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Dedication 
[image: ]


For those who carried songs through silence, even when no one was listening. 
“Legacy is the tune you leave behind... make it true” -Buck

It is not a guitar. It is a choice, disguised as music. 

Author’s Notes 

“I didn’t write this story as an escape, but as a way to show that every sound we carry, laughter, grief, riffs in a garage, can echo farther than we think. Thank you for walking through these pages with me.” 
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Chapter 1 - Strings in the Quiet
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Aidan’s room always felt like the truest map of who he was. Step through the door and the first thing you saw was the bed in the center, quilt folded unevenly because he never bothered to make it right. To the right, tucked into the corner, the Ibanez stood on its stand like a silent companion, wood catching light even in the dim. 

G.Buck pressed his hoof into the soil, marking it like a chord on Aidan’s Ibanez, firm as Abby’s journal under Salem’s lamplight. Farewell wasn’t loss but stewardship, care for what remained. ‘Goodbye is not absence,’ he rumbled, antlers bowing over land and sky. Though I may fade, my voice in Buck’s courage springs anew. In that courage, he trusted, the next hand would carry the light, like Clara’s bandages weaving healing across time.

Beside it, further along the wall, sat the record player his dad loved, stacked with worn sleeves that smelled faintly of dust and ink. On the opposite side of the door, a small TV glowed faint blue from standby mode, its reflection painting shadows across the rug.

Turn left and the room bent into his desk, a fortress of glowing screens three monitors wide, cables braided in semi-order. Here he worked through his homeschooling lessons, fingers flying across keys, sometimes pausing to dive into research about string gauges or the history of sound waves. On tired afternoons, the setup transformed into a workshop for game ideas, his own sandbox experiments in GMod where worlds could be built and broken in an instant. He didn’t talk about those projects much, but he kept them close, proof that creation wasn’t limited to guitars.

Above the desk stretched shelves lined with curiosities: a chipped geode, a rusted compass, a stack of astronomy magazines, speakers wired into an old receiver his dad had tinkered with for years. The items didn’t match, but together they made the room hum with possibility. In the far corner, his closet bulged with clothes he never quite organized, the cycle of clean and wrinkled chasing itself week to week. Step back, and the whole room formed a circle bed, guitar, record player, desk, bookshelf, closet, then back to the bed again. A world contained, orbiting around him.

Here he studied, practiced, failed, and tried again. Morning sunlight spilled through blinds and painted the Ibanez in bars of light and shadow. He sat on the edge of the bed, guitar in his lap, fingers stiff from repetition. Each note rang louder in this room than it would anywhere else. It was his practice hall, his classroom, his proving ground.

He plucked clumsy scales, let the mistakes ring, and kept going. Mimi always said silence was a lie, and even wrong notes had something to teach if you let them breathe. So he did, even when frustration burned.

Three screens held a paused lesson on wave interference, diagrams mid-slide. He’d promised himself he’d finish it before dinner, but the guitar won the argument. Science could wait; the strings wouldn’t. He played again, chasing resonance he couldn’t quite capture.

Annabelle padded into the room, tail wagging, nails clicking against the floor. She nosed his arm until he laughed and set the guitar down long enough to scratch behind her ears. Swan barked from downstairs, Bella joined, and his mother’s voice cut it off: “Quiet.” The dogs hushed, though not for long.

The noise folded back into his room and held. It was ordinary, nothing strange yet somehow it felt fragile, as though the world outside might lean in and test its weight at any moment.

Dinner prep clattered faintly from the kitchen below: pans sliding, cabinet doors thumping. Mimi’s rocking chair creaked, steady and familiar, her hum carrying like thread pulled through fabric. His father’s boots thudded once against the porch before the door shut. The house had a rhythm, unplanned but undeniable, like a song everyone knew without writing it down.

Aidan strummed a chord, letting it hang, imagining it woven into that rhythm. He tried again, slower, pushing until the note buzzed against his calluses. The Ibanez resisted, as it always did, but he held firm.

