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May your heart always be full of wonder.
And your dreams are as big as the sky.
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Introduction: Bouncing on a Trampoline with Friends
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Have you ever had a dream that felt a little too vivid or lifelike?

Like... you could smell the marshmallow volcano or feel the wings growing out of your back?

Leo Quinlan didn't mean to build a dream machine. He just wanted to bounce on an old trampoline with his best friends. But one rainy night, lightning struck, and a forgotten journal began to glow... and suddenly, Leo, Zara, Boomer, and Mira were jumping through other people's dreams.

One dream had candy mountains. One had a pickle king with an attitude.
And one? Well... let's just say goat school is not for everyone.
This is the story that begins with four kids, one magical trampoline, and a journey through the wildest dreams ever imagined.

Get ready to hop!
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Chapter One: The Trampoline Nobody Loved 
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There it was.

Creaky. Rusty. Boring.

Leo Quinlan stared at the old trampoline in his backyard like it might come alive and eat his sandwich.

"Jump on it," Boomer dared.

Leo looked back at his friend. "No way. That thing hasn't bounced since the first grade."

Boomer squinted. "So? It's still round."

"Boomer, the springs are missing teeth. One side dips, as if it's sad. It's not a trampoline anymore—it's a TRAGIC-line."

Zara rolled her eyes from the porch. "That's not a word."

"Should be," Leo mumbled.

Zara sipped her orange soda. "My logic chart says it's a hazard zone. I'm not jumping."

Then Mira, quiet as usual, touched the edge with her finger. The trampoline buzzed. Just a little.

Zzzzzzt.

Leo jumped back. "Did you feel that?!"

Boomer's eyes lit up. "Maybe it's haunted."

"Maybe it's... magic," Mira whispered.

Zara scoffed. "Guys. It's metal. Static shock. Boring science."

"Right," Leo said, turning to go. "So, definitely not a time machine. Or a secret spaceship. Or—"

CRACK-A-KRA-KOOM!!!
Lightning blasted the sky like the clouds were exploding.
Everyone jumped.

The wind flipped Leo's notebook right off the porch. It tumbled across the yard—
—right onto the trampoline.
Leo groaned. "My Dream Journal! I just finished Chapter Twelve: 'The Pickle King's Revenge.'"

"Get it tomorrow," Boomer said. "Unless the trampoline eats it."

Mira stared at the sky. "We should go inside."

Zara looked at her watch. "It's 9:48 p.m. My mom said if we're not in bed by ten, we get 'The Look.'”

Leo shivered. Everyone knew “The Look.” It could freeze time. It could turn cereal into stone.

They ran inside like four frightened ducklings.

None of them saw the journal flip open...
Or the pages start glowing in the rain.
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Chapter Two: The Thunder Dreams
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Leo’s brain was buzzing. Not from sugar. Not from Boomer’s burp contest. Not even from Zara’s fifteen facts about frog digestion.

He was thinking about the trampoline.

“Do you ever feel like dreams want to come true?” he asked the ceiling.

Mira sat up in her sleeping bag. “Sometimes. My grandma says dreams are memories from the future.”

Boomer snorted. “My dreams are mostly pizza and raccoons.”

“I had one about a hot dog that turned into a teacher,” Leo said. “Gave us homework and everything.”

Zara sighed. “Can we PLEASE just go to sleep?”

Outside, thunder rumbled like a belly full of tacos.

Then lightning flashed—

And the room went ZAP!

The lights flickered.

The walls shimmered.

The air went fuzzy like TV static.

Leo sat up fast. “Uh... guys?”

Boomer was floating.

Mira was, too.

Zara screamed as her sleeping bag turned into a jellybean.

“WHAT IS HAPPENING?!” she yelled.

The walls melted into swirls.

The floor vanished. 


The room became a tunnel of light, and then—BOING!!!
They all landed on their butts.

But not on the floor. 

Not in Leo’s room.

Not even in the real world.

They were sitting on marshmallow grass under a sky made of cotton candy.

Boomer licked the ground. “Minty!”

Zara stood up and gasped. “We’re inside a... dream.”

Leo looked down. His pajamas had become armor made of Graham crackers.

Mira’s eyes sparkled. “We’re in your dream, Leo.”

Leo blinked. “Wait. How do you know it’s mine?”

She pointed.

There, on a hill of jellybeans, was a giant throne.
Sitting on it... was the Pickle King.
And he did not look happy.
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Chapter Three: Pickle Trouble 
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“Why is he so BIG?” Boomer whispered.
The Pickle King stood ten feet tall, wearing a crown made of croutons and a robe of leafy lettuce. His face was bumpy and green and extremely... well... pickle-ish.

