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There's always that one extremely humid summer day, where every single bit of clothes clings to your body, suffocating in you in a way. Slimy was how I felt as I made my way to the entrance of the fair, sweat kept rolling down my armpits, down my thighs, and the back of my neck. Despite having on the loosest sundress I could manage to find in my closet, I still felt as if I was drowning under it all. 
￼
There was an unusual quietness to the day, the sun was setting, lazily easing her way down but the birds were silent, as was the wind. It was too hot. Too hot to be out really, but today was the last day of summer and then we'd be strangers again. The overbearing heat of the sun was enough to wear a man down, but like with everyone else who'd turned out, it wasn't enough to stop me from enjoying the last day of summer. 
 
"Oops! Sorry, ma'am !" A group of girls yells in apology as they cut me off, running off to an attraction, with their chaperons not too far behind them. Giving me apologetic looks as they jog to catch up with the children. Waving their apologies, I look around the fair, looking for a sign and you. 
 
It was always so busy on the last day, always so loud. But it'd always been like that, ever since I was a child, and always would. The fair was the one major thing that happened in town during the summer and was the highlight of everyone's day besides the opening of the community pool. I’d always make my best summer memories here: meeting my best friend, my first kiss, my first date, and it was still true. The fair was where I’d met you. I remember it clear as day, it was by accident really, the two of us crossing paths. I was looking for your date, not you.
 
“Mary! Where are you?!" I was at the back of it all, the only attraction being the daunting looming Madame Poli's Mad Mirrors'. The figureheads' eyes seemed to be transfixed on me, giving me the sense that my every move. 
 
"Mary! I'm here! What are you hiding for?" I yell some more, receiving no response, besides a noticeable chill coming in the air. 
 
"Now what’s a pretty lady like you doing, wandering the fair all by yourself?” I turn around, to find You. You're new in town, a stranger who flew in with the wind. With light auburn hair that seemed to light up when touched by the sun and warm brown eyes, it was hard to imagine why you weren't married by now. Mary had thought the same, which is why she'd all but dragged you to the fair with her. 
 
"Oh hi," I blush, touching the back of my neck, "I'm a bit lost, but I'm looking for Mary, have you seen her? She texted me asking for help, but now she's nowhere to be found." I say, throwing my hands up in exhaustion.
 
"She ditched me once we got here, she saw her ex. But you should know that when most people go missing, it's because they don't want to be found," A smirk comes across your face and practically blackens your already dark brown eyes. 
 
"Mary wouldn't do that to me, she wouldn't just leave with telling me. I should go see if any-" You cut me off by closing the distance between us. 
 
"And here I thought you were so smart, don't you know what happens to little girls who get lost don’t you?” You lean in close, so close that I can feel your hot breath on my ear.
 
I shake my head.
 
“They get eaten.” Biting my ear, you kiss my cheek before moving on. 
 
“Let me walk you to your car. I'll find you next summer, and let’s see if you’ve become lost again.”
 
“Hey pretty lady, would you like to test your strength? Everyone’s a winner!” The cheesy old man in the checkered shirt yells as I pass him by.  
 
“I’m on a mission, maybe later,” I say, waving as I pass him by. A mission, that’s what it’s starting to feel like, an impossible one. I can’t find you, not at the food stands, not at the rides, you’re nowhere to be found and I’m starting to think that you don’t want to be. 
 
 It’s starting to wear on me, the walking, I've dressed up for you, even wearing heels. They’re your favorite, both in the navy blue color, but you can see my toes peeking out, they’re the beach kind. So I give up, momentarily, finding an abandoned picnic table near the edge of the fair to rest at. The wafting smells from the food truck are making me hungry, but I don't want to eat without you.
 
Sighing, I pull out my phone and flip the lid, looking to see if you've called me. You haven't but then again you rarely do, I'd call you if I could but your number isn't saved, it isn't allowed. 
 
“Do you mind if I sit here?” Looking up, I see a young woman with pigtails and bulky glasses standing before me. She’s pale, and I can’t help but notice how cold the air became as she sits down. 
 
"Of course," I gesture to the seat across from me, before turning back to my phone, scrolling my text messages to see if you've texted. You haven't. Frustrated, I throw it to the ground in anger. 
 
“She's so beautiful," 
 
"I'm sorry?" 
 
"The sun. I-I just never noticed her beauty before. I miss her warmth," the woman exclaims softly, tears falling from her eyes. Looking at her more closely, I noticed how worn her clothes were, the aged stains on her shirt and pants. 
 
"Oh, so you don't get out a lot huh?" I ask, unsure of what to say or do. She says nothing, simply stares at the setting sun. 
 
