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John
  woke up with the strange feeling that something was wrong.




  
At
  first, it wasn’t obvious. The light in his room was soft and
  warm,
  just like any other morning. It slipped gently through the
  curtains
  and painted golden shapes across the walls. Birds were singing
  outside, and somewhere in the distance, a dog barked
  lazily.




  
Everything
  seemed normal.




  
Too
  normal.




  
John
  stretched and rubbed his eyes, then glanced at the small clock
  beside
  his bed.




  
7:00
  AM.




  
He
  yawned, got up, and walked toward the window. As he pulled the
  curtain aside, sunlight flooded his face. Bright. Strong. Almost
  too
  bright.




  
He
  squinted.



“

  
Feels
  like noon already,” he muttered.




  
Still,
  he shrugged it off. Maybe it was just a clear day. Maybe the sun
  was
  just… enthusiastic.




  
He
  got dressed, ate breakfast, and stepped outside. The air was
  warm,
  carrying the smell of grass and dust. Kids were already playing
  in
  the streets, laughing louder than usual. Adults moved slower,
  shielding their eyes from the intense light.



“

  
Hot
  day, huh?” said Mrs. Elinor, his neighbor, fanning herself with a
  folded newspaper.



“

  
Yeah,”
  John replied. “Feels… different.”




  
She
  smiled, but it looked forced. “You’ll get used to it.”




  
John
  wasn’t sure why, but that answer didn’t sit right with
  him.






  
By
  midday, the heat had become almost unbearable.




  
The
  sun hung high in the sky, unmoving, like it had been nailed
  there.
  Shadows were short and sharp, barely shifting. John noticed it
  while
  sitting under a tree, trying to cool down.




  
He
  looked at the ground.




  
The
  shadow of the tree hadn’t moved.




  
Not
  even a little.




  
He
  stood up slowly.



“

  
That’s
  weird…”




  
Time
  passed. Or at least, it felt like it did. People kept going about
  their day, but something invisible had changed. The usual rhythm
  of
  life was missing. There was no gentle shift toward afternoon, no
  cooling breeze, no softening of the light.




  
It
  just stayed the same.




  
Bright.




  
Relentless.




  
Endless.






  
By
  what should have been evening, John felt uneasy.




  
He
  sat on the front steps of his house, staring at the sky. His eyes
  searched for something familiar… something comforting.




  
But
  the sun was still there.




  
Still
  burning.




  
Still
  watching.



“

  
Mom,”
  he called as she stepped outside, wiping her hands on a towel.
  “What
  time is it?”




  
She
  glanced at her phone. “6:45.”




  
John
  blinked. “That’s not possible.”



“

  
What
  do you mean?”



“

  
The
  sun… it should be going down.”




  
She
  looked up, squinting. For a moment, her expression changed. Just
  a
  flicker. Confusion. Maybe even fear.




  
Then
  it disappeared.



“

  
It’s
  just a long day,” she said quickly. “It happens
  sometimes.”




  
John
  frowned. “No, it doesn’t.”




  
But
  she had already gone back inside.






  
As
  the hours dragged on, something deeper began to shift.




  
The
  air grew heavy, almost suffocating. The birds stopped singing.
  Even
  the wind seemed to disappear, as if the world itself was holding
  its
  breath.




  
John
  couldn’t relax.




  
He
  kept checking the sky.




  
Waiting.




  
Watching.




  
But
  nothing changed.




  
No
  sunset.




  
No
  colors painting the horizon.




  
No
  stars.






  
By
  what should have been night, the town felt… wrong.




  
Lights
  flickered on in houses out of habit, glowing faintly against the
  overpowering sunlight. People stayed indoors, confused and
  restless.
  The streets emptied.




  
John
  lay in bed, staring at the ceiling.




  
He
  couldn’t sleep.




  
His
  body was tired, but his mind refused to shut down.




  
Something
  is missing, he thought.




  
Something
  important.