From his bookshelf, the geode caught the light, splitting it into faint shards across the ceiling. He stared at it, mind wandering, until the chord died out. Even the smallest object seemed ready to speak if he gave it time.

He set the guitar down carefully, stretched his fingers, and looked toward the blinds. Outside, dusk bled orange into the sky, the kind of light that promised summer wouldn’t hold forever. Change always crept in quiet, like shadows lengthening without notice.

He stood, stretched, and flicked on the desk lamp, its glow bouncing across the monitors and record sleeves. The room buzzed with potential and withheld a direction. He wanted progress, wanted proof that the hours mattered, but tonight the strings felt more stubborn than usual.

A knock at the door startled him. Mimi leaned in, hair tucked, smile soft. “Dinner soon, love. Don’t get lost in those strings before you eat.” Her words carried no scolding, only patience.

“I’ll be down,” he promised, though his eyes strayed back to the Ibanez.

She chuckled knowingly and disappeared down the hall, her chair creaking again a moment later. The rhythm resumed, as if nothing had paused it.

Aidan sat back on the bed, staring at the guitar, notebook, and screens all at once. Somewhere in that tangle lived the path forward. He just didn’t know which thread to tug yet.

The staircase creaked under Aidan’s steps, every board worn smooth by years of the same traffic. He trailed his hand along the banister, catching the faint dust his mother would scold about later. Downstairs, the smell of onions and garlic drifted thick from the kitchen, pulling him forward faster than intention. Annabelle thundered past him, tail wagging as though dinner was meant for her alone.

The dining room carried the same cluttered comfort as his bedroom, though here the noise belonged to everyone. Mimi set forks with her usual half-smile, humming low like she had since morning. His mother bent over the stove, apron streaked with sauce, hair tied back tight. Noah leaned on the counter, describing a game strategy with exaggerated gestures, his words tripping over themselves.

“Wash up,” his mother called without looking. Her voice cut through the chatter like a conductor’s baton. Aidan obeyed, letting the warm water and soap clear the day from his hands. He caught his reflection in the kitchen window hair mussed, eyes shadowed from late nights and turned away quickly, unwilling to linger on what stared back.

The family gathered slowly, the rhythm of plates and voices falling into place. It wasn’t ceremony, but it was theirs.

Dinner began in its usual chorus: clinking silverware, dogs circling like satellites, Noah’s jokes ricocheting across the table. Mimi told a half-finished story about Aidan’s father tuning his first guitar so badly it nearly snapped, her laugh cracking but warm. Aidan listened, half-smiling, storing the cadence of her words.

He kept his guitar on his mind even while chewing, imagining the strings waiting upstairs, daring him to return. The Ibanez had become more than wood and wire it was a mirror that refused to flatter. Each missed note reflected back, sharper than Razor’s grin ever could.

His father said little, as always, eating with steady patience, boots still dusted from the yard. But when Aidan glanced up, he caught the faint nod his father gave a quiet approval that landed heavier than any speech. It was enough to keep him going, even when practice cut deeper than it rewarded.

Noah elbowed him mid-meal, whispering too loud, “Bet you can’t hit the high note without cracking.” Mimi chuckled, his mother sighed, and Aidan rolled his eyes. Ordinary noise. Safe noise. The kind of noise worth defending.

After dinner, Aidan lingered at the sink with Mimi while his parents retreated to the porch. The evening air slipped through the open window, carrying cricketsong and the faint tang of coal smoke from town. Mimi dried dishes with slow, practiced movements, her hum never breaking.

“You’re restless,” she said softly, not as a question but as fact.

Aidan shrugged, stacking plates. “Just... practice.”

Her eyes twinkled in the lamplight. “Practice is never just practice. It’s a conversation. Some days you listen more than you speak.” She patted his arm once, light but sure, before moving on to the next dish.

