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Willabrook had seen strange things before, time tears, underground cities, glowing guardians—but nothing prepared the town for the night the stars stopped moving.

Alex noticed it first.

He was standing in his garden after dinner, letting his eyes adjust to the evening sky. It was one of those rare, perfectly clear nights when every constellation looked sharp, bright, and close enough to touch. Jess and Sam were on their way over for a movie night, and Alex was just passing the time by looking up.

Then he frowned.

The stars... flickered. Not normally, like twinkling. More like... glitching.

A single bright streak of light shot across the sky—then froze, stuck in mid-air like someone had paused the universe.

Alex blinked. Hard.

“Um,” he whispered to no one, “that’s not normal.”

Another streak shot across the sky. And another. But instead of burning out, each one stopped, hanging in place. Dozens of glowing trails formed across the heavens, frozen like silver scratches on a black canvas.

Jess arrived at the gate and gasped. “Alex... what’s happening to the sky?!”

Sam jogged up behind her, saw the streaks, and immediately stumbled backwards. “NO. Nope. Absolutely not. Stars do NOT behave like badly loaded computer graphics.”

Alex pointed. “Look. They aren’t moving. They’re just... stuck.”

Jess hugged her jacket closer. “It’s beautiful. And terrifying.”

Before any of them could say another word, the sky erupted in colour.

A huge burst of shimmering lights—blue, silver, violet—appeared over the centre of Willabrook, swirling like a spiral galaxy forming out of thin air. The ground vibrated softly beneath their feet.

Sam squeaked, “Is this... some sort of cosmic doom? Because it feels like cosmic doom.”

But Alex was staring with wide eyes. “No. This looks... controlled. Like it’s being directed.”

Jess squinted. “Directed by who?”

As if answering her question, one of the frozen star streaks above them began to glow brighter. It shimmered, shook, then broke loose from the sky.

It fell.

Slowly at first, drifting like a feather.

Then faster.

A streak of brilliant white rushed toward the ground. Jess and Sam dove out of the way as it shot past them, landing somewhere beyond the trees with a thunderous, echoing BOOM.

The shockwave rippled through the grass.

Sam lay face-down. “I hate the sky. I hate space. I hate meteor showers. Why is this happening?!”

Jess grabbed Alex’s arm. “We have to go. Now.”

Alex nodded. “That wasn’t a meteor. Meteors burn up. This one... slowed down. It was trying not to crash.”

They sprinted through the trees, following the fading trail of silver light left behind. The air smelled faintly of metal and ozone, like the air after a lightning strike.

When they reached the clearing, they all stopped short.

Half-buried in the ground was a smooth, curved piece of shining metal. It wasn’t shaped like a rock. It was shaped like a machine part, sleek, reflective, and humming faintly with power.

Sam’s voice cracked. “Why is the meteor humming?”

Jess crouched beside it. “Because it’s not a meteor.”

Alex stepped closer. His detective instincts buzzed. “It’s a fragment. From something bigger.”

Jess brushed dirt from the surface and frowned at a symbol engraved into the metal.

A star with four intersecting lines.

“Alex... this symbol looks familiar.”

Alex swallowed hard. “That’s because—”

He hesitated.

Jess leaned in. “Because what?”

Alex pulled something out of his pocket. Something he kept with him now, always.

A small leather notebook.

Mrs. Whitley’s notebook.

He flipped to the final page—the one he had stared at a hundred times but never fully understood.

There, in the centre, was the exact same star symbol.

Sam stared. “She... she knew about this?”

Jess whispered, “What did she build, Alex?”

Alex traced the symbol with his thumb. “Whatever it was... it wasn’t meant for underground. Or for time.”

He looked up at the frozen sky, at the shimmering lights, and at the metal fragment humming at their feet.

“It was meant for space.”

A soft sound broke the silence—like a distant chime echoing from above.

Jess looked up sharply. “What was that?”

The stars shifted.

Only for a moment, but Alex saw it.

A shape.

Huge.

Geometric.

Drifting behind the frozen streaks of light.

Something was up there.

And it was moving.

Sam backed away slowly. “Guys... there’s something in the sky. Something BIG.”

The humming from the metal fragment suddenly grew louder, vibrating through the ground.

Jess grabbed Alex’s sleeve. “We need to tell someone!”

Alex shook his head. “No. The town will panic.”

“Then what do we do?!” Sam cried.

Alex closed the notebook.

“We find out what Mrs. Whitley was building. And why the stars are falling over Willabrook.”