Zara adjusted her jellybean glasses. “Because this is Leo’s dream. Obviously.”

Leo took a step forward. “Hey! You’re supposed to be funny. I wrote you to slip on banana peels and tell knock-knock jokes!”

The Pickle King pointed a mustard-dripping finger. “You ABANDONED me.”

Leo blinked. “Huh?”

“You stopped dreaming about me, Sir Quinlan! I was banished to the Forgotten Foods Sector!”

Leo scratched his head. “That doesn’t even exist!”

The Pickle King slammed his giant pickle staff. “It does now!”

BOOM!
The marshmallow grass shook.
SQUISH!
A ketchup geyser erupted beside them.
SPLAT!
Boomer slipped and fell into a jelly pond.
“Yuck! It’s strawberry anchovy!” Boomer gagged.

“Ew, who dreams of that?” Zara asked, glaring at Leo.

Leo turned red. “I was hungry and weird, okay?”

Mira’s eyes widened. “Uh, guys... look behind you.”

The ground cracked open. Out crawled an army of Sour Patch Guards—tiny gummy warriors with lemon wedge swords.

“We must leave,” Mira said.

“Agreed,” said Zara, already running.

“TO THE MOUNTAINS OF MARSHMALLOW!” Leo shouted.

Boomer scrambled up. “Do they have bathrooms?!”

The four friends sprinted through the sticky dreamscape as the Pickle King’s voice echoed behind them.

“RUN, you little snack-sized traitors! RUN!!”

They ducked behind a cotton candy cave.

Leo panted. “Okay. New plan.”

Zara wiped gum off her shoe. “We need to wake up.”

“I don’t want to wake up,” Mira said softly. “It’s kind of... fun.”

Leo grinned. “Right?! It’s like my whole brain became a movie.”

Boomer peeked out from behind a licorice boulder. “Except that the villain is a sour-faced dill monster with a grudge.”

Zara snapped her fingers. “Wait. Maybe we can’t wake up until we fix the dream.”

Leo blinked. “Like... write an ending?”

Zara nodded. “Your journal is here, remember? What if it’s the key?”

Leo gasped. “You’re right. I dropped it on the trampoline!”

Mira’s voice went serious. “Then we have to go back.”

Boomer gulped. “Back through the Sour Patch Guard?”

Zara checked her watch. “We’ve been asleep approximately eleven minutes.”

Leo frowned. “Feels like hours.”

“Dream time is weird,” she said. “Also, my glasses taste like watermelon. I hate it.”

The ground shook again. The Pickle King was coming.

Leo stood tall. “We go back. We get my journal. We rewrite this dream.”

Mira smiled. “Let’s hop.”

Boomer raised a fist. “For honor! For glory! For non-sticky pants!”

Zara sighed. “For logic. And maybe to fix your terrible spelling.”

They took off across the hills of melted fudge, dodging giant popcorn boulders, splashing through root beer puddles, and climbing the sugar crystal cliffs.

And at the top—

Was the trampoline.

Still glowing.

Still waiting.

And right in the center...

Was Leo’s open journal.
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Chapter Four: Do Not Lick the Journal 
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Leo reached out toward the glowing notebook.

It pulsed like a jellyfish. A weird, electric, delicious jellyfish.

“I think it wants me to write in it,” he said.

Boomer scratched his arm. “Maybe it wants you to feed it.”

“Don’t be gross,” Zara snapped. “It’s a dream journal, not a grilled cheese.”

Mira stepped closer. “Everything here is from Leo’s imagination. Maybe the journal is how we fix this dream.”

Zara nodded. “So write something! Before the Pickle King finds us again.”

Leo knelt on the trampoline and flipped to a blank page.

He stared at the paper. The lines shimmered. The pen glowed.

And then...

SPLOOORP!

Boomer had licked it.

The journal.

He licked the magical, glowing, ancient trampoline dream journal.

“WHY DID YOU DO THAT?!” Leo shouted.

Boomer shrugged. “It looked like green apple flavor.”

Zara groaned and facepalmed so hard she almost fell off the trampoline.

Mira giggled. “Boomer, you’re gonna turn into a dream frog.”

Leo grabbed the pen. “Okay, okay, FOCUS.”

He scribbled the words:

“The Pickle King slips on a banana peel and falls into a pudding pit.”

The ink glowed bright yellow. Then orange. Then... BURPLE.

(That’s a real color in dreams. Trust me.)

Suddenly, the sky hiccuped.

HIC-BOOM!

In the distance, they heard it:

“WHOOOOAAAA NOOOOOOOOoooo—SPLASH!”

Boomer laughed so hard he rolled off the trampoline. “IT WORKED! You pudding-ed him!”

