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	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: Cosmic Assignment
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The silence of space was never truly silent.

Mike had learned that long ago.

It hummed—softly, endlessly—with the echo of distant stars and unseen motion. He floated at the edge of a glowing astral platform, arms crossed, boots hovering inches above a surface made of pure light. Below him, Earth rotated slowly, its blues and greens calm and deceptive.

“Mission Seven concluded,” Mike said, breaking the quiet. His voice carried easily through the cosmic chamber. “Bond stabilized. Emotional threads secure. No residual interference.”

Across from him, the Love Council shimmered into clearer focus—five luminous figures formed of starlight and warmth, ancient and patient. Their presence wrapped the space in a gentle gravity, pulling truth from every word.

“We have observed,” the Council replied in layered harmony. “The Alpine bond is thriving. You acted with restraint.”

Mike smiled faintly. “They did the hard part. I just nudged the timing.”

A soft ripple of approval moved through the Council’s glow. Beneath them, the Earth spun on, oblivious to the quiet victories happening far above it.

“But rest is brief,” one voice added. “New disturbances have already emerged.”

Mike straightened. “Of course they have.”

A constellation ignited in front of him, forming a holographic map. Threads of light streaked across continents, some bright and steady, others flickering—frayed, tangled, incomplete. His gaze followed the movement instinctively, trained to notice the ones that almost touched.

Then he saw it.

Tokyo.

The city pulsed like a living organism—dense, electric, alive. Thousands of glowing emotional lines crisscrossed the space above it, moving fast, looping, colliding, separating again. The sheer velocity made Mike’s chest tighten.

“That’s... crowded,” he muttered.

“Urban environments create unique challenges,” the Council said. “Connections form quickly—but disappear just as fast.”

Two lines within the chaos caught Mike’s attention. They ran perfectly parallel, close enough to spark, yet never crossing. Day after day, moment after moment, always missing by seconds.

“Ah,” Mike said softly. “There you are.”

“These two souls share proximity, rhythm, and emotional resonance,” the Council continued. “But timing resists alignment. Fear reinforces distance.”

Mike leaned closer, studying the threads. One glowed with careful precision, steady and controlled. The other pulsed with creative energy, erratic but bright. Opposites—but compatible. Dangerous, in the best way.

“What’s the window?” Mike asked.

“Narrow,” the Council replied. “And closing.”

He exhaled slowly. Tokyo missions were never easy. Too much motion. Too many choices. People there learned how to be alone in crowds.

“Let me guess,” Mike said. “I don’t push. I don’t force. I let the city do most of the work.”

“As always,” the Council said. “You guide the moment. They choose the path.”

The map zoomed in—subway lines, stations, glowing intersections. Mike’s lips curved into a knowing smile.

“Trains,” he said. “Of course it’s trains.”

The coordinates locked into place. A soft chime echoed through the chamber, signaling the official start of the mission.

“Assignment Eight begins now,” the Council intoned. “Destination: Tokyo, Japan.”

Mike rolled his shoulders, energy already shifting through him as the familiar pull of travel began. Neon lights, rain-soaked streets, endless movement—and two hearts running side by side, unaware of how close they were to colliding.

“Alright,” he said, stepping toward the light. “Let’s slow the world down just enough.”

Space folded around him, stars stretching into lines as he launched forward.

Tokyo waited.
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Chapter 2: Descent Into Tokyo
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Tokyo didn’t ease you in.

It hit Mike all at once—light, sound, motion—layered so precisely it felt choreographed. Neon signs blazed in kanji and color, towering over narrow streets packed with people moving in perfect, purposeful streams. Screens flashed advertisements, trains roared beneath the pavement, and yet somehow... everything worked.
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