Above them, the sky pulsed once, like a giant heartbeat.

And the shape in the stars shifted again.

Closer.

Watching.

The first mystery of the new adventure had begun.
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The humming metal fragment pulsed softly in the clearing, casting silver light over the grass. Jess, Sam, and Alex stood around it, each of them trying—and failing—to pretend they weren’t completely terrified.

Jess gently nudged the curved surface with a stick. “Should it be... hotter? Meteors are usually hot, right?”

Alex shook his head. “This didn’t burn through the atmosphere. It slowed itself down. That means it’s controlled technology.”

Sam threw his hands up. “Right, awesome! Because nothing says ‘have a nice evening’ like ALIEN MACHINE PARTS falling into our town!”

Jess knelt beside the fragment, brushing away more dirt. The engraved star symbol glowed faintly under her hand. “This really is the same symbol from Mrs. Whitley’s notebook. Do you think she built... something up there?”

Alex hesitated. “Mrs. Whitley was brilliant, but even she didn’t build satellites.” He looked up at the sky, where the frozen streaks still hung motionless. “This is bigger. Much bigger.”

A gentle ripple of wind swept through the clearing, but the trees didn’t sway. The air didn’t move.

Only the metal fragment reacted, its glow intensifying, pulsing in time with something Alex couldn’t hear but could feel humming inside his chest.

Jess noticed it too. “Alex... it’s syncing with something.”

Sam backed up even farther. “Nope. No syncing. No glowing. No mysterious alien Bluetooth!”

Jess reached out and touched the metal gently with her fingertips.

The fragment answered her.

A wave of soft blue light expanded outward, washing over the ground in a perfect circle. Leaves rustled. Grass flattened. The air shimmered.

Jess jerked back. “What did I do?!”

Alex stepped forward quickly. “You activated it. But I don’t think it’s dangerous.”

Sam pointed shakily. “It just created a glowy space ripple! That feels moderately dangerous!”

But Alex shook his head.

“No. Look.”

Inside the shimmering air above the fragment, images flickered—shapes of light shifting like reflections on water.

A starfield.

A curved corridor.

A circular window looking out into darkness.

Jess gasped. “It’s showing us something.”

Alex’s heart pounded. “No... it’s showing us where it came from.”

For a moment, all three friends stood frozen, staring into what looked like another place entirely, a place far above Willabrook.

Then the shimmer snapped shut, collapsing into a single pulse of silver light that sank back into the fragment.

Jess blinked rapidly. “Did we just see a space station?”

Sam shook his head violently. “Nope. I refuse. My brain can’t handle that.”

Alex crouched beside the fragment, eyes bright with determination. “Mrs. Whitley must have discovered something up there. Or contacted something. Or... built something that could reach it.”

Jess nodded slowly. “And now pieces of it are falling onto Willabrook.”

Sam threw his hands up. “We’re doomed.”

Jess ignored him. “We need more clues. What’s the next step?”

Alex tapped the star symbol in the notebook. “She left coordinates. Or something like coordinates. I never understood them before, but now...”

He flipped to the page.

Four strange symbols were drawn beneath the star, lines, dots, curves forming a pattern.

Space coordinates?

A star map?

Jess leaned in. “These look like the marks that flashed above the fragment.”

Alex nodded. “Exactly. I think Mrs. Whitley found a way to connect Willabrook to that place. A device. A machine.”

Sam groaned. “A machine that brings space junk crashing into our gardens?!”

Jess frowned thoughtfully. “No... something more purposeful. Something she meant for us to finish.”

Alex stood and tucked the notebook into his pocket. “We need to see the observatory.”

Jess blinked. “The old one on the hill? That place has been abandoned for years.”

“Maybe not as abandoned as we thought,” Alex said softly.

Sam stared at him. “Why do I feel like we’re going to break into another creepy building?”

“Because we are,” Jess said.

“And we have to,” Alex added. “Something is happening above town. And whatever it is—Mrs. Whitley knew about it.”

The metal fragment pulsed again, brighter this time.

Then, from the trees behind them, a sharp CRACK echoed.

Twigs snapping.

Leaves rustling.

Something was moving.

Jess spun around. “Who’s there?!”

No answer.

Sam squealed. “It’s an alien! We’re going to get abducted!”

Jess squinted into the dark. “No... look.”

A figure stepped out between the trees.

A person.

Tall. Hooded. Wearing a coat that shimmered faintly like the sky above them. Their face was
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