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Under the sea, it was unusually quiet.
So quiet that even the seaweed whispered softer, as if they didn’t want to disturb anyone.
From time to time, a sleepy jellyfish blinked its tiny light, or a puff of bubbles rose from the sand like underwater snow.
Luna sat on her seashell balcony, trying to fix a ribbon made of seaweed.
She frowned so hard that one of her tentacles got tangled in it.
“This was supposed to be a Christmas balcony,” she grumbled. “And it looks... like tired seaweed after the holidays.”
A little below her, Josephine was trying to sneak out of a narrow crack between two rocks.
Sneaking was not going well at all.
Scrape — bonk — pling!
“Josephine!” Luna squeaked.
“You have... a natural talent for bumping into things!”
“I do not!” Josephine protested. “Everything is just really close.
Or maybe... I’m really big.”
Right then, Joseph rushed in with a metal tin.
“Done! My Christmas cookies! I baked them for five hours!”
Luna broke off a piece.
“Joseph... these are salty.”
Josephine took a bite too.
She scrunched her mouth, swallowed, and said very diplomatically:
“Crunchy. Kind of like... eating a seashell. With sand.”
Joseph raised his claw, offended.
“Excuse me, the flavor is UNIQUE!”
Luna sighed and put down the ribbon.
“I just want Christmas. Real Christmas. Lights, a tree... something warm and beautiful.”
The ocean stayed silent.
Even the fish stayed silent.
And then...

From above the surface came a loud:

FWEEEEEEEE—!!!

Luna shot upright.
Josephine stopped chewing the salty cookies.
Joseph hid the tin behind his back immediately.
Something small, golden, and VERY fast was shooting straight into the sea.

The surface exploded in a splash, the water rumbled, and a glowing little comet zipped past Josephine so fast that one of her eyes looked right and the other looked left.

“What was THAT?!” she shouted, completely cross-eyed.

And then:

B A A A A M !

Something prickly landed right on her head.
And it started yelling even before it fully hit:
“WHO PUT THIS RIDICULOUS LANDING SPOT HERE?!”

Josephine froze with her mouth slightly open.
Luna leaned closer to see better, her tentacles glowing nervously — she loved Christmas, and this definitely wasn’t part of her plan.
Joseph held his tin of cookies tight, as if protecting it from strangers.
On top of Josephine’s head sat a tiny golden star — rumpled, furious, and blinking like a soggy firecracker.
Her points sticking out in every direction, a dent in the middle from the fall, and a facial expression that clearly said:
I had a perfect night planned, and THIS is the wrong universe.
The little star shot upward and spun around like a tiny, angry tornado.

“THIS was supposed to be a GRAND ENTRANCE!” she shrieked in a high voice that sounded like a broken whistle.
“Not this! This is an INSULT to all professional stars!”
Luna blinked so fast her lights flickered.
“You... you’re a star? A real Christmas star?”
The star struck a dramatic pose.
“I am Twinka. Twinka of the famous Fancy Cluster Seven.
I spent YEARS preparing for my GREAT CHRISTMAS SHINE above the North Pole.
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Training, choreography, light rehearsals...
And now? I’m here. In this... salty, splashy situation!”
Joseph crossed his claws.
“This salty splashy situation is our home. The ocean. And the ocean is nice.”
Twinka scanned all three of them with pure disappointment.
“Fantastic. Instead of an audience, I get one jellyfish, one whale, and one... culinary experiment.”
Joseph inhaled sharply.
“My cookies are traditional!”
“Yes,” Twinka snapped, “traditionally horrible.”

Josephine gave a gentle smile — the kind that made her eyes cross even more.
“You’re very... energetic. But are you okay? You look a little... squished.”
Twinka gasped dramatically.
“Squished?! I am CATASTROPHICALLY DAMAGED!
Look at point number three! It’s supposed to be sharp and glamorous, not bent like overcooked seaweed!”
She tried to glow.
She strained...
Blink-blink...
And then produced a tiny, tragic:

“beep.”

A small, sad, defeated little beep.

Luna dimmed her lights and whispered,
“Oh... that was... very weak.”
Joseph lowered his claw.
“That’s worse than my cookies.”
Josephine leaned in, her voice soft and warm.
“Maybe we can help you. Christmas is about helping.”
Twinka inhaled, ready to snap back —
but her glow flickered...
...then went out completely.

