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Chapter 1: Cosmic Assignment
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The stars never truly slept.

Across the endless ocean of space, where galaxies spun like shimmering pinwheels and rivers of light connected distant worlds, there existed a place hidden from every telescope ever built by humanity. It was neither a planet nor a station, but something older than both—a sanctuary suspended between dimensions, where time flowed differently and every heartbeat of every living soul could be heard as a gentle melody.

This was the Hall of Affinities, home of the Love Council.

Its towering crystal arches reflected the colors of countless constellations. Transparent bridges stretched over pools of liquid starlight, and floating gardens bloomed with flowers that opened only when two destined souls took one step closer to each other somewhere in the universe.

Mike walked confidently through the grand corridor.

Although he appeared to be an ordinary man in his early thirties, there was nothing ordinary about him. His calm blue eyes had witnessed civilizations separated by millions of light-years. His silver wristband, forged from cosmic energy, allowed him to travel instantly across space, while the small compass hanging around his neck never pointed north. Instead, it pointed toward possibility.

Every successful mission had taught him the same lesson.

Love could never be forced.

It could only be discovered.

As he reached the circular chamber at the center of the Hall, twelve radiant figures awaited him. Their forms shimmered like living constellations, changing slightly with every passing moment, as though each member carried an entire galaxy within.

The eldest among them smiled warmly.

"Welcome back, Mike."

Mike inclined his head respectfully.

"It is good to be home."

"You have completed another successful mission," another council member said. "Two hearts that wandered separately for years now walk together."

Mike smiled modestly.

"They already loved each other."

"You merely helped them see it," the elder replied.

A sphere of glowing light slowly rose from the center of the chamber. Tiny stars swirled inside it before forming the image of a beautiful blue planet.

Earth.

The globe rotated slowly until one particular city came into focus.

"Your next assignment awaits."

Mike stepped closer.

The image expanded, revealing busy streets, rooftops, parks, cafés, offices, and thousands of people moving through their ordinary lives, unaware that destiny quietly worked around them every day.

Then the crowd faded.

Only two people remained.

A woman.

A man.

Their images floated beside one another without touching.

The woman's profile appeared first.

"Patricia."

A softer voice added with affection,

"Known to her family and closest friends as Ica."

The image changed.

Patricia smiled as she greeted someone at work. She carried herself with quiet confidence, always ready to help others, yet there was a thoughtful sadness hidden behind her eyes. She had learned to be independent, convincing herself that expecting too much from love often led to disappointment.

Mike watched silently.

"She has built a good life," he observed.

"Yes," answered the Council.

"But she still leaves one chair empty at her table."

The second image brightened.

A man appeared repairing something with patient concentration.

"Rene."

His expression carried calm determination. Friends admired his reliability. Family depended on him. Yet every evening he returned to a home that felt just a little too quiet.

"He protects his heart," Mike said.

"He does."

The glowing sphere expanded again.

Now scenes from both of their lives appeared.

Patricia entering a neighborhood café.

Rene leaving just moments before.

Rene attending a community event.

Patricia arriving minutes later.

Both shopping at the same weekend market.

Both watching the same street musician.

Both standing on opposite sides of a crowded intersection without noticing one another.

Mike folded his arms.

"So close."

"So very close," replied the elder.

Hundreds of silver threads suddenly appeared around them.

Each represented a choice.

Each represented a possibility.

Some threads crossed.

Others drifted apart.

Two golden threads danced around Patricia and Rene, weaving toward one another before suddenly separating again and again.

Mike studied the pattern carefully.

"No outside force is keeping them apart."

"Correct."

"No rival."

"No."

"No impossible distance."

"No."

"No hatred."

"None."

Mike smiled slightly.

"Only hesitation."

The Council nodded together.

"They have already begun writing the first pages of their story."

"But neither believes the other wishes to continue it."

The elder waved a hand.

The sphere transformed once more.

Mike witnessed brief moments from their recent lives.

A friendly conversation that ended too quickly.

A smile that lingered longer than either admitted.

A message almost sent.

An invitation almost accepted.

A chance meeting interrupted by unexpected obligations.

Every missed opportunity caused the golden threads to loosen just a little.

"They believe timing is against them," said one council member.

"But timing is simply waiting for courage."

Mike remained quiet for several moments.

Experience had taught him something important.

The easiest missions often became the hardest.

Not because people lacked feelings.

Because they doubted those feelings.

"What is my role?" Mike finally asked.

The elder smiled knowingly.

"Observe."

The second council member continued.

"Guide."

Another added,

"Encourage."

"But never decide for them."

Mike nodded.

"As always."

Love gained through manipulation never lasted.

Love chosen freely could survive almost anything.

A crystal table slowly rose from the floor.

Upon it rested a thin book bound in deep blue leather.

Mike opened it.

Inside were details about Patricia and Rene.

Their hopes.

Their fears.

The people they trusted.

The places they visited most often.

Their daily routines.

The little habits that revealed far more than words ever could.

One page caught Mike's attention.

Both Patricia and Rene loved rooftops.

Whenever life became overwhelming, each found comfort looking across the city skyline.

Neither knew the other shared the same quiet tradition.

Mike smiled.

"Interesting."

The elder noticed.

"You see it."

"I do."

"Sometimes destiny leaves clues in the simplest places."

The pages closed by themselves.

The book dissolved into thousands of sparkling lights that flowed into Mike's wristband.

Everything he needed now traveled with him.

The chamber gradually darkened.

