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      Prologue: The Call of the Chrono-Sphere

    


    

      The 

      StarSweeper

       buzzed through the cosmos, a chaotic mash-up of UFO and smoothie blender, its blinking lights sparkling like disco balls. The cockpit carried the scent of zogfruit shakes, laced with a hint of peanut butter, courtesy of Zippel’s latest snack frenzy. Lilli lounged in the pilot’s seat—still suspiciously resembling an old dentist chair—polishing the Chrono-Sphere with her sleeve. The sphere, a glowing artifact etched with star-shaped runes, had guided them through laser-croissants, dancing zogfruits, and a snack-stealing robot named Crunchor. “This thing’s our ticket to the stars,” Lilli grinned, her eyes twinkling like the constellations outside. “What’s next, Mia? A singing asteroid?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Mia, decked out in her new, squeak-free spacesuit that gleamed like a polished star, nibbled on a starfruit and rolled her eyes. “As long as it’s not squeaky villains or moss-muffins, I’m in!” She glanced at her old, squeaky suit, discarded in a corner like a relic from a slapstick era. “I’m done with galactic embarrassments!”

    


    

      

    


    

      Zippel, the fluffy alien with tentacles and an unhealthy obsession with peanut butter, bounced onto the console, his eyes gleaming like zog-cookies. “Peanut butter planets!” he squeaked, projecting a telepathic vision: emerald fields, bobbing nopales with giant ears, crimson sheep, and bubbling oat milk fountains. “Looks like a galactic salad buffet!” Lilli laughed, but before she could crack another joke, the ship’s computer—aka “Captain Chip”—crackled with a static distress call.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Space Cowboys!” a clear voice cut through the static. “This is Magna Ceder from the Galaxy of Green Jewels! A beetle plague threatens our nopales, and the Star Pasture of the Sacred Herds suffers without its dye. The Chrono-Sphere is our only hope!” Mia spat out her starfruit, which landed with a 

      plop

       on Zippel. “Beetles? I thought we were done with slimy chaos!” Zippel wiped the juice off his tentacles and squeaked excitedly, “Beetle babies and peanut butter—this’ll be a feast!”

    


    

      

    


    

      Lilli slammed the “Do Something Cool” button, and the 

      StarSweeper

       shot forward with a rainbow trail toward the emerald stars. “Friendship, chaos, and snacks,” she said, a glint in her eyes. “The galaxy’s not ready for us!” The Chrono-Sphere hummed softly, as if in agreement, flashing fleeting images: two galaxies, once united, torn apart by war, and a shadow threatening both—a shadow named Varnok the Blood Alchemist. As the ship raced through the dark, the crew knew: this adventure would be wilder than a zogfruit taco on Tanzora.

    


    

      Chapter 1: The Harvest of Ears Thanksgiving

    


    

      The Galaxy of Green Jewels glittered like an emerald in the void, its fields swaying with nopales, their giant green ears bobbing like dancing fruits, each as big as a Space Cowboy’s spacesuit. Oat milk fountains bubbled in shimmering rainbow hues—pink, purple, sometimes gold—spraying glitter-dust that drifted like stardust over the crowd. The scent of freshly trimmed nopale ears—sweet, with a hint of zogfruit—mingled with the earthy aroma of prickly pear cacti, where pregnant cochineal beetles rested, their red scales glinting like gemstones.

    


    

      

    


    

      The Harvest of Ears Thanksgiving was a vibrant whirlwind of chaos: nopale children climbed ear stacks that wobbled like unsteady towers, while Luma the Glowflower shone like a mini-sun, its petals pulsing in emerald and gold. Zwiep the Onion Bulb, a round creature with batting eyes, rolled through the crowd, spraying tears that made everyone giggle. Fluff the Sheepmobile, a fluffy vehicle with a crimson wool tail, zipped through the fields, kicking up clouds of glitter-dust that shimmered like cosmic confetti.

    


    

      

    


    

      The 

      StarSweeper

       landed with a thunderous 

      WHOOSH

       on an emerald field, the ground quaking under the impact. Lilli leaped out, her boots crunching on the glittering soil, her grin wider than a zogfruit taco. “Smells better than your last smoothie disaster, Mia!” she called, her eyes sparkling like the stars above. Mia, in her squeak-free spacesuit that shone like a polished star, rolled her eyes. “Ha, ha. As long as nothing explodes like your moss-muffin fiasco on Nibbleon!” She cast a playful glance at her old, squeaky suit, lying in a corner of the ship like a relic from a comedy sketch. “I’m finally free of embarrassing squeaks!”

    


    

      Zippel, the fluffy alien with tentacles and an incurable love for peanut butter, bounced out of Lilli’s backpack, his eyes gleaming like zog-cookies. “Peanut butter fountains? I’m in!” he squeaked, before tripping over a bobbing nopale and landing with a 

      splash

       in an oat milk puddle. The puddle sprayed everywhere, and a few kids giggled as glitter-dust rained down. “Chaos on arrival!” Lilli laughed, pulling Zippel out, her hands now sticky with oat milk. “Zippel, you’re a walking snack catastrophe!” Zippel waved his tentacles, as if hugging the puddle. “That was on purpose! Peanut butter loves drama!”

    


    

      

    


    

      At the festival square, Magna Ceder rose on a podium of stacked nopale ears, looking like a wobbly pyramid. Her emerald cloak shimmered like a starry sky, and her eyes sparkled with wisdom and resolve. The crowd gathered around: Nopales, a childlike nopale with two giant ears flapping like antennas, bounced excitedly. Oat, an oat-boy with a grin as wide as a zog-cookie, sprayed flakes like confetti that landed on Sprossa, a one-eared nopale girl with a cheeky smirk. Flocki, a hyperactive oat, ran around, tripping over his own flakes and falling into Nopales’ arms. Mila the Ladybug Mama, her red wings gleaming like carmine, cradled her eggs while stroking a pregnant cochineal beetle, its gland dripping a bead of carmine red. Brummel the Grumble Beetle, a grouchy egg-collector, muttered about hungry ladybug babies needing surplus cochineal eggs. Fluff the Sheepmobile parked in a corner, its crimson wool tail glinting in Luma’s petal-light.
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