
Episode 1
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This is me, from behind, on the grassy hill above town — and yes, that neon-cyan crack is really how the sky looked that night. It forked across the stars like lightning that forgot to be brief, right over our sleepy rooftops and their little orange windows. My hair and skirt are doing dramatic wind things I did not authorize. Look how small Otonashi is under all that sky, Hiantu. Four thousand people asleep, and one girl on a hill watching the universe aim something straight at her life.
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Otonashi at dusk, in all its glory: the two-car train easing past the lowered crossing barrier, red signals glowing, shop signs flickering orange against mountains going purple. Two girls wait under umbrellas even though I remember that evening bone-dry — the picture remembers a drizzle I don't, and honestly, memories in this town are allowed to be lazy; nothing tests them. See how the sunset pools between the buildings like it has nowhere else to be? That was my whole world. Vending machines, apologetic trains, and light. Enjoy the calm, Hiantu.
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Exhibit A: me in my natural habitat, drowning in the school library. A fan of flashcards in my hands, wave diagrams propped open on the stand, textbooks stacked like tiny fortresses, and that one desk lamp doing its warm halo thing. You can see the exact frown of a girl whose brain has stopped accepting new physics. The picture even puts rain on the tall windows — city lights smudged behind wet glass — as if the sky was already rehearsing its big entrance. Forty cards, Hiantu. Forty. Remember my sacrifice.
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This is the exact moment normal ended. The whole library drowned in cyan — bookshelves, balcony, everything the color of deep water — and my papers just... lifted, like gravity got distracted. That's me bracing against the table, mouth open, zero dignity. And look at the window, Hiantu: that pale girl in the glass is my own reflection, lit up by the glow, staring back at me like she already knows something I don't. The blackout killed every light in town, and then the sky replaced them all with one color. That color.
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There it is, framed in the library's tall windows like the universe wanted me to have front-row seats: a cyan comet carving a long, glowing arc down toward the forested hill — and see that little rust-brown dome sitting on top? The old observatory. Of all the places on Earth, it aimed for the one abandoned building behind my school. That's me at the glass, face tilted up, completely forgetting that flashcards exist. The trail it left just hangs there, shimmering, like a signature. Polite meteors land in oceans, Hiantu. Mine made an appointment.
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Behold: the worst decision of my life, mid-pedal. That's me grinning like a maniac, standing on the pedals up a dark forest road, flashlight strapped to the handlebars throwing one brave little cone of gold into all that blue. The trees crowd in on both sides like they're whispering 'turn around,' and dead ahead, above the treeline, the sky is glowing cyan like a second dawn that clocked in early. You can actually see the sweat on my cheek. My legs said no. My curiosity outvoted them, Hiantu. It always does.
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The old observatory, wearing its brand-new skylight. See the crack splitting the rusted dome? Cyan light pours out of it in actual beams, and smoke curls up into a sky full of bruise-purple clouds. Every boarded window is leaking that same impossible glow, so the whole building pulses like something with a heartbeat. In front: the chain-link fence, bent and shameless, with vines already claiming it. The KEEP OUT sign didn't make it into frame, Hiantu, which feels honest — it never had a chance against me anyway. Ivy ignored it for years. I ignored it faster.
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This is what was waiting under the old brass telescope: the pod. Look at it, Hiantu — a lattice of glowing cyan lines folded into facets, like someone diagrammed a jewel and then turned the diagram on. Static crackles off its edges, and near the top there's the fracture, blazing white, spitting thin beams across the dusty dome. Around it: stacked books, rusted gears, faded star charts on the walls — a century of astronomy furniture, suddenly demoted to audience. Rocks don't glow in wireframe. Rocks don't hum chords you feel in your molars. This was not a rock.
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Freeze this frame, because it's the last second of my old life. My hand hovering over the crystal face, close enough that the light webs between my fingers — and inside the facets, look, there's ME, reflected in that glowing geometry, lips parted, eyes enormous. The pod turned me into a portrait of my own bad judgment. You can see how the cyan drowns out everything else: the telescope machinery behind me is just shadows and gears. Every horror movie I've ever watched screamed 'don't.' My hand, a lifelong non-viewer of horror movies, said 'hello.'
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And the pod... bloomed. Look at those crystal petals, Hiantu — folded open like glass origami solving itself, glowing so bright the whole dome fills with drifting motes of light. Above the center floats the reason my heart forgot its rhythm: a tiny, translucent, mint-cyan star with two dark oval eyes and a little white star burning in its chest like a heart that shows. Behind everything, the dome's iron ribs frame a sky absolutely crowded with real stars, all of them suddenly looking like his relatives. The most illegal creature in the universe, mid-first-blink.
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First aid, Arune style. That's me on my knees on the observatory floorboards, tucking my mint-green scarf around a wounded star like it's a kitten with a fever. You can see my breath — the air around him was actually freezing — while the old lantern on the right fights back with its little pocket of orange warmth. Cielo's glow is steadier here, watch, and those tiny motes rising off him feel like a thank-you. Behind us, the telescope and star globe just observe, professionally. An alien, a scarf, and a girl improvising medicine, Hiantu.
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Official documentation of humanity's greatest scientific moment: me, mid-clap, grinning at a floating jelly star. Look at the sound made visible, Hiantu — cyan waveforms rippling out of Cielo in rings, and between us an actual ribbon of golden musical staff, notes and all, curling through the observatory air like the room decided to transcribe us. His little face is pure delight. Mine is purer. The constellation charts on the walls suddenly look like sheet music. First contact protocols, according to every movie: mathematics, caution, governments. First contact according to Otonashi: applause.
