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For all the dreamers who have ever wished upon a shooting star, this book is for you. To the curious minds that refuse to stay inside the straight lines and to the wild hearts that dance to their own secret rhymes—never stop imagining, for there are whole worlds tucked away just waiting for you to find them.

And to the tiny explorers who have ever been told to sit still and be quiet, remember this: your imagination is the most powerful train ticket you will ever hold. So hold on tight, open your eyes wide, and let the adventure begin. The Imagination Express has just left the station.
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Imagine a train that doesn’t chug on tracks made of steel but zooms along winding rails spun from sparkling daydreams and wild ideas. This isn’t any ordinary train, mind you. It’s the Imagination Express, and it’s packed full of adventures that slip right out of your head and into the real world. Every ticket is a doorway—one that takes you far beyond the corners of your bedroom or the muddy puddles outside. You might find yourself sailing the skies with flamingo pilots or diving deep beneath chocolate rivers where peppermint fish swim lazily by.

This book is your ticket to hop on board and join in the fun. But be warned, once you step inside, ordinary won’t stand a chance. You’ll meet creatures so quirky they’ll curl your toes, and visit places so strange they’ll make your jaw drop with wonder. So, tuck this book under your arm, curl up in the comfiest spot you can find, and let your mind run wild. The Imagination Express is ready to puff and whistle, and the next stop is somewhere only you can dream up.
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Emily Rose Whitaker grew up in a small town in Vermont where snow days meant hot cocoa and reading stacks of fairy tales under a big quilt. She always knew she wanted to write stories that kids would beg to hear “just one more time” before bed. Her love for adventure and a pinch of mischief shows up in every tale she spins.

Before writing full-time, Emily worked as a kindergarten teacher for almost a decade. Those years gave her more than enough funny moments and wild kid questions to fill a hundred books. She believes there’s magic in the everyday stuff — muddy boots, backyard forts, and secret handshakes between best friends.

When she’s not writing, Emily can be found gardening with her two daughters, baking cookies that rarely make it to the jar, or camping in the woods with her husband. She swears she’s never outgrown bedtime stories herself — they’re her favorite way to dream up the next adventure.
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Copyright © 2025 Emily Rose Whitaker

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations included in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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IT WAS THE SORT OF morning when the world should have been perfectly ordinary. The sun yawned behind a shy curtain of blue, birds were digging for worms like greedy little goblins, and people were trudging off to work and school just as dull as ever. But in the small town of Bumblington, everything was about to go delightfully and disastrously sideways.

Charlie Twizzle had just finished eating his breakfast—two eggs, slightly overcooked, and a mystery sausage that looked as if it had been invented by a mad scientist. He glanced out the kitchen window and stopped mid-chew. That was odd. The clouds, usually puffy and lazy, were pink. No, scratch that. They were cotton candy pink, swirled like giant fluffy lumps of spun sugar floating above his house.

He blinked. He pinched the spot behind his ear. Nothing changed. The cotton candy clouds were still there, bobbing in the sky like enormous pink puppies.

“Oi! Mum!” Charlie yelled, scrambling out of his chair. His mother, who was as grumpy as a hedgehog in a bath, shuffled into the kitchen, one eyebrow raised.

“What now, Charlie? I’m trying to find the tea bags without using a microscope.”

“Look! The clouds! They’ve turned cotton candy!” Charlie pointed wildly at the window.

Mrs. Twizzle wiped her glasses on her apron, peered out, and then yelped like she’d seen a ghost. “Good heavens, they have! That’s not normal.”

And it wasn’t normal. Not in the least.

Word spread through Bumblington faster than a frog on a pogo stick. By midday, the entire town had spilled outside, craning their necks at the sugary spectacle above.

There were clouds pink as bubblegum, clouds twisted like licorice sticks, and some even looked like giant candy floss animals drifting lazily over the rooftops. Kids screamed and laughed, pointing at the floating sweets with sticky fingers already craving a taste.

Mayor Bumphrey, a round man with whiskers like the bristles of a broom and a hat that looked suspiciously like a boiled potato, stood on the town square podium scratching his head.

“What in the blazes is going on?” he muttered, adjusting his spectacles so thick they could’ve sliced bread. “Clouds made of cotton candy! This must be some kind of prank. Or, worse, a disaster!”

Now, Charlie wasn’t about to stand around waiting for the mayor to solve this sugary puzzle. He had a feeling there was more to those clouds than just pretty pink fluff.

His best friend, Mavis McMurphy, a sharp-witted girl with a taste for trouble and a wild mane of hair, bounded up beside him. “Think it’s safe to try nibbling one?” she asked, eyes sparkling with mischief.

Charlie grinned. “Only one way to find out.”

He grabbed his trusty umbrella (which, unlike normal umbrellas, was bright purple and smelled faintly of pineapple), marched out into the street, and stretched his hand towards a low-hanging cotton candy cloud.

The moment his fingers touched the fluffy pink mass, a strange, squelchy sound filled the air, like a bubble bursting under water. Then, with a sudden zap, the entire cloud shrank and compacted, settling onto Charlie’s palm as a sticky glob of sugary sweetness.

