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    For the person on the other side of the worldwhose name you do not know,but whose heartbeat keeps the world in motion.
And for everyone living for today,without a countdown.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "An invisible red thread connects those who are destined to meet, regardless of time, place, or circumstance. The thread may stretch or tangle, but it will never break."— Ancient Proverb
"Your heart is a drum, and mine is the rhythm. If you stop, the world goes silent."— From the Journal of Mira
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Chapter One: The Day the World Changed
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The sun rose over the city of Rio de Janeiro just as it always did. The golden light touched the tops of the mountains and turned the ocean into a sheet of sparkling glass. Mira sat on her small balcony, holding a warm cup of coffee. She loved this time of day. It was quiet. The world felt peaceful before the noise of the traffic and the shouts of the street vendors began.

But this morning, the peace did not last.

It started with a low hum. It was a sound that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at the same time. Mira put her cup down. Her hands were shaking. She looked at the street below. People were coming out of their houses. They were looking up at the sky, but there was nothing to see. The sky was a perfect, clear blue.

Then, the pain came. It was not a sharp pain. It was a hot, stinging sensation on the inside of her left wrist. Mira gasped and pulled back her sleeve. She expected to see a burn or a bee sting. Instead, she saw something far more terrifying.

Numbers were appearing under her skin. They were glowing with a soft, white light. The light was beautiful, but the sight made her heart race. The numbers were not random. They were a date.

July 14, 2026.

Mira stared at the date. It was only six months away. She felt a wave of cold fear wash over her. Was this the day she was going to die? She was only twenty-four years old. She had so many things she wanted to do. She wanted to travel to the mountains of Peru. She wanted to fall in love. She wanted to see her younger brother graduate from school.

She stood up and walked to the railing of her balcony. Below her, a woman was screaming. A man was sitting on the sidewalk, staring at his arm with wide, empty eyes. Mira realized then that she was not alone. This was happening to everyone.

She looked back at her wrist. The white light was fading, but the numbers remained. They looked like a tattoo, but they were deep inside her skin. She rubbed them with her thumb, hoping they would wash away. They did not move.

"Mira!"

She turned around. Her brother, Leo, was standing in the doorway. He looked pale. He held his arm out toward her.

"Do you have it too?" he asked. His voice was small and trembling.

Mira looked at his wrist. His numbers were different. November 2, 2072.

"I have it," Mira said. She tried to keep her voice calm for him. "But mine is different. Mine is very soon, Leo."

Leo walked over to her and looked at her wrist. He shook his head. "I do not understand. Why is yours so soon? You are healthy. You are strong."

"I do not know," Mira whispered.

The news started a few minutes later. Every television station and every website was talking about the same thing. It was happening in London. It was happening in Tokyo. It was happening in small villages in Africa and big cities in America. The entire world had been marked.

The experts did not have answers. They called it The Marking. Some people thought it was a sign from God. Others thought it was a secret weapon or a biological event that no one could explain. But as the hours passed, a more terrifying truth began to emerge.

A scientist in Geneva spoke on a global broadcast. He looked like he had not slept in years. "We have discovered something," the scientist said. "The dates on your wrists are not your own. We have run tests on thousands of people who have already passed away since this morning. The date on their wrist did not match the day they died."

Mira leaned closer to the television. "Then what is the date?" she asked the screen.

The scientist continued. "The date on your wrist belongs to someone else. It is the death date of a stranger. We do not know who that person is yet, but we have found a connection. If the person you are bound to dies before that date, you will die too. Your lives are now linked."

The room felt like it was spinning. Mira looked at the date on her arm again. July 14, 2026. This was not her death date. It was the death date of a person she had never met. But if that person died today in a car accident, Mira would die today. If that person caught a fever tomorrow, Mira’s life would end tomorrow.

She was no longer in control of her own survival. Her life was held in the hands of a stranger.

"Leo," she said, her voice catching in her throat. "Someone out there has my date. And I have someone else's."

Leo looked at his own wrist. "My person is going to live a long time. That means I am safe, right?"

"Only if they stay safe," Mira said. "Only if nothing happens to them before that date in 2072."

She looked out at the city. Rio was no longer a place of beauty. It was a place of fear. People were looking at each other differently. Every person you passed on the street could be the person holding your life. Or you could be holding theirs.

Mira felt a sudden, heavy weight in her chest. She needed to know who her person was. She needed to find them. If she had only six months, she had to make sure that person stayed alive. If they were reckless, she was in danger. If they were sad and wanted to give up, she would be gone too.

"We have to find out how to track them," Mira said. "The government must be building a database. They have to."

"What if they do not want to be found?" Leo asked. "What if your person is a bad person?"

Mira did not have an answer. She went back to the balcony and looked at the horizon. The world was the same, but everything had changed. The air felt thinner. The colors of the sunset felt more precious and more painful.

She touched the numbers on her wrist once more. Somewhere in the world, there was a man or a woman who was supposed to live until July 14. She had to find them. She had to keep them safe.

The hum in the air had stopped, but the silence that followed was much louder. It was the silence of a world waiting to see who would be the first to fall.

Mira looked at her brother. "I am going to find them, Leo. I am not going to let a stranger take my life away without a fight."

