrooms—they hold grudges.

	If a Napvine hugs you, let it finish before moving on.”


They tiptoed through. Whisper-lights flickered between the tree trunks. Little dream-bugs glowed as they passed.

Suddenly, a low growl rumbled ahead. Not scary—more like a snore with too much grumble.

A shape loomed. Round. Tall. Drowsy-eyed.

It was a Doze Bear.

These creatures guarded the Snore Forest from loud visitors. They weren’t mean—just deeply, deeply sleepy.

Snug froze. “If it wakes up, it’ll start hibernation-dancing.”

Pippa gasped. “And if it dances, the forest goes into napquake!”

Tumble whispered, “What do we do?!”

Pippa slowly reached into her fluff and pulled out... a Lullabel—a tiny silver bell that sang when you shook it softly.

She gave it a gentle jingle.

Tiiiing... ting-ting... ting....

The Doze Bear stirred. Its eyes fluttered. It smiled faintly... and rolled over onto its other side.

Crisis averted.

The trio tiptoed past, until they reached a clearing made of dream-lilies. Each one pulsed with the memory of a child’s dream—a flying bike, a talking kitten, a floating library made of marshmallows.

At the center stood a circle of sleepy stones.

Tumble gasped. “The Napping Stones! They lead to the Frayfields!”

Pippa nodded. “Once we cross them, we can’t turn back.”

Snug pulled out a tiny cup of warm milk. “Then let’s cross and get this over with. Before I start snoring.”

One by one, they stepped onto the stones. The moment their fluff touched them, a soft whoosh surrounded them—like falling into the coziest quilt.

They vanished in a swirl of dream-light... heading toward the Frayfields.

But above them, high in the greying sky, something else stirred. A flutter. A crackle.

And the first Night Crinkle, a shadow with a jagged grin and giggling whispers, opened one glowing eye.

It had smelled the yawn.

And it was hungry.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2: Trouble in the Frayfields
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When the dream-light faded, the three pillows landed with a soft floomp onto a wide patch of tangled threads, misty air, and drifting tufts of lost dreams. This was the Frayfields—the place where forgotten dreams unraveled, where bedtime thoughts came to rest when no one finished them. It was a quiet, beautiful mess of imagination and mystery.

Pippa stood first. “We made it! Oof—well, mostly intact.”

Tumble was stuck upside down in a heap of half-dreamed blanket creatures. “Do I still have my zipper? Check if my zipper’s still there!”

Snug tugged him free with a sigh. “You’re fine. But we’re not staying long, got it? I already don’t like the smell of unraveling dreams. It smells like... old oatmeal and socks.”

The ground beneath them shifted constantly—little loops of thread twitched like sleepy worms, and patches of ideas blinked in and out of shape. One moment, a castle made of toast rose from the hill, and the next it melted into fog.

“This place is weird,” Tumble whispered. “I kinda like it.”

Pippa nodded. “It’s supposed to be weird. The Frayfields are where dreams go when kids forget them mid-sleep. If we can find the Thread of Stillness, we’ll be able to reach the Dream-Veil.”

A tiny sound tickled their fluff—like distant giggling, high-pitched and scratchy.

Snug’s button-eye narrowed. “Did you hear that?”

All three pillows froze.

The sound came again—closer now. A rustling, whispery laugh that
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