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Chapter 1 – The Blooming City
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The city of Sunvale shimmered like a jewel against the edge of the Pacific. From above, its rooftops looked like a quilt of green—terraced gardens spilling over with vines, kaleidoscopes of flowers, and glass domes catching the morning light. Every streetlamp hummed with the quiet strength of the solar grid, and every window reflected a sky that promised endless energy.

For Amina Carter, it was paradise. And yet, this morning, something felt wrong.

She crouched among the rows of her rooftop greenhouse, hands brushing the leaves of her experimental sunflowers. They weren’t ordinary sunflowers—these were her life’s work: hybrids bred to thrive in poor soil, to resurrect barren land the way a phoenix rises from ash. Their golden heads usually tilted eagerly toward the east, chasing the first touch of sunlight.

But today, half of them leaned in the opposite direction—toward the shadow of the night, as if searching for a light no one else could see.

Her brow furrowed. “That’s not right,” she murmured.

She adjusted a lamp, checked the soil sensors, even whispered encouragement as if her voice could coax them back to order. Nothing worked. The flowers seemed... enchanted, caught in a rhythm she couldn’t hear.

Then her wristband beeped. A news alert flashed in front of her eyes on the translucent screen:

BREAKING: Another Disappearance in Sunvale. Climate scientist missing. No trace left behind.

Her chest tightened. That was the third person this week. All of them young researchers—the generation raised on hope, the so-called Fusion Generation. And now... gone, one by one.

She closed her eyes, letting the sunlight wash over her face, as if it might steady her nerves. But when she looked down again, something new caught her breath.

On one of the sunflower petals—broad and golden as a coin—a faint mark glowed. Not natural. A pattern, almost like ink beneath the surface. A spiral.

Her heart thudded.

It looked eerily like the tattoo her best friend Sami had shown her last night at the café. He had laughed about it, brushing it off as nothing, saying: “Just a symbol. Don’t think too hard about it, Amina.”

And yet—he hadn’t answered her messages all morning.

She stared at the glowing spiral, her pulse quickening. The sunflower wasn’t just turning toward shadows. It was pointing at something.

From across the rooftop, the city’s solar towers gleamed like guardians, catching the sun and scattering it into brilliance. And for the first time in her life, Amina felt a sliver of unease in Sunvale.

Something—or someone—was twisting the city’s perfect harmony.

And her sunflowers, silent but stubborn, were trying to tell her.

✨ End of Chapter 1
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Chapter 2 – Disappearances
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The café on Harbor Row was unusually quiet. Normally, mornings in Sunvale hummed with chatter—the hiss of solar espresso machines, the buzz of delivery drones weaving between skybridges. Today, though, there was a weight in the air, a silence that pressed on the glass walls.

Amina sat in the corner booth where she and Sami always met. His coffee sat across from her, untouched, steam curling into the air like a ghost refusing to disappear.

Her wristband blinked again. Another update.

Missing: Dr. Samuel Ortiz, 27. Last seen leaving the Harbor Row café at 9:15 p.m.
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