Leo grinned. “Now we write a way home.”

But just as he touched pen to paper again—

ZAP!

The journal vanished.

So did the trampoline.

So did the ground.

WHOOSH!
The kids were yanked up like balloons in a wind tunnel.
Leo flailed. “WHAT’S HAPPENING?!”

Zara spun in midair. “You didn’t write an ending! We’re stuck in transition!”

Boomer yelled, “I TOLD YOU NOT TO LICK IT!”

Mira reached out—and her hand caught something.

It was the edge of a flying cookie ship.

Seriously. A spaceship made of cookie dough, chocolate chips, and whipped cream thrusters.

They crash-landed inside the crumbly cockpit.

“Where are we now?” Leo asked, brushing off a marshmallow co-pilot’s chair.

A little green alien made of frosting turned around.

“Welcome to Space Dream Delta-7,” it said. “You’ve been rerouted.”

Zara clutched her forehead. “You wrote that in your journal too, didn’t you?!”

Leo smiled sheepishly. “I had a space phase, okay?”

Boomer stared at the view through the windshield.

“Ohhhh boy,” he whispered. “Look who followed us.”

Out in the swirling stars, floating in a cosmic pudding orb...

Was the Pickle King wearing a space helmet made of sandwich bags?

“PREPARE TO BE DILL-TROYED!” he roared.

Leo picked up a spatula-shaped steering wheel.

“We need to dream faster,” he said. “Or we’re toast.”

“Correction,” Zara said. “We’re—”

“GARLIC TOAST!” Boomer added, as lasers exploded around them.
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Chapter Five: Operation Choco-Blast 
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“FULL THRUSTERS!” Leo shouted, slamming the marshmallow button on the control panel.

The cookie spaceship zoomed to the left, doing a complete barrel roll that made Boomer scream like a goat.

“WHY IS THE FLOOR MADE OF FUDGE?!” he yelled, slipping and landing face-first in a chocolate puddle.

Mira steadied herself on the whipped cream railing. “We have to out-fly the Pickle King.”

“Too late,” Zara said, typing furiously on a keyboard made of graham crackers. “He’s gaining. Also, I may have activated the dessert defense system.”

“What’s that mean?” Leo asked.

Zara hit a big red button that said WARNING: DO NOT PRESS EVER.

Outside the ship, a trapdoor opened—and launched a dozen flying cupcakes with cherry bombs.

KA-BOOM! BOOM! SPLAT!

One hit the Pickle King’s pudding orb. It jiggled wildly.

“NOOOO! MY ROYAL GLOP!” he howled.

Leo turned to Boomer. “Launch the cookie torpedoes!”

Boomer looked confused. “Which ones are those?”

Mira pointed to the left. “The ones shaped like donuts.”

“Ohhhhh.” Boomer hit the donut button.

Instead of torpedoes, the ship sneezed out a trail of powdered sugar. The entire cabin was filled with white fog.

“I can’t see!” Zara yelled.

“I can’t breathe!” Boomer coughed.

“I can taste it!” Leo said, licking the air.

Mira, unfazed, walked calmly to the snack scanner. “Guys... the journal. It’s back.”

Everyone froze.

“What?” Leo asked.

Mira held it up. It was glowing again—floating in midair like it had a mind of its own.

Zara raised an eyebrow. “This thing is WILD.”

Leo reached for the pen. “Okay. Let’s dream our way OUT of this pickle.”

He wrote:

“The kids return home, safe and sound. No more Pickle King. Just pancakes.”

The journal blinked once.

Twice.
Then spit the page out like a printer.
“What’s that?” Boomer asked.

Mira picked up the page. “It’s a ticket.”

Zara read it aloud: 

“ONE-WAY EXIT PASS: Valid for Dream World Transfer. Good Luck. No Refunds.”

Leo gulped. “So... where do we go?”

Suddenly, the ship jerked.

Lights flickered.

A siren screamed: 

“WARNING: DREAM HOP INITIATED.”

The cookie ship twisted into a tornado of frosting and sparkles.

Boomer held onto his chair. “EVERYONE GRAB A DONUT!”

Zara shouted, “I HATE THIS PART!”

WHOOSH!
The ship vanished in a swirl of whipped cream and time.
CRASH!
They landed with a thud.
Grass poked at Leo’s face.

Zara groaned. “Are we... back?”

Mira looked around. “This doesn’t feel like home.”

Boomer sniffed the air. “Smells like... hay and... goats?”

A bell rang in the distance.

They stood up slowly.

They were in a barn.

With talking animals.

Wearing glasses.

One goat looked up from a chalkboard and said, “You’re late for math class.”