  
He
  turned his head and looked at the window.




  
The
  light was still there.




  
Unchanged.




  
Unending.






  
Hours
  later, he got up again.




  
He
  couldn’t take it anymore.




  
He
  walked back to the window and opened it. Warm air rushed in,
  carrying
  a strange silence with it.




  
John
  stepped outside.




  
The
  world felt frozen.




  
Not
  physically… but emotionally. Like everything had lost its
  rhythm.




  
He
  looked up at the sky.




  
The
  sun burned down at him, cold in a way that didn’t make
  sense.




  
And
  then, for the first time, a thought crossed his mind that made
  his
  chest tighten.




  
Where
  is the night?






  
The
  question lingered in his mind like a shadow that refused to
  fade.




  
He
  tried to remember the last time he had seen the moon.




  
He
  couldn’t.




  
Not
  clearly.




  
It
  was like trying to recall a dream that slips away the moment you
  wake
  up.



“

  
There
  was a moon,” he whispered to himself. “There has to be.”




  
But
  the sky gave no answer.






  
The
  next day came.




  
Or
  maybe it didn’t.




  
There
  was no sunrise to mark it.




  
No
  difference at all.




  
Just
  the same endless daylight.




  
People
  began to notice.




  
You
  could see it in their eyes. In the way they moved. In the way
  they
  spoke.




  
Something
  was wrong.




  
And
  no one understood why.






  
John
  stood once again beneath the same tree.




  
He
  looked at its shadow.




  
Still
  the same.




  
Still
  unmoving.




  
He
  clenched his fists.



“

  
This
  isn’t normal,” he said, louder this time.




  
And
  for the first time, he didn’t feel unsure.




  
He
  felt certain.




  
Something
  had changed in the world.




  
Something
  big.




  
Something
  impossible.






  
That
  night—or what should have been night—John made a decision.




  
If
  no one else was going to question it…




  
He
  would.




  
He
  would find out why the sun refused to set.




  
Why
  the stars had vanished.




  
Why
  the world felt like it had lost something it couldn’t
  name.




  
He
  looked up one more time.




  
And
  even though the sky was still filled with blinding light…




  
He
  felt it.




  
Deep
  inside.




  
A
  quiet truth.




  
The
  night hadn’t disappeared on its own.




  
It
  had been taken.




  
And
  John…




  
was
  the only one who seemed to notice.
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John
  couldn’t stop thinking about what he had seen.




  
That
  brief moment when the sky had cracked—when the endless light had
  faltered just enough to reveal something deeper—stayed with him
  like a memory he could almost touch. It wasn’t just imagination.
  It
  had been real. There was something beyond the sky, something
  hidden
  behind the brightness that covered everything.




  
And
  now, he knew one more thing.




  
The
  moon hadn’t disappeared.




  
It
  had been hidden.




  
That
  thought alone made everything feel heavier. The night hadn’t
  faded
  or broken on its own. Someone had taken it, piece by piece,
  starting
  with the moon, then the stars, until nothing remained but this
  endless, suffocating light.




  
John
  sat at his desk again, his notebook open, his pencil moving
  quickly
  across the page.




  
The
  moon is not gone. It is being kept somewhere.




  
The
  Sky Fairy is hiding it.




  
She
  believes she is protecting something.




  
But
  from what?




  
He
  stopped writing and stared at the last line. That question felt
  like
  the center of everything, like a locked door waiting to be
  opened.



“

  
Protecting
  what?” he whispered.




  
He
  leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes, trying to think
  clearly. The voice had warned him. It wasn’t safe. Not because
  the
  dark was dangerous, but because of something else. Something he
  didn’t understand yet.




  
And
  then another thought came to him.




  
What
  if the moon wasn’t just important for light?




  
What
  if it was holding something back?




  
John’s
  eyes opened slowly.



“

  
No…
  that doesn’t make sense,” he said to himself.




  
But
  it stayed in his mind.




