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    For anyone who has ever felt like an alien trying to survive on Earth.For the dreamers, the quiet kids, the stargazers.             For every lost soul still searching for home.I hope you find it here.


    



  	
        
            
            "The universe may be vast… but home is wherever you finally feel seen."
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Author’s Note
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Hi there!
First off, thank you for picking up When Nova Moved In (even when it’s written by a 13-year-old). Writing this story has been a wild, fun, and sometimes chaotic journey, and I’m thrilled to finally share it with you. This book is about curiosity, friendship, and the unexpected ways life where (ALIENS and FRIES) can show up right next door. Some parts might make you laugh, some might make your heart race, and hopefully, a few will make you think. Every character, every twist, and every little detail came from a place of imagination — sometimes a little crazy, always full of heart. I hope you enjoy spending time in this world as much as I loved creating it. Thank you for reading, for dreaming, and for believing that the extraordinary can sometimes live just next door.
— Manahil Idrees 
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Chapter 1
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Starling Street was probably the most boring street in the universe. Every house looked the same—red bricks, white doors, tiny gardens trimmed to perfection. Every dog was either a poodle or named Max. And nothing good ever happened. Until one normal Sunday night, around 8:15. A moving truck showed up next to Aria Damian’s house, which nearly made her choke on her rice when she saw it through the window. It was big, grey, and silent—so silent it seemed like it didn’t even have an engine. The driver was wearing sunglasses at night. Super weird. Aria pressed her face against the glass. Then a boy stepped out and walked toward the house next door. He was tall, very pale, and his hair was too black—so black it almost shimmered blue under the moonlight. He was wearing gloves in the middle of summer. Aria’s first thought was that he was just another weird emo teen, but she quickly convinced herself that he was either a vampire or a robot. “Mom,” Aria called. “New neighbors. Suspicious looking. Might be vampires.” Her mother didn’t even look up from her laptop. “Just be nice.” But Aria wasn’t interested in nice. She was interested in mysteries. And the boy next door might be the biggest mystery Starling Street had seen in twelve years—since an old man called Crooner and his wife Rosa claimed they were abducted by aliens and were later found drunk in their attic. She watched as the boy pulled a suitcase out of the truck. It beeped. Then it hovered. Just a little bit. Her spoon dropped straight into her bowl. “No way!” she screamed so loudly that the boy looked up. Their eyes met and he blinked. Then he smiled—a wide, mechanical kind of smile, like he’d read about it in a book but had never actually done it before. Then he went inside. “Okay,” Aria said slowly. “Either he’s a vampire, or he belongs to a robot family. No other explanations. But the vampire theory, Mom—it’s more believable.” Her mother was still staring at the laptop screen. “Vampires, huh? Well, make sure he doesn’t drink your Wi-Fi.” Aria blinked “What?” “Wi-Fi is basically blood these days,” her mom said, typing furiously. “You don’t want him stealing it.” “I meant real vampires! Fangs! Nighttime! Sparkling! You know—scary!” Aria groaned. Her mom waved her hand dismissively. “Mhm. Sure. Just tell him not to touch the router.” “Wait,” Aria said, narrowing her eyes at her mom. “Just wait until I prove it to you. I know he’s a vampire!” Her mom whispered sarcastically, “Sure, Aria. Go get ’em.” Determined, Aria marched upstairs to her room, her mind racing with all the evidence she’d collected so far: pale skin, gloves in summer, mysterious suitcase that beeped and floated... She flopped onto her bed, staring at the ceiling. Maybe he was a vampire or a robot or—she shivered—both. Her imagination ran wild: night vision, fangs, a secret underground lair...Then she paused. He blinked. People blink. He smiled. People smile. He carried the suitcase inside without turning anyone into tiny drones or biting them. Her brows furrowed. “Okay... maybe I’m overthinking this. Maybe he’s just a... typical emo, normal teen.” Aria let out a dramatic sigh, flopped onto her pillow, and buried her face in it. “Yeah. Totally normal. Definitely not a vampire. Or a robot. Or... anything weird at all.” By the time the moonlight streamed through her window, she had convinced herself that maybe Starling Street could still be boring. And with that comforting thought, she finally drifted off to sleep
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Chapter 2
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Monday morning was a disaster. Aria was already running late—her alarm didn’t go off, she couldn’t find her socks, and then if life couldn’t get any better, she poured orange juice into her cereal, by accident. So naturally, she sprinted out the door with her backpack half-zipped and toast in her mouth, only to crash directly into something or someone on the sidewalk. The toast went flying on to the road and Aria went stumbling. “Oh no—sorry!” She gasped, brushing crumbs off her shirt. “Didn’t see you th—” She froze. It was him. The new neighbor. Up close, he looked even weirder. His eyes were too wide and too shiny. He wore a perfectly ironed school uniform... but backward. His blazer tag was sticking out on the front and he still had those gloves on. "Initiating a greeting sequence,” Nova said. “Uh... what?” He blinked—no, wait. He didn’t blink. He just stared, unblinking, like a robot waiting for instructions. Then, stiffly, he extended his hand. “I am Nova Kai. I am pleased to exist beside your house and I sincerely apologize for giving you a little scare yesterday.” “...Okay,” Aria replied slowly, shaking his hand. It was ice cold even with the gloves on. “You are Aria Damian, right. You live at number seventeen with your mum, and you don't have any aunts or uncles or even grandparents and well, your dad is nowhere to be found.” Aria’s mouth fell
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