In a tiny, trembling voice she whispered
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“...and maybe I’ve lost my light too.”

For a moment, no one said a word.
Even the fish nearby didn’t dare make a single bubble.
Josephine slowly lowered her big head so Twinka wouldn’t fall again.
Her eyes crossed in different directions — one up, one down — as if each eye was trying to comfort the tiny star on its own.
Luna’s glow softened into a warm, quiet shimmer.
“Twinka... just because your light went out doesn’t mean it’s gone forever.”
Twinka let out a miserable huff.
“That’s easy for YOU to say. You glow because you want to. I glow because I HAVE TO.
I was made to shine! And now I look like... like a wrinkled ornament after Christmas.”
Joseph raised a claw.
“Hey! Even wrinkled ornaments can be pretty! I once saw a seashell that was all crooked — and it was the prettiest thing on the whole seabed!”
Twinka lifted one eyebrow.
“That is the first time I agree with something... and it still didn’t help.”
Josephine settled down gently, sending a small wave of sand in every direction.
“Twinka, we’re not laughing at you,” she said softly.
“We just want to understand.”
The little star drooped, tiny and crushed-looking.
“My light isn’t just for me.
It’s for Christmas... for the sky... for my whole constellation.
If a star doesn’t shine, it’s embarrassing for all of Fancy Cluster Seven.
Everyone expected me to be ready... and now I can’t even beep properly.”
Her voice cracked as she said it.

Luna floated closer, her tentacles glowing like tiny Christmas lights.
“There has to be something down here that can fix a star’s light.”
Joseph lifted his claw, lowering his voice dramatically.
“I know one place,” he whispered.
“A place where lights go when they need help.”
Twinka straightened instantly.
“Where? Where?! Tell me!”
Joseph cleared his throat.
“It’s called... the Deep Gloam Trench.”
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Luna blanched so hard her glow turned pale.
“Oh no... not that place. It’s dark. Really dark. Even my brightest light looks like a tiny speck down there.”
Josephine shivered.
“I heard it’s so quiet, even the sand wonders if it’s worth moving.”
Twinka swallowed hard.
“Well... if I’ve lost my light...”
She lifted her little chin with shaky courage.
“...then that’s where we have to go.”
Josephine blinked each eye separately — one up, one down.
“We? You mean... all of us?”
Twinka pointed a bent star-tip at all three of them.
“Of course all of you! I am emotionally fragile. I need a team.”
Josephine sighed softly.
“Oh... this is going to be a long Christmas...”
Luna fluttered nervously above the sand.
“If we’re going into the Deep Gloam Trench... we have to prepare. It’s cold there. And quiet. And... cold.”
Josephine frowned, her eyes crossing even more than usual.
“I always get stuck in narrow places. What if there’s a... crack?”
Then she added in her typical cross-eyed tone:
“And most importantly... when I look left, I see right. So I really hope those cracks see me before I see them.”
Luna stared at her for a moment.
“Eh... we’ll keep an eye on you.”
“Well... I’ll try,” Luna continued, though she didn’t look convinced.
“And please... bump into fewer rocks this time.”
“I do NOT bump into anything!” Josephine protested.
She turned around — and immediately smacked her tail into a shelf of shells.
CLINK—PING—BONK!
Three shells flew off and one landed right on her head.
Twinka lifted an exhausted eyebrow.
“Oh wonderful. My transportation is the demolition model.”
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Meanwhile Joseph opened his tin of cookies.
“Okay... something for the trip. We might need energy.”
Luna tilted her head.
“Joseph... those aren’t cookies. Those are... weapons of mass destruction.”
Twinka blushed.
Just a tiny, almost invisible blush.
“But... thank you. For doing all this because of me.”
For one whole second she didn’t complain.
She didn’t squeak.
She didn’t insult anyone.
She just... sat there.
It was probably the rarest moment in the entire ocean’s history.

Then she quickly added:
“But if anything down there scratches my points, it’ll be YOUR fault.”
Josephine smiled, her eyes crossing in the opposite directions now.
“Don’t worry. We’ll take care of your points.”
“Yes,” Luna added, “even though I still have no idea how.”

Joseph looked at all of them determinedly.
“So? Are we ready?”
Twinka straightened her bent star-tip the way it absolutely could NOT be straightened, and declared
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