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Chapter I – The Night That Noticed the Stranger Star


	The night had settled over the world like a hush drawn across a trembling mouth—soft, deep, and almost unbearably attentive. It was the kind of darkness that did not simply fall but arrived, unfolding its velvet wings with a slow, deliberate grace. The wind held its breath. The trees—as if mindful not to disturb the sky—stood still. Yet even in this quiet perfection, something felt misaligned, as though a wrong note had been struck in a familiar lullaby. At first, no one saw it. Not the wanderer crossing the lonely field, boots whispering through dew-wet grass. Not the night-watchers leaning on their windowsills, trying to read unspoken stories in the heavens. Not even the owls, who prided themselves on noticing everything. But the sky noticed. It always noticed. And tonight, something new pulsed faintly from its farthest ribs—a trembling point of light where no star had ever dared to shine.

	It began as a quiver, a shiver of brightness too small to name. Then it steadied, glowing with the fragile determination of a candle lit in a room that had forgotten warmth. There, on the edge of a constellation that had been complete for centuries, a lone star flickered into existence. A stranger. An intruder. A question no one had thought to ask. The constellations nearby shifted—just slightly, almost imperceptibly—as though discomfort rippled through the sky’s luminous architecture. Every star held its place by ancient agreements carved into cosmic memory. Their lines were threads in a tapestry that had been woven long before mortals learned to speak. But this one… this one did not belong.

	In a quiet cottage at the border of the woods, a young girl rubbing sleep from her eyes paused at her window. Something tugged at her gaze, soft and persistent, like a fingertip brushing against the back of her mind. She frowned, searching the familiar shapes above her. Orion’s belt shimmered in its usual proud stance. The Swan spread its wings with serene certainty. The Old Crown glowed in dignified silence. And yet—there. A glint where no glint should be. So subtle it could have been her imagination. So gentle it could have been a tear caught in the night’s lashes. She blinked. The star remained. Its light, though faint, held a strange texture to it—like a heartbeat remembering how to beat.

	Far beyond the cottage, atop a lonely hillside, an elderly shepherd lifted his head from his slumber and frowned at the sky. Not because he understood celestial maps or ancient star-lore—though once, long ago, he had—but because the night itself felt uneven. Tilted. As though one side had grown heavier. He rubbed his forehead, muttered to his dog, and settled back down, unaware that he had sensed the first tremor of a cosmic rearrangement. The sky shivered. Not a movement of clouds—there were none—but a subtle tightening of light, like a fabric drawn taut. The newcomer star brightened by a fraction. Its glow, uncertain at first, began to pulse in a strange rhythm. Not the steady breathing of a typical star. Not the slow, regal thrum of the ancient ones. Something more fragile. Something almost… lonely.
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