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Here's the moment I got... annotated. Cielo hovers glossy and bright at the bottom of the frame, one star-point just barely touching me, and look what's happening to my arm, Hiantu: luminous lines crawling up from the wrist, connecting into actual constellations — dots, angles, a little pentagon, a spiral near the elbow — like the night sky decided my skin was free real estate. My face is doing awe and alarm at the same time, which is a skill now. It didn't hurt. It felt like plugging in. Into what? Excellent question.
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Scientific log, entry one: the chocolate incident. There's the square of chocolate, mid-air, dissolving into a spiral of sparkles that flows straight into Cielo — no chewing, no swallowing, just absorption by pure enthusiasm. My flashlight lies abandoned on the right, throwing its golden beam across the dome like a stage light that gave up on me. And that's my hand at my lips, Hiantu, because the moment he tasted it, I tasted it. Same sweetness, secondhand, arriving through a wrist full of constellations. My face is doing the math and refusing the answer.
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The naming ceremony, as witnessed by several retired telescopes. That's me pointing at myself with the world's softest smile, saying 'Arune' very slowly, and that's Cielo blazing back — his white core flared so bright it looks like a star wearing a star. Three little teal notes hang in the air between us where his chime lives, actual visible music, Hiantu. The observatory around us is all warm wood, gears, and sky charts, like the room itself leaned in to hear him try my name. Ah... roo... neh. Yeah. Contract signed. Loyalty eternal.
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Meanwhile, outside my little bubble of miracles: this. Two helicopters raking the misty forest with searchlight cones, and a whole convoy of headlights snaking up the mountain highway, guardrail to guardrail. From up here on observatory hill — that's our dome silhouetted in the corner, keeping its head down — the valley looks like a board game someone rich just sat down to play. Fog everywhere, rice fields pale in the distance, mountains purple and unimpressed. Somebody else saw the sky break, Hiantu, and their response wasn't a scarf. It was a fleet.
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The great escape, full downhill. Me, laughing into the wind, hair streaming like a comet tail of my own, coasting above an entire ocean of city lights — and there's my stowaway, Hiantu: Cielo's little glowing face peeking out of the backpack, riding shotgun on my shoulder blades. In the book's memory the backpack landed on my back; I swear I strapped him to my chest like precious cargo, but honestly, with the crescent moon out and shooting stars photobombing us, I'll allow it. Leaves whip past. The whole night smells like wind. Sorry again about the socks.
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Midnight census of my bedroom: one girl at her desk pretending she isn't staring, one alien fast asleep by the pillow, thirty-ish glow-star stickers on the sloped ceiling providing moral support. Look at Cielo, Hiantu — eyes closed, little arms drooping, his light gone soft and breathing-slow while rain streaks the window behind him. The desk lamp makes its warm island over my books, and I've got my chin parked on my arms, doing zero studying. Real star sleeping under fake stars. He fit in so instantly it made my chest hurt.
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My ceiling became a planetarium of bad news. Look at it, Hiantu: a red giant filling the corner of the room, swollen and wreathed in fire, and one tiny pod streaking away from it with a thin white trail — the whole story of his species in two objects. Cielo floats near the wall, one eye cracked open, still half asleep while his memory plays overhead. And that's me flat on the bed, hands folded, watching it — yes, school shoes still on the blanket, because apparently grief skips etiquette. The hologram hums red and cyan at once. Oh. Oh no.
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Quiet frame, loud discovery. My arm stretched out in the dark, constellation lines lit from wrist to sleeve, and there's Cielo — tiny tonight, a pocket-sized star hovering over the bed — pulsing his glow in the background. Watch the rhythm, Hiantu: his core brightens, my lines brighten. Same beat. Same clock. The lamp in the corner spills cyan instead of yellow, like even the furniture switched loyalties. You can't hear it in a picture, but I promise this image has a sound: two heartbeats agreeing with each other in a dark, rain-hushed room. And one girl recalculating everything.
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Doctor Arune, on duty. Pencil clamped in my mouth, thermometer held up to the lamplight, notebooks spread open with hand-drawn graphs — real data, Hiantu, with real wobbly axes. Cielo hovers at the edge of the desk being both patient and heat source, glowing his squishy mint glow while the city stays dark outside my window. Read my eyebrows: that is the face of a girl whose graph is telling her something she doesn't want to know. Warm near me. Cold three steps away. He wasn't visiting my life. He was gripping it to stay lit.
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This is the view from my window at 2 a.m., and I want you to feel exactly as uncomfortable as I did. A matte-black sedan parked across the street in the rain, under a streetlight that leans like it fainted and never got up. And in the passenger seat — see it, Hiantu? — a pale figure, featureless as an unfinished drawing, face tilted up toward my window. My cozy lamp glows in the corner of the frame like it's trying to protect me. The rain kept falling. The figure kept watching. And it never, ever blinked.
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Status report, illustrated edition. Me, cross-legged on my bed under the fairy lights, counting disasters on my fingers with the flattest face I have ever produced. The teddy bears on the shelf are the official audience. Beside me sits Cielo — and here's the thing, Hiantu: he was supposed to be copying my gestures, but in this picture he's gone full serene meditation, eyes closed, glowing peacefully, like my problems personally relax him. Dying star: check. Non-consensual glowing tattoos: check. Exams: five days. Mystery government car: parked. This Tuesday scores a twelve, and my roommate is doing yoga about it.