“Ta-da!” Charlie shouted, holding up the pink lump. He popped it into his mouth and almost melted from the unbelievable sweetness.

Around them, people began trying the clouds, scooping handfuls out of the sky. Children were laughing with sticky lips, adults were nervously biting unsurely, and a few brave old-timers were trying to pull down giant chunks with fishing nets.

But the happiness fizzled when the clouds started behaving strangely.

First, a low rumble shook the air. Then the pink clouds began shifting shapes eerily, forming sharp fangs and wriggling tentacles.

“Oh no,” Mavis whispered. “These aren’t just tasty clouds—they’re alive!”

Before they could blink, one cotton candy beast lunged toward the town hall, snapping jaws made of spun sugar.

“Run!” Charlie yelled, grabbing Mavis’s hand, his heart thumping like a drum.

People scattered. The cotton candy clouds were no longer the friendly, edible treats everyone hoped for. They had turned into a sticky, gooey menace.

The mayor, ever the show-off, grabbed the megaphone. “Stay calm, citizens! We’ll handle this with our patented, emergency, super-soaker water cannon!” he announced gleefully.

Charlie and Mavis exchanged glances. Their brains spun as wild as the carnival rides down by the pier. If these clouds were made of sugar, then water would make them worse. Melted sugar is sticky and terrible to clean up, sticky and horrifying to step in, like living glue!

As the mayor’s cannon unleashed a torrent of water, the cotton candy beasts shrieked and dissolved into gooey puddles—but those puddles began to spread like crazy, trapping people’s feet and splattering walls and streets in sticky pink gloop.

“It’s turning into a nightmare!” cried Mrs. Twizzle, now stuck in a candy puddle up to her ankles, grimacing. “I can’t even get my shoes off!”

Charlie, never one to throw in the towel, had an idea. “We’ve got to find where the clouds are coming from.”

“Makes sense,” Mavis said, nodding fiercely. “Go to the highest point. Maybe the hill above the town?”

With the chaos swirling around them, they raced to Craggy Hill, the tallest spot in Bumblington, where a strange twinkling light was now pulsing through the cotton candy fog.

At the peak, they discovered the strangest thing—a small door embedded in a rock, barely big enough for a rabbit, glowing with a soft purple shimmer.

“Who would put a door on a hill?” Charlie whispered.

Mavis shrugged but couldn’t resist. She pushed it open.

Inside was a narrow, spiraling staircase adorned with glittering sugar crystals and strange humming machines that whirred and clicked softly.

At the bottom, a little old woman sat behind a control panel covered in levers and buttons shaped like candy canes and jellybeans.

She wore a hat shaped like a giant pink swirl, and her eyes sparkled mischievously.

“Ah, visitors!” she cackled. “I am Madame Flossie, Cloud Confectioner Extraordinaire.”

Charlie and Mavis exchanged puzzled looks.

Madame Flossie continued, “I make the clouds for the whole world! A sprinkle of sweetness to brighten dull days. But today... oh, today... Something’s gone terribly wrong!”

She pointed to a flickering screen showing enormous lumps of cotton candy-borne sugar pulsing too wildly in the sky.

“I dropped a pinch of Hyper-Extra-Double-Sweetener. Didn’t mean to! It’s making the clouds alive and a bit... bitey.”

Charlie frowned. “Can you fix it?”

She smiled, sharp teeth flashing like pincers. “I can. But I need help turning off my machine before the entire sky turns into a sticky prison.”

“Tell us what to do!” Mavis said, not a hint of fear in her voice.

Madame Flossie handed them two levers shaped like giant licorice sticks. “Pull these at the same time. But beware! The machine’s primed to shoot out another sugar storm if wrong buttons are pressed. It needs pure teamwork.”

Charlie and Mavis nodded and, after a few nervous seconds of heated whispers and missteps, finally yanked the levers together.

The humming slowed, the lights dimmed, and a sweet scent filled the air. Outside, the cotton candy monstrosities shrank back into harmless, fluffy clouds, pale and drifting softly once more.

Madame Flossie sighed with relief. “Well done, young heroes.”

Outside, the townspeople cheered, the sky returned to its usual, sensible gray.

Charlie looked up and chuckled to himself. “Cotton candy clouds. Funny, but I prefer normal clouds—boring, rainy, or even thunderous—but not edible monsters.”

Mavis grinned, “Yeah. But if clouds ever turn into candy monsters again, at least we know who to call.”

Mrs. Twizzle appeared, dripping with sticky glue but smiling faintly. “You two saved this town—and my shoes. I suppose I’ll let you off the hook for naughtiness today.”

And from that day on, anyone who caught sight of a pink cloud knew that somewhere up in Craggy Hill, Madame Flossie was carefully balancing sweetness and sanity, and that Charlie and Mavis were ready to leap into action whenever the sky turned a little too sugary.

Because in Bumblington, even the clouds can get a little cheeky. And sometimes, a sticky mess makes for the best adventure of all.
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