  
The
  way the voice had hesitated. The way it had said “not what you
  think.” The way it had warned him, not just about the Sky Fairy,
  but about getting closer.




  
There
  was more to this.




  
Much
  more.




  
John
  stood up quickly.




  
If
  he wanted answers, he needed to talk to someone who understood
  the
  sky better than anyone else.




  
Mr.
  Halden.




  
He
  left the house without hesitation and made his way back to the
  edge
  of town. The heat was still there, the endless brightness
  pressing
  down on everything, but now it felt almost distant compared to
  the
  thoughts racing through his mind.




  
When
  he arrived, Mr. Halden was in the same place as before, sitting
  beside his telescopes, staring up at a sky that no longer
  revealed
  anything.



“

  
Mr.
  Halden,” John said, slightly out of breath.




  
The
  old man turned slowly. “You came back.”



“

  
I
  need to ask you something,” John said. “About the moon.”




  
Mr.
  Halden’s expression changed, just slightly. “The moon…” he
  repeated.



“

  
It
  didn’t just disappear, did it?” John continued. “Something took
  it.”




  
The
  old man didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he looked at his
  telescope, then back at the sky.



“

  
I
  have spent my whole life watching the night,” he said slowly.
  “And
  I can tell you this… the moon is not something that simply
  vanishes.”




  
John
  stepped closer. “Then you agree.”




  
Mr.
  Halden nodded faintly. “Yes. Something has happened to
  it.”




  
John
  hesitated for a moment, then decided to take the risk.



“

  
What
  if it was taken on purpose?” he asked.




  
The
  old man’s eyes sharpened slightly. “On purpose?”



“

  
Yes,”
  John said. “What if someone hid it?”




  
A
  long silence followed.




  
Mr.
  Halden leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting upward
  again.



“

  
There
  are old stories,” he said quietly. “Stories people stopped
  believing in a long time ago.”




  
John
  felt a spark of excitement. “What kind of stories?”



“

  
About
  beings that live beyond the sky,” the old man said. “Not in
  space, not like planets or stars, but somewhere between light and
  darkness. Guardians, some called them.”




  
John’s
  heart began to beat faster.



“

  
Guardians
  of what?”



“

  
Balance,”
  Mr. Halden replied. “Light and dark. Day and night. One cannot
  exist properly without the other.”




  
John
  thought about the endless daylight, about how wrong everything
  felt.



“

  
And
  what happens if that balance is broken?” he asked.




  
The
  old man didn’t hesitate this time.



“

  
The
  world changes,” he said. “Slowly at first. Then all at
  once.”




  
John
  swallowed.



“

  
That’s
  already happening.”



“

  
Yes,”
  Mr. Halden said softly. “I believe it is.”




  
John
  looked at him carefully.



“

  
Have
  you ever heard of a Sky Fairy?” he asked.




  
The
  old man froze.




  
Just
  for a second.




  
But
  it was enough.



“

  
You
  have,” John said.




  
Mr.
  Halden exhaled slowly.



“

  
In
  the old stories,” he began, “there was a being known as the
  Keeper of Light. Some described her as beautiful, others as
  distant,
  but all agreed on one thing.”



“

  
What?”
  John asked.



“

  
She
  believed light was the only way to keep the world safe.”




  
John’s
  chest tightened.



“

  
That’s
  her,” he said.




  
Mr.
  Halden looked at him, confusion and concern mixing in his
  expression.
  “What do you mean?”




  
John
  hesitated.




  
Then
  he made a decision.



“

  
She’s
  real,” he said. “And she took the moon.”




  
Silence
  filled the space between them.



“

  
You’ve
  seen her?” the old man asked carefully.



“

  
No,”
  John admitted. “But I’ve… heard something. A voice. It told me
  about her.”




  
Mr.
  Halden didn’t laugh.




  
He
  didn’t dismiss it.




  
Instead,
  he looked more serious than before.