Her words clung longer than he expected, pressing against the memory of his father’s phrase process before speed. Two voices saying the same truth, one gentle, one stern. He carried both upstairs like weight and fuel.

In the living room, Noah sprawled across the rug with a controller, laughter bouncing with the screen’s light. “Come on,” he called, “two-player.”

“Later,” Aidan said, heading for the stairs. He wasn’t ready to trade the hum in his chest for pixels on a screen.

The house dimmed behind him as he climbed, porch voices fading, Mimi’s hum softening into distance. His room greeted him with its usual glow: monitors asleep, guitar gleaming faintly, notebook waiting open.

He sat on the edge of the bed, fingers hovering over the strings, breath steady. The house had its song, but this was his verse. He plucked a note and let it hang, listening harder than before.

For a moment, he swore the air itself leaned closer to hear.

Aidan’s room felt different after dark. The blinds shut out the world, but shadows still crept along the corners, bending with the desk lamp’s glow. He sat on the bed, Ibanez balanced across his lap, notebook open beside him. The page was crowded with chord shapes and half-formed riffs, none of which yet added up to a song. He pressed down on the strings, fingers stiff, forcing his way through a scale.

The sound buzzed uneven, sharp against his ear. He winced but played on, adjusting his grip, muttering the fret numbers under his breath. The work was slow, frustrating, necessary. His father’s words process before speed pushed against the impatience building in his chest. He hated that the advice was right, hated it more because it meant there were no shortcuts.

He shifted in place, glanced at the three glowing monitors across the room. Screensaver shapes danced, neon waves rippling against black. They reminded him too much of the strings in his dream thin, endless, vibrating with their own secret rhythm. He blinked and shook it off, returning his eyes to the fretboard.

The Ibanez gave back what he put in: resistance. Each note demanded more than he thought he had. He played anyway, refusing silence, refusing to let the mistakes define the night.

Annabelle thumped her tail against the floor, curled in the doorway like a sentinel. She watched every note as though guarding him from something unseen. Aidan laughed under his breath, “You’re tougher than me.” She only yawned in reply, ears twitching with each pluck of the string.

He leaned toward the record player, flipping through sleeves until he found one his father loved. He set the vinyl spinning, letting warm crackle fill the room. For a moment, he played alongside it, the Ibanez stumbling into rhythm with a band recorded decades before. The room seemed to stretch, the ceiling lifting higher, the shelves leaning closer, as though the music thickened the air.

The geode on his shelf caught the lamplight, scattering faint shards across the wall. The colors pulsed faintly with each chord, or maybe it was his eyes tricking him. He stopped, blinked, then played again. The shards shifted once more, like faint stars moving with his sound.

Annabelle growled softly. Not loud, not warning just enough to remind him he wasn’t alone in noticing.

The notebook lay open on the bed, a sketch of three jagged notes scribbled hastily across one page. Aidan tapped the shape with his pick, uncertain whether it belonged to him or had come from somewhere else. He strummed those notes once, tentative, and the room shifted again.

The desk lamp flickered, dimmed, then steadied. His monitors glowed brighter for half a second, their neon screensaver pulsing with the same rhythm. He froze, holding the guitar mid-air, afraid to test whether it was coincidence.

Annabelle barked once, short and sharp. The blinds rattled though no wind stirred outside. Aidan’s chest tightened, breath shallow. He set the guitar down carefully, as if it might explode if dropped. The room fell silent except for the low spin of the record player, crackling faint and steady.

He said, barely above breath, “It’s fine.” The words sounded thinner than he intended.

The needle skipped and yanked the song half a measure ahead. Aidan’s stomach dropped. He stepped closer, lifted the arm, and set it back with steady fingers. The vinyl hissed obediently, as if nothing had happened. But his heart still raced, sweat cold against his temples.

He sat again, forcing himself to pick up the guitar. Avoidance wouldn’t fix it. If something was pressing against the edges of his world, he’d meet it with sound. His father’s advice rang in his ears you only quit when you choose silence.