Leo blinked. “Uhhh... guys?”

Boomer scratched his head. “Did we just dream-hop into... FARM SCHOOL?”

Mira smiled. “Apparently.”

Zara sighed. “Of course. Because pancakes weren’t exciting enough.”

Leo groaned. “I wrote ‘safe and sound,’ not ‘goat algebra.’”

A cow slammed a book on the desk.

“Take a seat,” she mooed. “Pop quiz.”

Boomer whispered, “This is worse than the Pickle King.”

Leo raised the journal. “Okay, okay. Let’s just write our way home.”

He opened the cover.

Blank.

Nothing.

No pages.

No ink.

No glow.

“Uh-oh,” Leo said.

Zara peered over his shoulder. “Looks like it ran out of dream juice.”

Mira’s eyes widened. “Then how do we get home?”

Leo gulped.

“Guess we’ll have to figure it out... the old-fashioned way.”

Boomer groaned. “By passing a goat math test?!”
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Chapter Six:  Bad at Math 
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Zara’s voice was dead serious. “I do not want to be trapped in goat school for the rest of my life.”
Leo frowned at the chalkboard. “What kind of math even is this?”

Boomer read aloud:

“If Farmer Bessie has four barrels of pickles and loses two to a raccoon wearing sunglasses, how many pickles remain?”

He scratched his head. “Is the raccoon hot-wiring a tractor? 'Cause I feel like that matters.”

Mira giggled. “The answer is two.”

Boomer blinked. “How do you know?”

She pointed. “Because the raccoon is right there. Eating one.”

Sure enough, a raccoon in aviator shades was chomping loudly on a pickle under a desk.

Zara groaned. “Leo, please tell me you wrote this one before the Pickle King thing.”

Leo held up his hands. “Not guilty. I think the dreams are blending.”

“Like a smoothie of chaos,” Mira whispered.

The goat teacher tapped her hoof.

“Young humans! Time for a speed quiz! Begin... NOW!”

The chalkboard exploded into a storm of math equations.

X’s danced.

Goats multiplied.

Boomer’s pencil burst into flames. (Okay, it just looked like flames. It was actually glitter glue.)

“WHY IS EVERYTHING MOVING?!” Zara yelled, dodging a flying protractor.

Leo stood on his desk. “We can’t do this! We need the journal!”

Mira whispered, “But it’s empty.”

Leo closed his eyes. He thought really hard.

What if... the journal isn’t just a book?

What if... the dream itself listens to us?

He shouted, “HEY DREAM! WE WANT OUT!”

The classroom froze.

The goats blinked. The raccoon dropped his pickle.

Even the air felt confused.

Then... the chalkboard cracked open like a secret door.

Everyone gasped.

Behind it... was a hallway of mirrors.

Boomer whispered, “That’s not suspicious at all.”

Mira tugged Leo’s sleeve. “I think that’s the way out.”

Zara hesitated. “Or it’s the way into a mirror maze of doom.”

Leo shrugged. “Only one way to find out.”

They stepped inside.

The hallway shimmered.

Each mirror showed a different version of them.

One mirror showed Leo as a knight riding a taco dragon.

Another showed Boomer as a talking potato.

Zara groaned. “Ugh. Why am I dressed as a calculator?”

Mira stood still, staring at a mirror with her hand pressed against it.

Leo leaned over. “What do you see?”

She whispered, “My old dream. The one I had when I was little. About the world being made of music.”

The mirror pulsed.

Zara yanked her away. “DON’T TOUCH IT! It might trap you!”

Boomer waved at his potato self. “Can we keep that one? He looks like he knows stuff.”

Leo turned serious. “What if each mirror is a different dream path? Like... portals.”

Zara’s eyes widened. “Then which one takes us home?”

Suddenly—
The Pickle King stepped into the hallway.
But not the Pickle King.

This one was... soft.

Fluffy.

Wearing a tutu.

“HELLOOOOOO!” he sang in a high voice. “Time for tap dance practice!”

Boomer screamed.

Leo pointed. “Okay, DEFINITELY not that one.”

Mira touched the next mirror.

The surface rippled.

“It feels warm,” she said. “Like summer.”

The group looked at one another.

Leo took a breath. “Ready?”

Zara nodded. “Anywhere but here.”

Boomer gave a thumbs-up. “Let’s pickle outta here!”

They stepped through the mirror.

FLOOF!

They landed in... a beach?

Bright blue water.

Giant umbrellas.

Seagulls wearing snorkels.

And right in front of them—

A GIANT SLIDE made of rainbows and whipped cream.

Leo blinked. “Did... did we just land in summer vacation?”

Boomer did a backflip. “WE’RE FREE!”