“

  
Then
  you must be careful,” he said.




  
John
  frowned slightly. “You believe me?”




  
The
  old man gave a faint smile. “When the stars disappear and the sun
  refuses to move, I think it’s time to consider things we once
  thought impossible.”




  
John
  let out a breath.



“

  
Then
  tell me,” he said. “Why would she take the moon?”




  
Mr.
  Halden was quiet for a moment.




  
Then
  he said something that made John’s stomach drop.



“

  
Because
  the moon does more than light the night.”




  
John’s
  eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”




  
The
  old man leaned forward slightly.



“

  
The
  moon keeps things in balance,” he said. “Not just light and
  darkness, but something deeper. Something older.”




  
John
  felt that same uneasy feeling again.



“

  
What
  kind of thing?”




  
Mr.
  Halden hesitated.




  
Then,
  quietly:



“

  
Something
  that belongs to the dark.”




  
John’s
  heart began to pound.



“

  
Are
  you saying the moon was… holding something back?”




  
The
  old man didn’t answer directly.




  
But
  he didn’t deny it either.




  
John
  stepped back slightly, his thoughts racing.




  
So
  the Sky Fairy didn’t just take the moon to erase darkness.




  
She
  took it to stop something.




  
Or
  maybe…




  
To
  control it.




  
John
  looked up at the sky again.




  
For
  the first time, the endless light didn’t just feel wrong.




  
It
  felt like a cover.




  
A
  shield.




  
Or
  a cage.



“

  
If
  that’s true,” John said slowly, “then bringing the moon back
  might not be as simple as I thought.”




  
Mr.
  Halden nodded.



“

  
Nothing
  about this will be simple.”




  
John
  clenched his fists.



“

  
But
  it still has to be done.”




  
The
  old man studied him carefully.



“

  
You’re
  going after it, aren’t you?”




  
John
  didn’t hesitate.



“

  
Yes.”




  
A
  long silence followed.




  
Then
  Mr. Halden stood up, moving slowly but with purpose. He walked
  over
  to one of his telescopes and adjusted it, even though it no
  longer
  showed the stars.



“

  
If
  you are truly going beyond the clouds,” he said, “then you need
  to understand one thing.”




  
John
  stepped closer.



“

  
What?”




  
The
  old man turned to him, his expression serious.



“

  
You
  are not just searching for the moon,” he said.




  
John
  felt a chill run through him.



“

  
Then
  what am I searching for?”




  
Mr.
  Halden looked back at the sky.



“

  
The
  truth behind why it was taken.”




  
John
  followed his gaze.




  
And
  for a moment, just a moment, the sky shimmered again.




  
Like
  something behind it was moving.




  
Watching.




  
Waiting.




  
John
  took a slow breath.



“

  
Then
  I’ll find that too,” he said.




  
Because
  now, more than ever, he knew one thing for certain.




  
The
  missing moon wasn’t just the beginning of the problem.




  
It
  was the key to all of it.
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The
  silence between them lingered longer than before.




  
It
  wasn’t empty. It was heavy, filled with everything that had just
  been revealed. John stood still, his eyes shifting between the
  Sky
  Fairy and the moon floating above them. The image of the lifeless
  world she had shown him stayed in his mind, refusing to
  fade.



“

  
That’s
  not balance,” he said again, quieter this time. “That’s just…
  control.”




  
The
  Sky Fairy didn’t respond immediately. She turned slightly, her
  gaze
  lifting toward the space beyond the floating kingdom, as if she
  were
  looking at something far away, something John couldn’t
  see.



“

  
You
  think I wanted this,” she said at last.




  
John
  frowned. “Didn’t you?”




  
Her
  wings moved gently, the light around them dimming just enough to
  change the feeling of the space.



“

  
I
  wanted to preserve what could be saved,” she replied.




  
John
  crossed his arms slightly. “By taking everything else
  away?”




  
Her
  eyes shifted back to him.