Above, the ceiling disappeared.

The universe itself stretched endlessly overhead.

Millions of stars shone like tiny lanterns scattered across infinity.

A familiar doorway formed from swirling blue light.

The Portal of Passage.

Every mission began there.

Mike walked toward it but paused before stepping through.

"Will this one be difficult?"

The elder answered with gentle certainty.

"Their hearts already lean toward one another."

"So why am I needed?"

"Because even the shortest bridge must still be crossed."

Mike smiled.

He understood.

Some people waited their entire lives for a single moment of courage.

Sometimes that courage arrived through coincidence.

Sometimes through kindness.

Sometimes through hope.

And sometimes...

through a quiet nudge from someone whose name they would never know.

Mike took one final breath of the cool cosmic air.

"I'll bring them every opportunity."

"And the choice?"

"The choice will always remain theirs."

The Council's voices echoed together.

"Then go, Modern Cupid."

The portal expanded into brilliant white light.

Mike stepped forward without hesitation.

Stars rushed around him like glowing rain.

Galaxies blurred into ribbons of color.

Time folded upon itself.

Far below, Earth turned peacefully beneath drifting clouds.

Somewhere in one busy city, Patricia—known lovingly as Ica—began another ordinary morning.

Elsewhere, Rene prepared for another ordinary day.

Neither had any idea that the universe had just placed a silent guardian on their path.

Their story had already begun.

Now it was time for destiny to keep its promise.
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Chapter 2: Two Lives, One Skyline
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Morning sunlight poured over the city, painting rooftops in shades of gold as people hurried through another ordinary weekday. Traffic hummed below, cafés welcomed their first customers, and office buildings slowly came alive with conversations, ringing phones, and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee.

To everyone living there, it was simply another day.

To Mike, it was the beginning of a mission.

Standing atop one of the tallest buildings overlooking the district, he admired the waking city. A gentle breeze stirred his dark jacket as he studied the countless lives unfolding beneath him. Every person had dreams, fears, and choices waiting to be made. Most would never know how many small moments shaped the course of their lives.

His attention settled on two glowing threads that shimmered softly among thousands of others.

Patricia.

Rene.

The golden strands stretched toward each other through streets, offices, parks, and crowded intersections, almost touching before drifting apart again.

Mike smiled.

"Close enough to meet," he whispered. "Not yet close enough to stay."

He activated the small crystal embedded in his wristband. Instantly, detailed images appeared before him, visible only to his eyes. They revealed not only locations but moments—small scenes unfolding in real time.

His observation had begun.



Patricia Santos—known to nearly everyone who loved her as Ica—stood in front of her apartment mirror, fastening a pair of simple silver earrings.

She preferred elegance without extravagance.

Her apartment reflected her personality. It was neat but welcoming, decorated with green plants, shelves filled with novels, family photographs, and paintings collected during her travels. A small balcony overlooked the city's skyline, where she often enjoyed quiet mornings with a cup of coffee.

She smiled as sunlight filled the room.

"Today's going to be busy," she said softly to herself.

Her phone buzzed.

A message from her mother appeared.

Don't forget dinner on Saturday. Everyone will be there. Love you.

Patricia smiled warmly.

Wouldn't miss it. Love you too.

Family meant everything to her.

She had worked hard to build a successful career while remaining close to those she loved. Friends admired her determination and kindness. Colleagues appreciated her calm leadership during stressful situations.

Yet beneath her confidence lived a quiet longing she rarely admitted aloud.

She wanted someone to share life's ordinary moments with.

Not someone perfect.

Simply someone who made everyday life feel extraordinary.

She had dated before.

Some relationships ended because their dreams led in different directions. Others faded when promises proved weaker than intentions.

Instead of becoming bitter, Patricia had simply become careful.

Hope still lived inside her.

She just refused to chase illusions.

After grabbing her handbag, she locked the apartment door and headed toward work.

As the elevator descended, she glanced through the glass wall toward the city's rooftops.

The skyline always gave her comfort.

Whenever life felt complicated, she imagined standing high above everything, where problems seemed smaller and possibilities seemed endless.

She had no idea someone else found peace in exactly the same way.



Across the district, Rene Alvarez parked his motorcycle outside a modern office building.

Before entering, he looked upward.

The morning sky was perfectly clear.

He smiled quietly.

"Beautiful day."

Rene enjoyed solving problems.

Whether repairing equipment, organizing projects, or helping coworkers through difficult tasks, he believed every challenge had a solution if approached patiently.

His dependable nature had earned everyone's trust.

Whenever something needed fixing, people instinctively called him.

He never complained.

Helping others simply felt natural.

Inside the building, several coworkers greeted him.

"Morning, Rene!"

"Morning!"

"You ready for another busy day?"

He laughed.

"Do we ever have any other kind?"

The office filled with cheerful conversation.

Despite his friendly personality, very few people truly knew him.

Years earlier, he had believed he had found lasting love. The relationship had ended not because of anger or betrayal but because two people wanted different futures.

It had taken him a long time to accept that reality.

Since then, he had become cautious.

He still believed love existed.

He simply wasn't certain it would happen for him.

Instead, he focused on work, family, and close friends.

They filled much of the space where disappointment once lived.

Yet every now and then, while standing on his apartment rooftop watching the city lights after sunset, he wondered whether someone else might be looking at the same skyline.

Someone wishing for exactly what he wished for.



High above the streets, Mike observed silently.

He never interfered without reason.

First, he needed to understand them.

He
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