[image: ]
The softest picture in this whole book. Me, lying back on the pillow in a comfy tee — yes, I finally changed out of uniform; the book skipped that heist too — with Cielo dozing on my stomach, rising and falling with my breathing. My wrist wears its glow like a bracelet now, one bright cuff of starlight resting on his back. Outside the window: the entire Milky Way, showing off. This is the moment I named you, Hiantu. Quietly, so mom wouldn't hear. And then I asked you my first question: what do you feed a star that runs on sugar?

[image: ]
Pre-dawn over Otonashi, painted in indigo and held breath. Mist pools between the dark tiled rooftops, the hills wear fog like blankets, and far away — see them, Hiantu? — two helicopters still combing the ridgelines with thin cones of light, stubborn as insomnia. The horizon is just barely warming, that first watercolor bruise of morning. And in the middle of all those sleeping houses, one single window glows amber. That's mine. That's the room where a girl and a star were inventing a rulebook that doesn't exist, one whispered page at a time.
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Last page of the first night. Dawn slides gold across my desk, the town outside is turning peach and lavender, and I am fast asleep on my notebook — cheek on the homework, completely defeated by my own Tuesday. But look who's awake, Hiantu. Cielo, perched by my shoulder, beaming his brightest little smile, carefully tugging my mint scarf up over me. The scarf I wrapped him in when he was cold. First thing he ever learned on Earth, and he's already giving it back. Tomorrow: high school, backpack, star. Stay with me. Same sky.


Episode 2

[image: ]
First scientific finding of my new life, Hiantu: hope is useless against evidence. I bolted upright at sunrise with my mouth already open, praying yesterday had been a dream — and there he was, a squishy teal star fast asleep on my desk-lamp shade like it was a five-star hotel pillow. My glow-stars were still stuck to the ceiling, my posters still on the walls, my life still technically my life. Except for the small, extremely illegal celestial body snoring by the window, and the constellation on my arm glowing right back at him.