“

  
You
  saw what happens if I do nothing,” she said.




  
John
  hesitated.




  
He
  had seen it.




  
Or
  at least, what she believed would happen.




  
But
  something still didn’t feel complete.



“

  
You
  showed me one outcome,” he said. “Not the only one.”




  
The
  Sky Fairy watched him carefully.



“

  
Then
  ask your questions,” she said. “All of them.”




  
John
  took a slow breath.




  
He
  had been waiting for that.



“

  
Start
  from the beginning,” he said. “What is this thing you’re trying
  to stop?”




  
The
  light around them pulsed faintly, like the world itself was
  reacting
  to the question.




  
For
  a moment, she didn’t speak.




  
Then,
  quietly:



“

  
It
  does not have a name your world would understand.”




  
John’s
  expression didn’t change. “Try me.”




  
She
  stepped closer this time, her presence stronger, more
  direct.



“

  
It
  is not a creature,” she said. “Not in the way you think. It does
  not have a form unless it is given one.”




  
John
  frowned. “Given one how?”



“

  
Through
  darkness,” she replied. “Through the absence of light. Through
  the space where things are not seen.”




  
John’s
  mind raced.



“

  
So
  it needs darkness to exist?”



“

  
It
  needs darkness to take shape,” she corrected.




  
John
  glanced up at the moon.



“

  
And
  the stars?”



“

  
They
  guide it,” she said. “They give it direction. Without them, it
  cannot fully become what it is meant to be.”




  
John
  felt a chill run through him.



“

  
So
  the night wasn’t just hiding it…”



“

  
It
  was containing it,” she said.




  
The
  word echoed in his mind.




  
Containing.




  
Not
  destroying.




  
Not
  stopping.




  
Just…
  holding it back.



“

  
Then
  why not leave things as they were?” John asked. “If the balance
  worked before, why change it?”




  
For
  the first time, the Sky Fairy’s expression shifted more
  noticeably.




  
Not
  just emotion.




  
Memory.



“

  
Because
  the balance began to fail,” she said.




  
John
  froze slightly.



“

  
What
  do you mean?”




  
She
  looked away again, her voice quieter now.



“

  
People
  stopped respecting the night.”




  
John
  blinked. “What does that have to do with anything?”



“

  
They
  filled it with artificial light,” she continued. “They erased the
  natural darkness. They changed its structure.”




  
John’s
  eyes widened slightly.



“

  
So
  they weakened the balance?”



“

  
Yes.”




  
The
  answer came without hesitation.



“

  
The
  darkness became unstable,” she added. “And it began to
  change.”




  
John
  took a step back, trying to process it.



“

  
So
  it wasn’t just the thing in the dark…”



“

  
No,”
  she said. “It was what your world was doing to the dark.”




  
John
  ran a hand through his hair.



“

  
This
  is… a lot.”



“

  
Yes,”
  she agreed.




  
He
  looked at her again.



“

  
So
  when you took the moon… you weren’t just stopping it.”



“

  
I
  was preventing it from evolving,” she said.




  
John
  narrowed his eyes. “Evolving into what?”




  
This
  time, she didn’t answer right away.




  
And
  that scared him more than anything she had said so far.



“

  
What
  does it become?” he pressed.




  
The
  light around them dimmed slightly.




  
Then,
  quietly:



“

  
Something
  that cannot be contained.”




  
John’s
  heart began to beat faster.



“

  
And
  if that happens?”




  
She
  met his gaze directly.



“

  
Then
  your world will not survive it.”




  
Silence.




  
Heavy.




  
Unavoidable.




  
John
  looked down for a moment, then back up.



“

  
And
  you’re sure about that?” he asked.



“

  
I
  have seen it before,” she said.




  
That
  made him pause.



“

  
Before?”
  he repeated. “You mean… this has happened somewhere else?”




  
She
  didn’t answer directly.




  
But
  her silence was enough.