"Well, I have to be going, it-" Before I can finish, she’s clenching my wrist. It’s unnaturally cold and feels as if she’s going to burn it off. 
 
"Listen to me, Delilah. You need to get out of here. He's not the type of man you think he is," She leans in close, and only then do I notice the deep cut on her throat….a cut she should be bleeding profusely from. 
 
“You need to leave. Get out of here as fast as you can. Right now. Trust me, Delilah. You need to leave.” She repeats. 
 
“Let me go. Let- let me go right now. Ho- who gave you my name?” Her grip is tight, my attempts of turning my wrist only make the burning sensation worse. 
 
“You have to go. Please, listen to me,” She’s crying harder now, and reaches out to touch my cheek. 
 
“There you are, I’ve been looking for you all over for you silly,” It's you. Standing behind me, funnel cake in hand, oblivious to everything playing out before you.
 
"WHAT ARE YOU DOING?! STOP HER!" I scream, whisking my head to face the girl, but she's gone and I'm alone. 
 
"Stop who? There's no one there," Shaking your head, you sit down beside
me, putting your free hand to my head, "Are you feeling alright? You don't have a fever. What are you even doing all the way back here?” Shaking your head, you grab me by the elbow, standing me up. 
 
“If I’d known that you’d get lost, I would’ve insisted that we just come with you, honestly Del,” You shake your head, and before I knew it, you’re leading me back to the fair.
 
“YOU ARE NOT LISTENING TO ME!" I hiss, yanking my arm free. A mistake. Saying nothing, but raising your brow, your face grows tight. 
 
"Who do you think you're talking to you?" You force out, making it so that you're towering over me. Before I can apologize, a hand grabs me by the throat. 
 
"Never raise your voice at me. Ever again," You say, glowering at me, tightening your hand more and more. 
 
"I-st-" I can't even the words out, the world is becoming a blur by the minute.
 
"I love you too much," You whisper, bringing our lips together, taking more and more oxygen I don't have. Just as I feel I'm going to pass out, you let go, catching me as I fall in your arms. 
 
Conflicted on wanting to get oxygen and wanting to break down crying, I turn into your arms, seeking comfort.  
 
"I-I'm sorry. It won't happen again" I whisper, everything hurts. 
 
"There was no one there Delilah, stop crying, I want to go back to the fair. Unless you want me to take you ho-"
 
“NO!” That’s the last thing I want, today’s the last day we have together, tomorrow you’re leaving town and won’t be back until the next summer. 
 
Wiping away the last of my tears, I clear my throat as much as I can. “I'm done. I-I must’ve imagined it all, the woman that is” 
 
"Good girl," you mutter, and we kiss again, proper this time. When you kiss me, I taste cotton candy, you’re sugary and sweet. I giggle as we part, loving the feeling I get from you. It’s a high, a rush, delirious one, but I love it all the same. It’s because of you, it's always because of you. I always feel it when you come around, when we’re together, it’s intoxicating. I’ve never felt like this until you came, and I can’t bear the thought of how I’ll feel once you’re gone. I never want to know what it’s like ever again. 
 
“Come on, let’s go find a ride to get on,” Lacing our hands, you start to lead me towards the rides. In the distance stands the Ferris wheel, lit up blue and red, the two constantly interchanging. 
 
“Can you go on that at the end of the night? It’s one of my favorites,” I say, but you’re not listening, you’re looking around, head moving to and fro. 
 
“Hon?” No response.
 
"Oh yes yes, I’m fine,” You give me a chaste kiss on my forehead, “Now tell me, are you enjoying yourself? " You ask, gripping my hand tightly. 
 
“It’s better now that we’re together, but it’d be better if we can get on some rides,” I point to the closest ride, “Inferno”. It’s one that takes you around and around in a circle, making you dizzy and pushing you into the person you’re riding with. 
 
“Not that one,” You shake your head, “here’s how about this one?” you pull me towards a different attraction.
 
 “Madame Poli’s Mad Mirrors,” I say aloud, feeling queasy as the figureheads' unmoving eyes glared down at me, “Are you sure you want to do this one? I mean there are a lot of better rides you know?” I gesture to all of the rides around us. 
 
Shaking your head, you stand your ground. 
 
"I-I feel sick," I stammer out as we move closer to the attraction, you just laugh in response. 
 
"It's just the heat, you'll be fine," you pay me no mind, “I haven’t gone in one of these since I was a kid, come on, it’ll be fun.” Before I can even respond, you’re giving the attendant tickets and we’re starting to make our way inside. 
 
“I’ll meet you at the exit!” You wave goodbye and take the left entrance, leaving me to go in on the right. I’ve never liked these types of attractions, the pathways are tight, and its too easy to become lost. 
 