But as she spoke the words, she wondered who held her date. Who was walking around with the date of Mira’s death on their arm? Were they looking for her? Did they even care?

She looked at the clock on the wall. The seconds were ticking by. For the first time in her life, she could hear them. Every tick was a reminder that her heart was beating in rhythm with someone she did not know.

She closed her eyes and tried to feel it. Somewhere, across an ocean or perhaps just down the street, another heart was beating. It was a fragile, human thing. And it was the only thing keeping her alive.

The mystery of the date was only the beginning. The real fear was the connection. How could you love a life you had never seen? How could you protect a person you could not find?

Mira stayed on the balcony until the stars came out. The city lights flickered, but they seemed dimmer than before. The world was holding its breath.
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Chapter Two: The Mark on the Wrist
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The first night after the world changed was the longest night Mira had ever known. No one in Rio de Janeiro seemed to be sleeping. From her balcony, Mira could see the lights in every apartment building. Usually, the city grew quiet in the late hours, but tonight, the air was filled with the sound of distant sirens and the low, constant murmur of people talking on their balconies.

Mira sat on her bed and stared at her wrist. In the dark, the numbers seemed to glow with a soft, ghostly light.

July 14, 2026.

She touched the skin. It felt smooth, just like the rest of her arm. There was no scar, no bump, and no texture. It was as if the numbers had always been a part of her, hidden deep beneath the surface like a secret waiting to be told. But this secret was a heavy one. It was a countdown.

She felt a soft knock on her bedroom door. Leo walked in. He was carrying two glasses of water. He looked tired, and his eyes were red from rubbing them. He sat on the edge of her bed and handed her a glass.

"I cannot stop looking at it," Leo said. He held up his own arm. His date was far in the future, many decades away. "It feels like a heavy weight, Mira. Even though it is just light and ink, it feels like I am carrying a stone."

Mira nodded. "I feel it too. It is not just the date, Leo. It is the feeling of the connection. I feel like there is a thin string tied to my heart. And the other end of that string is attached to someone I have never met."

They sat in silence for a long time. The water in the glass was cold and refreshing, but Mira’s throat felt tight. She was thinking about the person who held her life. Were they a kind person? Were they careful when they crossed the street? Did they eat healthy food, or did they take risks?

"The news says the government is building a website," Leo said quietly. "They want everyone to upload their names and the dates on their wrists. They say it is the only way to match people together. They are calling it the Global Life Registry."

"Will people really do it?" Mira asked. "It feels so private. It is like giving away your soul to a computer."

"I think they will," Leo replied. "People are afraid. They want to know who holds their life. They want to reach out and say, please, take care of yourself. They want to say, I am here, and I am waiting for you to live."

Mira looked at her date again. July. It was so soon. If the person she was linked to was an old man in a hospital, she only had a few months left. If they were a person in a dangerous job, her life could end at any second. The uncertainty was like a cold wind blowing through the room.

The next morning, the city was different. People walked slowly. They looked at each other with a mixture of fear and deep curiosity. In the grocery store, Mira saw a woman stop a stranger.

"What is your date?" the woman asked. Her voice was shaking.

The man looked at her, surprised. He pulled up his sleeve. "October 2055," he said.

The woman began to cry. "Mine is tomorrow. My date is tomorrow. Does anyone here have May twelfth?"

The people in the store looked away. Some looked at their own wrists. No one spoke. The silence was painful. Mira felt a sharp ache in her chest. This was the new world. It was a world where every stranger was either a savior or a threat.

Mira left the store and walked toward the small park near her house. She needed air. She sat on a wooden bench and watched the children playing. Even the children had marks. They were small, delicate numbers on their tiny wrists. The parents watched them with an intensity that Mira had never seen before. They held them tighter. They pulled them away from the swings and the slides if things looked even a little bit dangerous.

A woman sat down on the other end of the bench. She looked to be about sixty years old. She had white hair tied in a neat bun and a kind, tired face. Her name was Mrs. Silva. She lived in the apartment building next to Mira’s.

"Hello, Mira," the woman said.

"Hello, Mrs. Silva," Mira replied. "How are you holding up?"

Mrs. Silva smiled, but it did not reach her eyes. She showed Mira her wrist. The date was January 2100.

"I am eighty years old, Mira," Mrs. Silva said with a soft laugh. "And the person I am linked to is supposed to live until the next century. That means I will live a very long time. But look at me. My knees hurt. My eyes are failing. I have lived a full life. Why did I get such a long date?"

"It does not seem fair," Mira whispered.

"It is not fair," Mrs. Silva agreed. "But then I think about the person on the other end. Somewhere, there is likely a baby or a young child. And they are linked to me. They are waiting for me to die so they can go too. Because that is how it works, isn't it? If I die of old age today, that child dies today. My long date belongs to them, but their short life belongs to me."

Mira felt a chill. She had not thought about it that way. The system was a circle.

"If the person with your date dies early," Mira said, "you die with them. But if you die early, the person who has your date dies too."

Mrs. Silva nodded. "We are all holding hands in the dark, Mira. We are







































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
’k‘@i@

->.

YOU WERE GIVEN
SOMEONE ELSE’S
DEATH DATE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