  
John
  exhaled slowly.



“

  
So
  you’re not just guessing,” he said. “You’re acting based on
  something you’ve already witnessed.”



“

  
Yes.”




  
The
  certainty in her voice was undeniable.




  
John
  turned away slightly, pacing a few steps across the glowing
  surface.



“

  
So
  let me get this straight,” he said. “There’s something in the
  darkness that needs the night to exist. People changed the night.
  That made it unstable. And now, if the night comes back, that
  thing
  could become something unstoppable.”



“

  
Yes.”




  
John
  stopped walking.



“

  
And
  your solution… was to remove the night completely.”



“

  
Yes.”




  
He
  turned back to her.



“

  
And
  you don’t see a problem with that?”




  
She
  held his gaze.



“

  
I
  see a cost,” she said.




  
John
  let out a short breath.



“

  
That’s
  one way to put it.”




  
They
  stood in silence again.




  
Then
  John spoke, more carefully this time.



“

  
What
  if you’re wrong?”




  
The
  question hung in the air.




  
Sharp.




  
Dangerous.



“

  
I
  am not,” she said.




  
John
  didn’t back down.



“

  
But
  what if you are?” he repeated. “What if there’s another way?
  What if removing the night is what’s actually breaking
  everything?”




  
The
  Sky Fairy didn’t respond immediately.




  
For
  the first time…




  
She
  hesitated.




  
It
  was small.




  
Almost
  unnoticeable.




  
But
  John saw it.



“

  
You’re
  not completely sure, are you?” he said.




  
Her
  wings shifted slightly.



“

  
I
  am certain of the danger,” she said.



“

  
That’s
  not the same thing,” John replied.




  
Silence
  followed.




  
Then
  he took a step closer.



“

  
You
  said the balance was failing,” he continued. “But that means it
  existed before. Which means it can exist again.”




  
She
  watched him carefully.



“

  
Not
  in the same way,” she said.



“

  
Then
  in a different way,” John replied.




  
Another
  pause.




  
John
  could feel it now.




  
The
  conversation had changed.




  
This
  wasn’t just about defending positions anymore.




  
It
  was about possibility.



“

  
You
  believe it can be restored,” she said.



“

  
I
  believe it has to be,” John answered.




  
The
  light around them pulsed again.




  
Soft.




  
Uncertain.



“

  
And
  if you are wrong?” she asked.




  
John
  didn’t hesitate.



“

  
Then
  I deal with it,” he said.




  
Her
  expression shifted slightly.



“

  
Alone?”
  she asked.




  
John
  looked up at the moon.




  
Then
  back at her.



“

  
No,”
  he said. “Not alone.”




  
The
  words felt stronger than anything he had said before.




  
For
  a moment, the Sky Fairy didn’t speak.




  
She
  simply studied him.




  
As
  if trying to understand something she hadn’t considered
  before.



“

  
You
  would face what comes with the night,” she said.



“

  
Yes.”



“

  
Even
  if it means risking everything?”




  
John
  nodded.



“

  
Yes.”




  
Silence
  settled between them one more time.




  
But
  this time…




  
It
  felt different.




  
Not
  tense.




  
Not
  hostile.




  
Open.




  
Unresolved.




  
The
  Sky Fairy turned her gaze back toward the moon.




  
It
  hovered there, quiet, waiting.



“

  
The
  truth is not simple,” she said.




  
John
  stepped beside her.



“

  
I
  know.”




  
She
  glanced at him.



“

  
Then
  you must be prepared to see all of it.”




  
John
  took a slow breath.



“

  
I
  am.”




  
The
  light around them shifted again.




  
Deeper.




  
Stronger.




  
And
  somewhere beyond the floating kingdom…




  
Something
  moved.




  
Not
  because it was free.




  
But
  because it had been noticed.




  
And
  for the first time since this began…




  
The
  truth was no longer hidden.




  
It
  was coming closer.



 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






