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Willabrook wasn’t a quiet town anymore. Since the rumbling basement incident, a quiet buzz of mystery seemed to hum beneath the surface. The streets still looked calm under the moonlight, but at 3:33 a.m., everything changed.

A sharp metallic CLANG echoed across the rooftops, startling birds from trees and jolting several sleepy dogs awake. The clocktower’s hands froze mid-turn, pointing straight at the glowing numbers: 3:33.

And then... the ticking stopped.

Silence swallowed the square. But only for a moment. A faint shimmer rippled across the tower’s stone walls, like heat waves rising from the ground, except it wasn’t hot at all. It was cold. Freezing, prickling cold.

By morning, everyone in Willabrook would be talking about it. But none of them would have stranger stories to tell than Alex, Sam, and Jess.

Alex rubbed his eyes sleepily as he walked to school that morning, still thinking about the loud clang he’d heard in the middle of the night. He hadn’t imagined it—he was sure of that. And he could tell from the way Sam and Jess hurried toward him in the square that they’d heard it too.

“Alex!” Jess called, practically jogging across the grass. “The clocktower—did you see it? Did you hear it?”

“I knew you’d bring it up,” Alex said with a grin. “Something weird happened in the early morning. My bedroom window shook.”

“Same!” Sam puffed, out of breath. “But... uh... that’s not even the weirder part.”

Alex raised an eyebrow. “What could be weirder than the clocktower breaking at exactly the creepiest time possible?”

Sam reached into his backpack.

“This.”

He carefully pulled out... a wooden toy horse. But it wasn’t just old-fashioned—it was ancient. The wood was worn smooth, the tiny wheels creaked, and strange symbols were carved along the sides.

Jess leaned closer. “Where did you get that?”

“It rolled into my kitchen,” Sam whispered, “all by itself.”

Alex blinked. “What?”

“I heard wheels scraping across the floor,” Sam explained. “I thought it was my cat. But then this thing rolled out from under the table! I swear it wasn’t there last night.”

Jess stared at the toy. “That looks like it’s from, like... a hundred years ago!”

Alex nodded slowly. “Actually... closer to two hundred.”

Sam’s eyes widened. “How do you know that?”

“Look at the carving style,” Alex said, examining it. “And the wheels. They’re handmade. This is really old.”

Jess shivered. “So weird noises, a broken clocktower, and old toys appearing out of nowhere. This feels like the Rumbletron all over again... except worse.”

Alex’s detective senses tingled. “We’re going to the clocktower after school.”

Sam gulped. “I knew you’d say that.”

Jess crossed her arms, determined. “We’re not ignoring this. Something strange is happening again.”

Alex nodded. “And we’re going to figure out why.”

But as the three friends headed to school, they didn’t notice the small puddle of shimmering air near the base of the clocktower.

If they had looked closely, they would have seen something impossible:

A shiny metal coin, still warm from being dropped...

...dated 2097.
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The school day in Willabrook started off slow and boring, but then it felt like the whole town had woken up on the wrong side of time.

Alex, Sam, and Jess sat together in their usual spot near the back of the classroom. Their teacher, Mr. Turner, was writing maths questions on the board, but hardly anyone was paying attention. Everyone was whispering.

“Did you hear the clocktower stopped?” one student murmured.

“My grandma said it’s bad luck,” another whispered back.

Alex glanced at the big classroom clock above the whiteboard. It was ticking like normal, but that somehow made things feel even stranger. Why was every clock in town still working... except the most important one?

Poke.

Alex flinched and turned. Sam was poking his arm with the end of a pencil.

“Look at this,” Sam whispered, carefully sliding something across the desk. It was a coin. It looked new and shiny, like it had just been made that morning. But that wasn’t the strange part.

Jess leaned over. “What’s that, pocket money?”

“Read the date,” Sam hissed.

Alex squinted. The numbers stamped on the coin didn’t say 2025.

They said 2097.

Alex’s stomach did a flip. “This... this has to be a joke, right?”

Jess frowned. “They don’t make coins like that yet, do they?”

“Of course they don’t!” Sam whispered. “I found it in the grass near the clocktower on my way to school. I thought it was just a pound, but... look at the design.”

The picture on the coin wasn’t anything Alex recognised. It showed a tall building with strange, curved shapes and bright lines around it, almost like lightning or glowing energy. Words encircled the edge, but most of them were too tiny to read from where Alex sat.

“You’re telling me,” Jess murmured, “that you found a coin from the future?”

Mr. Turner cleared his throat loudly.

“Is there something more interesting than fractions happening at the back of the room?” he asked, eyebrows raised.

The three friends froze.

“No, sir,” they chorused quickly, sliding the coin out of sight.

Mr. Turner watched them for a second longer, then turned back to the board. “Good. Then perhaps our attention can time-travel back to maths, please.”

Several kids giggled, but Alex felt a shiver run down his spine at the word time-travel. If only Mr. Turner knew what they’d just seen.
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