Zara spun in the sand. “No goats. No math. No pickles.”

Mira sat cross-legged and smiled. “I think the dream likes us again.”

Leo opened his empty journal.

The pages flipped on their own.

A new line of text appeared:

“Only two dream hops left.”

He read it out loud.

Zara frowned. “What happens after that?”

Leo closed the book gently.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But we better figure it out before the dream runs out of doors.”

Boomer leapt into the whipped cream slide with a cheer.

“WHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!”
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Chapter Seven: Slumber Ahead 
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Leo wiped whipped cream off his face and flopped onto the beach.

“I vote we stay here forever.”

Zara glared. “You would vote for vacation when the dream world is falling apart.”

Boomer dug his feet into the warm sand. “It’s not falling apart. It’s just... melting slightly.”

Mira pointed to the sky. “Um... guys?”

They all looked up.

The sun was yawning.

Not metaphorically.

Like—literally yawning. With a giant cartoon mouth and droopy eyelids.

Leo squinted. “Is it... tired?”

The sun let out a SNOOOOORRRE that shook the ocean.

Suddenly, a sign rose out of the sand like a popsicle stick:

YOU ARE ENTERING: SNOOZE ZONE.

Proceed with caution. Drowsiness ahead.

Boomer immediately face-planted into a hammock made of marshmallow.

Zara rubbed her eyes. “Okay, now I’m sleepy.”

Leo blinked fast. “Don’t fall asleep! If we fall asleep inside a dream, who knows where we’ll go next!”

Mira was already nodding off, leaning against a crab with a pillow.

Zara struggled to stay upright. “This is bad. This is... very... comfy...”

Leo grabbed the journal. “C’mon! Help me think! What’s the rule?!”

Zara mumbled, “You never... dream in a dream... unless you’re a wizard...”

Boomer started snoring and talking in his sleep. “No, Grandma... not the spicy yogurt...”

The beach began to fade.

Sand turned to sugar.

Water turned to glitter.

Umbrellas folded up like paper fans and vanished.

Leo felt himself floating.

No no no no no no no—

POP!

He landed on something cold.

Something smooth.

Something...

Bouncy?

Boomer landed beside him. “Whoa.”

Zara smacked into them next. “Ugh. My hair is full of sparkles.”

Mira appeared last, floating gently down like a feather.

They were on the trampoline.

The real one.

In Leo’s backyard.

Under a sky full of stars.

Everything was quiet.

Too quiet.

Leo looked around.

Grass. Fence. Porch light.

Boomer blinked. “Are we... home?”

Mira whispered, “Feels like it.”

Zara pinched her arm. “Ow. Okay, this might be real.”

Leo opened the journal.

The final page shimmered.

“One hop left.”

They all stared at it.

Boomer sat up. “Wait. Didn’t we just dream-hop?”

Zara pointed. “Then where’s the candy mountain? The goat school? The Pickle King?”

Leo looked around again. And that’s when he noticed...

There were no crickets.

No wind.

No sounds at all.

Just stars.

Frozen.

Like someone had paused the sky.

Leo whispered, “This isn’t home.”

Mira frowned. “Then what is it?”

The ground beneath the trampoline shifted.

The stars blinked out.

The trampoline shook.

A voice echoed through the darkness.

A voice they all recognized.

It was deep. Sad. Lonely.

“You took my dreams...”

Zara’s eyes went wide. “Who said that?!”

The trampoline glowed.

Boomer scrambled to the center. “I think the trampoline is... waking up.”

Mira held Leo’s hand. “Or remembering.”

Suddenly, the stars swirled into a giant shape above them—

—a giant face made of starlight.

An old man with eyes like galaxies.

Leo gasped. “The Inventor.”

The others turned.

The Inventor spoke again.

“You used my machine.”

Leo stood tall. “We didn’t mean to!”

Boomer nodded. “We just jumped on a trampoline!”

Zara held up the journal. “This started glowing!”

The Inventor leaned in. “That journal... was my last dream. The one I never finished.”

Mira whispered, “Why didn’t you finish it?”

The stars dimmed.

“Because the world said dreams were for children. And I grew old. I forgot how.”

Leo’s heart thudded. “But you made the Dream Hopper.”

The Inventor nodded. “Yes. To remember. But no one used it. Until you.”

Zara stepped forward. “So what now? Do we fix your dream?”

The Inventor smiled gently.

“No, children. You already did. You reminded me of how to live.”

The trampoline shook again.

Boomer fell flat. “Is this a good shake or a bad shake?!”

Leo clutched the journal. The last page glowed brighter than ever.

Mira pointed. “The final hop!”