[image: ]
Experiment two: the bathroom sink. I held my wrist under the running tap and scrubbed like the fate of my permanent record depended on it — which, honestly, it might. In the mirror my own face stared back, wet, stunned, one hand pressed to my collarbone. And on my wrist, the constellation just kept glowing through the steam, calm as anything, little cyan stars strung on threads of light. Water dripped, the faucet hissed, and the marks pulsed. Once. Twice. In rhythm with a heartbeat that was not mine. That was the scary part, Hiantu. It kept perfect time.
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Look at him, Hiantu. Just look. I got dressed for school, turned around, and my alien had downsized overnight from beach-ball pod to hand-held star. He fit right in my cupped palms, eyes closed, glowing that soft aquarium teal, little light-motes drifting off him like he sheds sparkles instead of hair. The morning sun poured through my curtains, my plants leaned in like they wanted a look too, and I stood there in my uniform grinning at a piece of the night sky. Smaller. Cuter. Statistically way easier to smuggle. I did not say that out loud.
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Then he woke up and sang at me. Three little notes, floating up out of him in actual glowing shapes — do, re, MI — rising past the curtains like soap bubbles with opinions. I sat on the edge of my bed with my hand cupped behind my ear like some ancient radio operator, trying to catch the frequency. He bobbed there in front of the window, pleased with himself, sunrise pouring in gold behind him. First entry in the Cielo-to-Arune dictionary, Hiantu: three rising notes equals good morning. Pronunciation guide: sound like a wind chime falling in love.

[image: ]
Operation Normal Teenager, minute one. Mom's voice came up the stairs — train, Arune, TRAIN — so I grabbed the big duffel, unzipped it halfway, and pointed. He climbed in. Sort of. Mostly he poked his whole glowing face out of the gap, mouth open, ready to greet the entire world by name. I stood at my bedroom door in the sunrise doing the universal shhh, finger on my lips, wrist mark flashing like it wanted to argue too. Rule one of hiding an alien, Hiantu: the alien does not know what hiding is. He waved at me. With the bag open.
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One block, Hiantu. That is the exact length of my freedom. The street was doing its best impression of a nice morning — blue sky, sleepy houses, sunshine everywhere — while I hung off a wooden fence like it was the last solid object in the universe. My knees dissolved, cold sweat everywhere, teeth gritted, and the bag had slipped right off my shoulder onto the road, glowing this faint, wrong, see-through teal. Even my wrist lines were flickering, stretched thin. The world tilted maybe fifteen degrees. Nobody else seemed to notice. Perfectly sunny street. Perfectly falling-apart me.

[image: ]
I crouched right there on the sidewalk and unzipped the bag, and my heart did something complicated. Cielo was curled up small against the leather, eyes shut, his glow guttering like a candle in a draft. Not the aquarium-bright star from this morning — a dimmer switch turned nearly all the way down. Around us the street stayed obnoxiously pretty, hedges and telephone poles and soft blue distance, and I knelt over one dying piece of sky in a school bag. Data point, Hiantu, and I hate it: distance from home hurts him first, me second. Stretching hurts. We walked here as two. We were going home as one.
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The run home turned into the weirdest recovery graph ever plotted. Every step back up our street, a little more color in my face, a little more shine in him — until there I was under the cherry blossoms in full morning sun, hugging the school bag to my chest like a life vest, laughing out loud at nothing. Cielo had his whole bright face out of the zipper again, beaming, and my wrist constellation was blazing across my sleeve like a light show celebrating our safe landing. From dying to glowing in four hundred meters. Conclusion, Hiantu: we come with a leash. Warm, invisible, and non-negotiable.