Having no choice to continue to the end, I start to work my way through the paths, becoming more and more nauseous with every dead end. 
 
And then I hear it. 
 
"What are you doing Del, you should be home" It's Mary. I'd know her soft-spoken voice anywhere, but why was she here? I hadn't seen her in months, the day she went to the fair. 
 
"Mary," I whisper, "Mary, is that you? What are you doing here?" She doesn't reply.
 
"Go home Del. You know you're not safe," She says, her voice echoing in my head yet sounding close at the same time. I go through more dead ends trying to find her. 
 
"I-I love him. He loves me" I choke out. 
 
"What he does isn't loving. You know he told me loved me too," 
 
I've found her, standing in the place of my reflection. Her eyes have sunk in deep, her body frail. Her mouth opens but it's no longer just hers.
 
"You need to get out Delilah. Get out and away from him. Get out Delilah. You have to get out." Multiple female voices are talking to me, imploring me to get out. But get away from who? Surely they can’t mean you? Can they? 
 
Everything's moving too fast, the night, the time, too fast for me to comprehend. I have to get out, I feel like I'm suffocating. 
 
"I-I have to go. Goodbye,"
 
Closing my eyes, I feel my way out, and don't open them until I feel the light. 
 
“There you are, are you alright?” I’ve made it out and into your arms.
 
“I-I just don’t feel well,” I mutter, putting my face in your shirt. You smell of the sea. Rubbing my back, we leave the ride and walk towards the food section. 
 
“What happened in there?” You ask, rubbing my back, silencing the tremours I feel. 
 
"It's nothing. It's nothing. I-I just want to forget it all," I feel your chest rumbled as you laugh.
 
"I'll help you forget. Here, let's go on this one," You've lead me to the biggest attraction by far 'Cupid's Tunnel of Love'. 
 
“Wait- can we ta-”
 
"I've already given him the tickets, there's no turning back now." With a gentle tuck, you pull me into the boat. I'd resist but there'd be no point, no point in making a scene, you never like it when I make scenes. 
 
"I have a surprise for you," you lean in and whisper softly into my ear, and before I can ask what, we're plunged into the dark. I can't see, you, the boat, anything, all I see is darkness and listen to the rushing sound of gurgling water. Everything feels right, everything is at peace. 
 
“Delilah,” You take my chin into your hand, stroking my cheek, “I love you, you know that,” gently kissing on my forehead, you move your free hand down to my stomach. 
 
“I-I love you too, I’m sorry that I’ve been a mess today” I stammer, “What’s the surprise?” 
 
“So sweet and loving yet naive. You’ve been warned all day, I-I just don’t see how you could’ve missed it.” Ignoring my question, you laugh and shake your head in disbelief. 
 
“What are yo-” Something hurts, right where your hand is. And then it happens again and again and again. A searing pain, each time getting sharper and sharper. Something wet is trickling down my side, feeling my hand down, I already know what it is.
 
“Wha-what did you do?” I start to cry, knowing that there is no way out, I had my way out and that window was gone. The blood was warm, gently slowly slithering down my stomach like a snake. 
 
“You really should've learned to stay away from men like me after dealing with your father. It's a shame really, such beauty to go to waste.” Gently stroking my hair, you bury the knife in even deeper, “Don't worry, you'll be reunited with Mary shortly, and all of the others who came before her. Goodnight Delilah, I’ll see you soon,” Kissing my head, and then everything goes dark. 
						~~~~~
 
“Hey pretty lady, would you like to test your strength? Everyone’s a winner!” The cheesy old man in the checkered shirt yells as I pass him by. It’s a beautiful summer day, and there’s a breeze, the glaring Georgia son hiding by clouds. I find myself at the entrance, where a blonde in a light blue summer dress passes me by.
 
I gaze up at the sun, wanting to feel her warmth. 
 
"You didn't listen" It's Mary.
 
"I'm sorry I didn't" 
 
"I'm sorry too," Squeezing my hand, she flashes a sad smile. 
 
"Maybe things will be different this time. And if not, at least we get to spend eternity together." Her voice is hopeful, but her eyes are not. It's an unending cycle we've become a part of, not allowed to go up although we haven't been condemned to go down. Purgatory is its own kind of hell. 
 
"And if not, it'll be okay in the end," I say, before turning my attention back to the blonde. She's ended her conversation with the old man. 
 
“No thanks, I’m on a mission, maybe later!” She says cheerfully to the man, looking around for someone, “There you are! I was looking for you, had me worried for a second,” She’s found her way into your arms. 
 
Chuckling, you pull her in tight, “I love the fair, just like I love you,” smirking at me the whole time. 
 
You’re a stranger in town, who flew in with the wind and only stays on the last summer day. 
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