The Inventor’s voice grew softer.

“Go, young dreamers. The next world is yours to write.”

They jumped.

All together.

As the trampoline vanished in a burst of stars.
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Chapter Eight: Welcome to Dream Zero
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BOING!

They landed.

But it wasn’t like before.

No candy clouds.

No goat math.

No beach umbrellas or space pickles.

Just...

White.

Blank.

Like someone had erased the world.

Boomer stood up and spun in place. “Where’s... everything?”

Leo looked around. “It’s nothing. Nothing at all.”

Zara reached down and poked the ground. “We’re standing on... solid blank.”

Mira held up her hands. “Even the air feels empty.”

Boomer clapped. The sound didn’t echo.

Zara narrowed her eyes. “This has to be the final dream.”

Leo opened the journal.

The last page glowed, but the words were gone.

Just a single line remained:

“Write your world.”

Leo blinked. “That’s it? No instructions?”

Zara crossed her arms. “Well, it’s your journal. You’re the dreamer.”

Mira whispered, “Maybe we all are now.”

Leo stared at the page. The pen glowed softly, waiting.

“Okay...” he breathed. “Let’s build.”

He scribbled:

“Green hills. Blue sky. Big tree with a rope swing.”

WHOOSH!

The white around them exploded into color.

A tree grew from nothing.

The sky turned blue.

Birds chirped. One wore sunglasses.

Boomer pumped his fist. “YESSS! My turn!”

He grabbed the pen and wrote:

“A waterfall made of soda and a trampoline made of cheese.”

BLORP!

A soda waterfall crashed nearby. The trampoline appeared next to it, made of squeaky yellow cheddar.

Zara sighed. “You two are ridiculous.”

She took the pen.

“A library. With every book ever written. And some that haven’t been yet.”

BOOM!

A golden library rose behind the hills. The doors opened by themselves.

Mira added her dream.

“A garden where every flower sings a different song.”

La-la-laaaa!

Tulips harmonized. Daisies beatboxed. A rose did jazz.

Leo stared at the world they were building. “We could stay here.”

Boomer nodded. “Forever.”

But Zara hesitated. “We still don’t know how to get home.”

Leo’s smile faded. “Right.”

Mira tapped the pen. “Maybe... we have to write it.”

Zara paced. “But what’s the rule? Do we end the dream? Break the Hopper? Say goodbye?”

Leo looked at the sky, which now held two suns and a floating spaghetti whale.

“We can’t stay here,” he said. “Even if it’s perfect.”

Boomer’s voice grew quiet. “But why not?”

Mira answered gently. “Because if you stay in a dream too long... You forget what’s real.”

Leo nodded. “And I want to remember.”

He knelt and wrote in the journal one last time.

“The dream fades gently. We return home. With memories we’ll never forget.”

The world shook softly.

The grass shimmered.

The soda waterfall slowed.

The cheese trampoline melted into gold dust.

The library shut its doors.

One by one, the lights blinked out.

“Goodbye,” Zara whispered.

“Thanks for the soda,” Boomer added.

Leo held the journal tight as the white returned.

The dream folded inward.

And then—

SNAP!

Leo opened his eyes.

Sunlight poured through his bedroom window.

Boomer snored beside him, halfway off the beanbag.

Zara sat up suddenly, eyes wide.

Mira blinked at the ceiling, smiling softly.

They were back.

The trampoline was still outside.

Rusty. Quiet. Ordinary.

The journal was gone.

But Leo didn’t need it.

He remembered everything.

Zara stretched. “Okay. That was... the weirdest night ever.”

Boomer nodded. “And the best.”

Mira whispered, “I kind of miss the goats.”

Leo looked at the trampoline.

“It’s not just a trampoline anymore,” he said.

Zara raised an eyebrow. “What is it, then?”

He smiled.

“It’s a door.”
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Chapter Nine: The Spark Returns 
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Leo couldn’t sleep.

Even though they were home.

Even though the trampoline was quiet again.

Even though his best friends were safe, and everything was supposed to feel normal.

He tossed.

He turned.

He stared at the ceiling until it began to resemble marshmallow clouds again.

Finally, he got up.

The house was dark, except for a sliver of moonlight sneaking through the window.

Leo tiptoed down the hallway, careful not to wake Boomer snoring on the couch or Mira whispering in her sleep.

He opened the back door.

The trampoline sat in the grass, still and silent.

But Leo didn’t believe it.

He stepped outside barefoot. The grass was cool and slightly damp.

The stars blinked above—like they remembered him.

He climbed up onto the trampoline and lay on his back.

“Okay,” he whispered. “We jumped through a dream candyland. We battled a giant pickle. We passed goat math. We rode a cookie spaceship. And we met a star guy who built a dream engine.”