He plucked the three-note scrawl again. This time the strings rang clearer, louder, almost too loud for the small room. The shelves shook faintly, the geode scattering light like sparks. Annabelle whimpered once, then settled, head on her paws but eyes unblinking.

Aidan stopped. His hands trembled, but the silence after the chord felt heavier than the sound had. He stared at the Ibanez, wondering if he’d invited something he couldn’t take back.

The air thickened as if a door had shut that he couldn’t see. He strummed once, soft, and the note stretched too long, breathing when it should have faded, while Annabelle’s ears tipped toward the seam where the shelves met the ceiling. He set the guitar aside and silence snapped hard; the record still spun on a dead song, and when he tapped a monitor awake all three screens flashed white with a second outline behind his own before the room proved empty again. The closet board creaked and when he yanked the door a cold wet-soil smell rolled out, the lamp flickered twice, and the geode scattered quick shards that pulsed three then pause then three; “Stop,” he said, and the pattern broke and then held. The Ibanez hummed without touch and he grabbed it and the hum died. 

He spun, heart slamming. The room was empty. The Ibanez waited quietly on its stand, notebook still open to the jagged scrawl. Everything in its place, ordinary, still.

Annabelle growled low, steady this time, her body pressed against his leg. Her fur bristled despite the still air. He crouched to hold her, hand buried in her coat, grateful for her warmth.

“Just tired,” he whispered. “That’s all.”

A creak split the silence, floorboard shifting near the closet. Aidan’s head snapped up, staring at the doorframe. He forced a laugh, thin and brittle. Houses settle, that’s what they do. Nothing more.

But when he crossed the room to tug the closet door open, the smell of damp earth rolled out. Not clothes, not cedar, not dust. Earth. Rich, cold, like freshly turned soil. He staggered back, gagging on the unexpected weight of it.

He slammed the door. The smell clung, cold, wet, undeniable.

Annabelle barked, sharp and furious this time, hackles raised. She lunged at the door, claws scratching wood, then backed away, pressing herself to his side again.

The lamp flickered twice, shadows lurching across the green paint. For a moment, they bent into shapes threads dangling from a sleeve, a figure leaning where no figure stood. Aidan blinked and they were gone, the walls empty once more.

He collapsed onto the bed, pulling the Ibanez into his lap as though it might shield him. His fingers shook, but he pressed a chord anyway, desperate for sound to push the silence back. The note cracked raw, buzzing with imperfection, but it was his. The weight in the air loosened, if only a fraction.

Annabelle’s growl subsided into a low whine, her eyes never leaving the closet. Aidan swallowed hard, refusing to look there again. He forced his attention to the strings, to the resistance beneath his fingertips, to the discipline he still controlled.

He played until his breath slowed, until his hands steadied, until the world shrank back into ordinary shape. Only then did he set the guitar down and whisper, “Tomorrow. I’ll deal with it tomorrow.”

The sound of voices pulled him back from the brink. Aidan set the Ibanez carefully on its stand, heart still racing, and slipped out of his room. The hallway felt too long, every shadow stretched, but the stairs anchored him. Each creak beneath his feet reminded him of weight, of wood, of things that didn’t bend to dreams.

Downstairs, the living room buzzed with the comfort of routine. Noah sprawled across the rug, a controller in hand, cackling at something on-screen. His mother folded laundry at the armchair, steady as a metronome. Mimi rocked, soft hum weaving through the television noise. Swan and Bella wrestled half-heartedly, tails wagging, while Annabelle squeezed past Aidan to join the chaos.

He lingered in the doorway, unwilling to admit how badly he’d needed this ordinary noise. It filled the cracks the silence upstairs had opened, steady and human. For a moment, he almost believed the disturbances had been nothing more than nerves, shadows layered on fatigue.

“Eat something,” his mother called, not looking up. “Your stomach’s louder than the TV.”

In the kitchen, the smell
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