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	The Celestial Watcher

	 


 

	Investigator Briefing

	 

	Before you continue…

	Sabine Blackwood has left a message regarding this case file.

	What you hear may change how you read what follows.

	Listen first.

	Then proceed.
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Chapter 1 
The Telescope in the Attic
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	Isabelle wasn’t supposed to be in the attic.

	Her mom had told her to stay out—too many old boxes, too many unstable floorboards, too many ways to “break your neck in five seconds flat,” as she liked to say. But Isabelle was thirteen now, and the word forbidden had started sounding a lot like interesting.

	Besides, her grandfather’s house practically begged to be explored. Every floorboard whispered secrets, and every room was filled with old clocks, dusty books, and faded portraits whose eyes followed you a little too well.

	That evening, while her mom helped set the table and her grandfather dozed in his armchair downstairs, Isabelle slipped away from the clatter of dishes and polite conversation. She crept past the kitchen and down the side hallway, where the air grew cooler and the walls narrowed. The old attic door was just as she remembered—small, square, and ringed with cobwebs.

	She hesitated for a moment, her hand on the frayed rope hanging from the ceiling. Something in her chest fluttered—excitement or warning, she wasn’t sure.

	She pulled the rope.

	The door dropped open with a groan, and the wooden ladder unfolded like a spine cracking after a long sleep.

	She climbed quickly.

	The attic was dark, lit only by a single bulb swaying gently from the ceiling. Dust hung in the air like fog. Old furniture stood like forgotten statues: trunks, coat racks, a rocking horse, a mirror with a cracked frame.

	She stepped carefully, floorboards creaking beneath her sneakers. Her flashlight caught glimpses of cardboard boxes marked with fading words like PHOTOS, TOOLS, and DO NOT OPEN. That one made her smile.

	Then she saw it.

	In the farthest corner, covered with a moth-eaten sheet, was something tall and oddly elegant. It stood apart from the clutter, surrounded by nothing but shadow. Isabelle walked toward it, drawn by some quiet pull in her chest.

	She reached out and tugged the sheet free.

	Beneath it stood a telescope.

	But not the kind she kept in her bedroom window back home. This one was... otherworldly.

	Its body was a gleaming, aged brass, engraved with intricate patterns and symbols that didn’t look like any language she knew. Spirals. Arrows. Tiny constellations that shifted in the light. Its tripod legs were carved with vines and stars, and the knobs looked like they belonged in a clockmaker’s shop, not on a telescope.

	Isabelle crouched beside it, running her hand along the cold metal. The telescope almost felt alive—its surface warm where it shouldn’t be, its lenses too dark to reflect light. A faint hum pulsed through the air, like a distant string being plucked.

	It was beautiful. And strange. And completely forgotten.

	“Whoa,” she whispered.

	A sudden creak made her flinch.

	“Isabelle?” her grandfather’s voice echoed faintly from downstairs.

	She jumped to her feet. “Coming!” she called, but her gaze stayed locked on the telescope.

	Something about it made her want to stay. Just a little longer.

	She stepped back to the eyepiece. Slowly, carefully, she leaned in.

	The attic disappeared.

	Through the telescope’s lens, the world shifted—not to stars or planets, but to something impossibly close.

	Her neighborhood.

	Only it wasn’t quite right.

	The trees looked skeletal, as if winter had arrived early. The streetlamps flickered with a bluish hum. Her neighbors’ houses were the same shapes, the same colors, but the details were wrong. Curtains drawn. Lawns overgrown. No cars in the driveways. It felt… hollow. Like a ghost town wearing her neighborhood’s face.

	And then she saw her house.

	The windows were dark. The front steps were broken. The mailbox hung open like a yawn.

	The front door creaked open.

	A girl stepped outside.

	Same frame. Same long brown braid. Same navy hoodie with the constellation print.

	It was her.

	But not her.

	The girl moved too slowly, like her limbs were remembering how to be human. Her shoulders were hunched. Her head tilted, birdlike. And then she stopped and looked upward.

	Straight at Isabelle.

	Isabelle froze.

	The girl smiled. But it wasn’t a warm smile. It was small. Tight. And cold. It was the kind of smile that made your stomach twist.

	She raised a hand.

	Not to wave.

	To point.

	Right at the telescope.

	Isabelle stumbled back with a gasp. She knocked over a stack of boxes, sending a loud thud echoing through the attic. The vision vanished. The attic snapped back into focus, dim and still.

	Her chest heaved as she backed away from the telescope. It was glowing now—softly, faintly—from the strange symbols carved into its barrel.

	Another creak sounded on the ladder.

	Her grandfather appeared in the doorway, gripping the handrail and catching his breath.

	“You’re up here?” he said, then noticed the telescope. His eyes widened. The color drained from his face.

	“Oh,” he murmured. “So… it’s still here.”

	Still here?

	Isabelle turned toward him, the fear in her chest now wrapped in curiosity. “What is it?”

	Her grandfather stepped slowly into the room, his eyes never leaving the telescope. He reached out and gently touched the edge of the frame, as if greeting an old enemy.

	“It belonged to your great-great-grandfather,” he said. “They called it The Watcher.”

	“The Watcher?” Isabelle echoed. “Like… it watches stars?”

	Her grandfather’s eyes flicked to hers. “No. Not the stars.”

	He looked older in that moment. Tired in a way Isabelle had never seen before.

	“I used it once. When I was about your age,” he said. “It showed me something I wish I could forget.”

	“What did it show you?”

	He hesitated.

	“It showed me myself. But… different. Like something pretending to be me, and it was smiling.”

	Isabelle’s skin prickled.

	She looked at the telescope again, its glowing symbols now pulsing like a second heartbeat in the attic.

	“I saw her too,” Isabelle whispered. “She looked like me, but she wasn’t. She… pointed at me.”

	Her grandfather nodded slowly. “Then it’s already started.”

	He stepped back, as if the air around the telescope had grown heavier.

	“I locked it away years ago. After your dad got sick. He used to say the stars stopped looking back. He said he was only seeing himself.”

	The attic seemed to breathe around them. The bulb overhead flickered.

	Isabelle stared at the telescope, her mind buzzing with questions and something darker: a strange, magnetic fear.

	She didn’t know what the telescope was, or why it showed her what it did.

	But deep down, she knew one thing:

	This wasn’t the last time she’d look through it.
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