The trampoline didn’t reply.

Leo sat up. “So why does it feel like... It’s not done?”

Then he saw it.

Right where the glowing journal had last disappeared—

—was something new.

A tiny box.

Made of wood, carved with swirling stars.

He reached for it slowly.

It was warm. Like it had been waiting for him.

He lifted the lid.

Inside was a single sheet of folded paper.

And a key.

Leo unfolded the note.

Only one sentence was written in glowing blue ink:

“Not all dreams are yours. But some still need you.”

He stared at the words.

Then at the key.

It wasn’t an ordinary key. It shimmered with the same color as the journal had.

The teeth of it were jagged—like it belonged to something old, or strange, or impossible.

He grinned.

Boomer was never going to believe this.

The next morning, the Curious Gang sat in Leo’s room, staring at the key on his desk.

“I’m just saying,” Boomer said, holding a spoon like a sword, “if that thing opens a portal to a dragon volcano, I’m gonna need better shoes.”

Zara leaned in. “It’s dream-coded. I’d bet anything this is part of the Hopper’s original design.”

Mira touched the paper. “It says someone needs us.”

Leo nodded. “We made it back. But now... maybe someone else is stuck.”

Zara squinted. “You think there are more dream hoppers?”

Mira whispered, “What if we weren’t the first?”

Boomer stood on the bed dramatically. “Then we are the first rescue team! The Dream Rescuers! Dream Savers! The Hopper Squad!”

Zara groaned. “Please stop naming things.”

Leo just smiled.

He looked out the window at the trampoline.

Then at the key.

“Whatever it is,” he said, “we’re going to find it.”

Mira smiled. “And help.”

Zara reached for her notebook. “But this time, we plan before the trampoline zaps us into pudding.”

Boomer flexed. “Let’s save some dreams.”

That night, the wind picked up.

The moon rose higher.

The trampoline creaked softly in the dark.

Waiting.

Not sleeping.

Just dreaming.
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Chapter Ten: Somebody Else’s Dream 
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A girl named Aria lived in a town that no longer believed in dreams.

Not really.

People there used words like "practical,” “schedule,” and “bedtime routines.”

They ate toast without sprinkles.

They folded socks by color.

And they definitely didn’t jump on trampolines after dark.

But Aria did.

Every night.

She had a secret: a rusted trampoline behind her grandmother’s greenhouse, under a crooked oak tree.

It didn’t bounce much.

But it made her feel like she could fly.

Sometimes she closed her eyes and whispered stories to the sky.

About kingdoms made of wind.

About clouds that carried songs.

About a girl who could ride lightning.

And then one night, she found it.

A box.

Small. Wooden. Carved with stars.

She didn’t remember putting it there.

Inside?

A journal.

Blank.

Except for one sentence:

“Some dreams are too big for one person.”

Aria blinked.

The wind stirred the trees.

Somewhere in the distance, thunder rumbled. Not the scary kind. 

The magical kind.

She looked at the trampoline.

Then in the journal.

She opened to the first page.

Picked up a pencil.

And wrote:

“The sky split open and a thousand golden doors appeared...”

And just like that—

The air shifted.

The trampoline trembled.

Lightning danced across the clouds.

And a strange, shimmering key dropped beside her.

She picked it up.

It sparkled.

And somewhere far away... four other kids felt it.

Leo sat up in bed.

Zara’s notebook buzzed in her backpack.

Boomer’s pudding cup exploded for no reason.

Mira smiled in her sleep and whispered, “Someone’s calling.”

The Curious Gang wasn’t done.

And the Dream Hopper wasn’t finished.

Not yet.
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... to be continued. 
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To my first daughter— VANESSA.
You were the first in our family to dream on paper.
While it took me twenty years to find my way into children’s stories,
I never forgot watching you take that leap with fearless joy.
Your imagination lit the spark.
And this series is a reflection of that light.
Thank you for inspiring me, then and now.
—Dad
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Introduction: Holding a Lightning Key
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Mom, you have to get me The Dream Hopper book! It's about this kid named Leo who never meant to build a dream machine. He just wanted to have some fun bouncing on an old trampoline with his friends. But one rainy night, when lightning strikes, something crazy happens—Leo’s forgotten journal starts glowing and, suddenly, Leo, Zara, Boomer, Aria, and Mira find themselves jumping through other people’s dreams!

And these aren't just any dreams. One Dream has candy mountains you can climb and eat. Another one? A huge Pickle King with a serious attitude, yelling at Leo like he’s the worst dreamer ever. And one of the dreams is all about a goat school! Yeah, that's right—goat school! Trust me, goat school is not as fun as it sounds.