[image: ]
Behold the laboratory of a delinquent, Hiantu. Bedroom floor, golden afternoon light, and me cross-legged with a pencil clamped in my teeth, hauling a tape measure across the floorboards toward a floating test subject who thinks the whole experiment is a game. Equipment inventory: one spiral notebook, one thermometer, scissors I probably shouldn't leave out, and a star hovering obediently at the far end of the tape like the world's cutest survey marker. First absence of my entire school career and I spent it doing MORE science than school ever asked of me. My permanent record weeps. My data table grows.
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Lamplight, notebook, one axis labeled sick, one labeled distance. I drew the curve with Cielo sitting right on the page like a paperweight who wants credit as co-author, peering down at the line describing exactly how bad we feel per meter apart. And look at it, Hiantu — smooth, steep, then leveling off into misery. My constellation glowed on the back of my drawing hand like the instrument recording itself. Honestly? It's a beautiful curve. It has a shape a textbook would love. It is also a graph of us suffering, which is a weird thing to be proud of. Extrapolation says one kilometer equals lights out. Both of us.
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I carried him up to the roof at sunset to think — my thinking spot, all rusty railings and a city going purple and gold below. Cielo draped himself over the rail like a tired little cloud, eyes closed, sagging, and I crouched next to him with my knees hugged in, wrist constellation glowing between us. And up there, watching him wilt exactly as much as I ached, it finally clicked. That first night he didn't just touch my wrist to say hello. He plugged in. Anchored himself to my nerves to survive our air, our radiation. Not roommates, Hiantu. Wiring. Shared circuitry under one enormous burning sky.
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Sunset came in through my window and made everything amber, and I sat on my bed hugging my knees while Cielo floated up beside my cheek, close enough that his glow warmed my skin like a second small sunset. The city outside kept doing city things. My skirt was wrinkled from a whole day of floor science, my socks didn't match, and none of it mattered, because a star was leaning against my face on purpose. Terrifying, yes. Wired to an alien, yes. But Hiantu, I'm the girl who eats lunch alone on the roof. And I am never, ever going to be alone again. Careful what you wish for. Sometimes you get it.
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You can hear the difference in a doorbell, Hiantu, I swear you can. This one rang like paperwork. I pulled the curtain back one centimeter — hoodie over my uniform, heart in my throat — and there it was on our wet evening street: a big dark van parked under the power lines, and two figures in matching jackets walking slow, unhurried, like people who get paid whether or not you're home. The city glowed all soft and blue behind them, totally uninterested in my crisis. My wrist chose that exact moment to shine brighter through my sleeve. Wrong moment, constellation. Read the room.
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Here they are in full view, Hiantu, and I want you to appreciate how boring they look, because that's the scary part. Two ordinary people in matching navy windbreakers under a gray sky, walking our street like it's a spreadsheet. Except the man is holding a little handheld device, and where he points it, cyan blips light up in the air — and they're lighting up all over the front of MY house. Little glowing tick marks crawling up our wall, past the mailbox, toward my window. The cherry trees kept blooming. The clouds kept being clouds. And a machine outside quietly counted its way toward my whole hidden life.

[image: ]
Panic mode engaged. I built a mountain — three blankets, every sweater I own, jeans, towels, the entire laundry ecosystem — and stuffed one confused star underneath it all. And Hiantu, it wasn't working. You can see the problem in this exact moment: a pool of bright teal light leaking out from under the pile like I'd buried a tiny sunrise, glowing straight through denim. I'm kneeling there in my school uniform, hair sticking to my face, sweating, pressing clothes down with both hands like you can compress light if you just believe in yourself. My scientific prayer: please let alien and dirty gym clothes look identical to a scanner.

[image: ]
The view from the top of the stairs, Hiantu, burned into my memory forever: our warm little entryway, the potted plants, the afternoon light on the floorboards — and my mom in her cardigan, hands clasped, cheerfully chatting with two uniformed men like they're here to read the gas meter. One of them is holding the scanner. Its screen is glowing that exact cyan. I'm frozen on the landing, one hand out, wrist mark pulsing under my sleeve like a smoke alarm only I can hear. Radiation survey for the blackout, ma'am. She smiled. She nearly INVITED THEM IN. Mothers should come with threat-detection firmware.
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This is the picture I can't stop thinking about, Hiantu. Under the blanket mountain, in the dark, my star turned himself off. All that glow — the aquarium teal, the sunrise leaking through denim — squeezed down to nothing. Just a small dark star-shape in the shadows between my jackets and quilts, with two wide eyes catching the one thin blade of light that made it through the pile. He did it himself. Nobody taught him. Downstairs a scanner was singing for him, and he held his breath, if stars breathe. That's when I understood something that made my chest hurt: he wasn't just my secret. He was scared too.

[image: ]
Aftermath portrait, Hiantu: me, propped against the closet by the window like a puppet with the strings finally released, eyes closed, whole body doing one long overdue exhale. Outside the glass, the dark van rolled away down our cherry-blossom street, shrinking politely into the golden evening as if it had only ever been delivering packages. The room stayed quiet. The floor stayed sunlit. My knees stayed unreliable. I'd like to log this as a victory, but let's be precise about what we won: minutes. People with scanners and matching windbreakers are not a one-time weather event. They're a season. And the season was just starting.

[image: ]
Danger over, dignity destroyed. Cielo erupted from the laundry pile wearing my old winter hat — it flopped over his top point like a wizard's cap of pure indignation — and gave me the single most offended glare a star has ever produced. Little frown. Storm-cloud eyebrows he does not technically have. Meanwhile I'm standing there with both hands over my mouth, absolutely failing to not laugh, my wrist constellation twinkling like it's laughing too. He sat on the clothes mountain radiating betrayal about the gym-sock layer specifically. I promised him better hiding spots ahead. I promised him better smells too. One of those promises was a lie, Hiantu.

[image: ]
Rain on the window, lamp on, cardigan on, dread on. I spread the neighborhood map across my desk and did the math one more time, red pen hovering, while Cielo floated
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