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INTRODUCTION
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The crisp September air carried a chill that hinted at the coming autumn as twelve-year-old Bryce Knox made his way to school, eager to reunite with his best friend Eddie Myer after the long summer break. As they settled into their classes, a new face joined their ranks - Benny Willis, a quiet boy who quickly became part of their inseparable trio. 
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It was Bryce who suggested they revive an old tradition from the previous year - midnight gatherings at the local cemetery to trade ghost stories amidst the eerie tombstones. Eddie and the newcomer Benny readily agreed, and that Saturday night found them sneaking out of their homes to convene in the shadowy graveyard.
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As the moon cast long, haunting shadows across the weathered headstones, the boys took turns spinning tales of haunts and horrors, trying to one-up each other with their ghastly narratives. But when Benny's turn came, a hush fell over the group as he began to weave a story far more chilling than any fiction.
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With a voice tinged with sorrow, Benny revealed that he was, in fact, no ordinary boy. Decades earlier, he and his family had been traveling along the very road that led to the cemetery when a tragic accident claimed their lives. Their car had spun out of control, slamming into an unforgiving tree and trapping them all inside as the bitter flames consumed their mortal shells.
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Benny's spirit, however, had lingered - tethered to the hallowed grounds of the cemetery where his body had been laid to rest. For fifty long years, he had wandered the tombstones, watching from the shadows as the world carried on without him while he remained frozen in time, a solitary ghost doomed to haunt the place of his eternal rest.
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As the terrible truth of Benny's existence sank in, Bryce and Eddie found themselves gripped by a cold dread that had nothing to do with the autumn chill. The very air seemed to grow heavy with the weight of Benny's loneliness and despair, a palpable sorrow that hung over the trio like a shroud.

––––––––
[image: image]


In the days and weeks that followed, Bryce and Eddie found themselves drawn back to the cemetery night after night, compelled by an inexplicable force to keep their ghostly friend company. Benny's tales of the decades he had spent in solitude, watching generations come and go while he remained trapped in the endless cycle of the graveyard, chilled them to their core.
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Yet, even as they grew to understand the true horror of Benny's existence, a bond formed between the three friends that transcended the boundaries of life and death. They shared secrets and dreams, laughter and tears, and through it all, Benny's presence became a constant in their lives.
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But as the years passed and Bryce and Eddie grew into young men, the weight of Benny's curse grew heavier. They watched helplessly as their friend remained frozen in time, his ghostly form never aging, never changing, while they continued their inexorable march towards adulthood.
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It was on a cold, moonless night when the truth finally dawned on them - Benny's existence was one of eternal torment, a living death that would never end. And so, with heavy hearts and tears in their eyes, they made the difficult decision to sever their ties with their friend, to let him go and find what peace he could in the afterlife.
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As they said their final goodbyes amidst the tombstones, Benny's spirit flickered and faded, a grateful smile on his lips as he was finally released from his earthly shackles. And though the pain of their loss would linger, Bryce and Eddie knew that they had given their friend the greatest gift of all - the freedom to move on, and the promise that his memory would live on in their hearts forever.
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THE STORY TOLD
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The first golden leaves of autumn drifted slowly to the ground, landing on a worn wooden bench where Bryce sat, eagerly scanning the schoolyard for Eddie's familiar mop of brown hair. It had been a long summer apart, and he couldn't wait to catch up with his best friend. The bell rang out, signaling the start of another school year, and he felt a mix of excitement and anxiety.
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"Hey, Bryce!" Eddie shouted, appearing from around the corner with his usual cheerful grin. "Man, it feels like forever since we last hung out!"
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"Tell me about it," Bryce replied as they slapped each other's backs in greeting. "I can't wait to hear about your adventures in California."
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"Likewise, I'm dying to know what you did all summer while I was gone," Eddie said, chuckling. "But first, let's get through the boring part – classes."
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As they walked into their homeroom together, Bryce couldn't help but notice a new face among the sea of familiar ones. A boy with dark hair and piercing blue eyes sat alone, looking slightly lost yet trying to appear unfazed by the whispers and stares from curious classmates.
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"Who's that?" Bryce asked Eddie, nodding towards the newcomer.

––––––––
[image: image]


"Beats me," Eddie shrugged. "Maybe we should introduce ourselves?"
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"Good idea," Bryce agreed, walking over to the boy with Eddie at his side. "Hey, I'm Bryce and this is Eddie," he said, extending his hand. "You must be new here."
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"Nice to meet you," the boy said quietly, shaking Bryce's hand. "I'm Benny Willis."
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"Welcome to our humble abode, Benny," Eddie said with a grin. "Looks like we're going to be classmates this year."
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"Thanks," Benny replied, a hint of relief in his voice. "Glad to have some friendly faces around."
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As the weeks went by, Bryce, Eddie, and Benny became inseparable. They shared lunches, walked home together, and spent countless hours discussing everything from their favorite movies to their wildest dreams.
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"Remember last year when we used to sneak out to the cemetery for midnight ghost stories?" Bryce asked one day as they sat on the wooden bench beneath the now nearly bare tree.
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"Of course!" Eddie exclaimed, eyes lighting up. "That was such a blast."
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"Maybe we should do it again this weekend," Bryce suggested, then turned to Benny. "What do you think, Benny? You in?"
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"Sure," Benny answered, his eyes shining with curiosity. "I've never done anything like that before. Sounds... interesting."
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"Great!" Bryce said, clapping his hands together. "Then it's settled. Midnight ghost stories at the cemetery tomorrow night. Prepare to be scared!"
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The following Saturday, the three boys met up as planned, each armed with a flashlight and an arsenal of chilling tales. The full moon cast eerie shadows on the tombstones, and the wind whispered through the trees as if carrying the voices of the spirits who rested there.
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"Let's start with the scariest story we know," Bryce suggested, his voice barely above a whisper. "Eddie, why don't you go first?"
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"Alright," Eddie said, taking a deep breath. "But just remember, you asked for it." And with that, he began his tale, sending shivers down their spines.
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As the night wore on, the boys took turns sharing their terrifying tales, each more spine-chilling than the last. Little did they know that these graveyard gatherings would change their lives forever, binding them together in ways they could never have imagined.
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The moon hung heavy above them, casting a ghostly glow on the ancient tombstones that surrounded the boys. Bryce shivered involuntarily as Benny stepped forward, his eyes distant and otherworldly.
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"Alright, it's my turn," Benny said softly, his voice barely audible over the rustle of leaves in the wind. "But I must warn you, this story is different from the others."

––––––––
[image: image]


Bryce exchanged a curious glance with Eddie before nodding for Benny to continue. The air seemed to grow colder as Benny wove his tale, each word painting an eerily familiar picture.
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"Long ago, there was a family who lived near this very cemetery," Benny began, his voice barely more than a whisper. "One fateful night, tragedy struck as their house caught fire, trapping them inside. They all perished, but one of the children was never found."
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As Benny paused, Bryce felt a chill run down his spine. Something about the story felt unsettlingly real.
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"His spirit remained tethered to this graveyard, unable to move on," Benny continued, his gaze locked onto the boys' wide-eyed faces. "Bound here by sorrow and regret, he has watched
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