The best part? These kids have to fix their dreams to get back home! It's like an epic adventure where they’re living inside the weirdest, wildest, most fun dreams you could ever imagine. I'm eager to read it! It’s going to be the most exciting thing ever. Please, can we get it?
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Chapter One: The Girl with the Lightning Key
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Aria didn’t know the trampoline had rules.

Not the bounce with your knees kind.

Not the don’t double-jump your cousin into orbit kind either.

No—this trampoline had ancient, magical, slightly zappy rules.

But no one had told Aria that.

Because no one else knew.

Not yet.

She knelt in the middle of the rust-speckled mat, beneath the broad arms of a crooked oak, holding a key that looked like it had been built out of lightning and dreams.

It pulsed faintly in her hand—silver and gold, twisting like it was alive, like it was... waiting.

Behind her, the moon peeked out from a puff of cloud. Fireflies blinked like question marks.

“I didn’t even ask for this,” Aria whispered, looking down at the glowing journal that had appeared the night before. She flipped to the page she’d written, just one line:

“The sky split open and a thousand golden doors appeared...”

Now the key was real.

Now the air tasted electric.

Now the trampoline hummed.

And then—

It lit up beneath her.

A ring of glowing runes shimmered around the edges.

Aria gasped and reached forward—

KA-THOOM!

The trampoline burst into light.

The stars spun like wheels.

And Aria was gone.

Far away in Bellpine, Texas, four friends sat in silence.

Boomer was eating chocolate chips straight from the bag, which generally meant something awesome had just happened.

But tonight?

He was stress-eating.

Zara was upside down on the couch, feet draped over the back, tapping her pencil against her lip as she stared at the Dream Journal. Her brain was doing the thing again—connecting dots no one else saw.

Mira was brushing her long red hair, exactly 47 times, trying not to let on that she was freaked out.

Leo?
He just sat there, bouncing one leg, staring at the old, ordinary-looking trampoline in his backyard.
It hadn’t buzzed in two weeks.

No hum. No glow. No sign of life.

No more dream-hopping.

Not since they chose to come home.

“I think it’s broken,” Boomer mumbled.

“No,” said Leo softly, “I think it’s waiting.”

“For what?” Mira asked.

Zara’s pencil paused.

Boomer shrugged. “An upgrade? A sandwich? Clearance from NASA?”

Leo’s leg stopped bouncing.

“Someone new,” he said.

And in that exact moment—

ZAP!

The journal exploded in blue light.

The trampoline flared like a comet.

Everyone jumped (even Boomer dropped his chocolate chips).

A glowing circle spun across the trampoline. New symbols danced across the journal’s pages like fire ants doing choreography.

Words appeared on the next blank page:

“Aria Monroe. Level 1 Dreamwalker. Location: Elmridge, Illinois.”

The room went silent.

Then Zara whispered, “She activated a Dream Hopper.”

Back in Elmridge...

Aria landed on something that felt like cotton candy but smelled like pizza.

“Ow,” she muttered, untangling herself from... a marshmallow tree?

She blinked.

She was standing in a world made of food.

A river of root beer fizzed beside her. Giant corndogs swayed in the breeze. The clouds above were whipped cream.

“Okay,” she said to herself. “This is either the best thing ever... or I hit my head harder than I thought.”

Suddenly, the sky shimmered.

A door appeared.

Not a regular door.

A floating golden one—carved with spirals, anchored by light beams, with dream runes glowing across its frame.

Aria stepped closer.

The lightning key pulsed in her hand.

Without thinking, she reached out—

And turned the key in the air.

The door creaked open with a flash of orange mist and giggling jellybeans.

On the other side?

Four kids.

Staring at her through the portal.

“Uhhh...” Boomer said. “Guys?”

“Is that a marshmallow hat?” Mira asked.

“I think she’s in a food dream,” Zara said. “Based on those pasta clouds.”

“She’s coming through,” Leo said, eyes wide.

Aria stepped onto the Quinlan’s trampoline like it was just another backyard.

The portal behind her fizzled out.

Everyone stared.

She stared back.

Then she smiled awkwardly.

“I think I just hijacked your dream-hopper,” she said. “Sorry about that.”

Boomer pointed. “You brought a marshmallow hat. That’s not allowed.”

After a very chaotic ten minutes that included:

Explanations,

Mistrust,

A brief game of “Are You a Dream Clone?” (Boomer’s idea),

And three very loud burps (Boomer’s fault)—

The five kids sat cross-legged on the trampoline.

Leo leaned forward. “So... you found the journal?”

“It found me,” Aria corrected. “It showed up in a box under my trampoline.”
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