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A Whisper of Roses


The rain had begun as a soft drizzle, painting the city streets in shimmering reflections of neon lights and wet asphalt. Maya Kapoor pulled her coat tighter around her shoulders as

she walked toward her little flower shop, the familiar scent of rain mixing with the earthy aroma of blossoms. Fridays were always busy, but today carried a subtle excitement she couldn’t name.

––––––––
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Ever since she had started delivering roses to the same office every Friday, curiosity had taken root in her heart. Who was receiving them? Why did someone go to such care to order them each week? Each bouquet seemed carefully chosen, each note written with intent, yet the mystery remained. Maya often caught herself imagining the person behind those flowers—someone kind, thoughtful, and perhaps a little lonely.

––––––––
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As she arranged the day’s bouquets with her practiced hands, she noticed how each rose seemed to whisper a story. The red petals glowed in the morning light, delicate and

perfect, as if they were alive with secrets she longed to uncover. Little did she know, these roses would lead her into a story far beyond the simple routines of her shop—a story of curiosity, connection, and a love she had never believed could be real.

––––––––
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And as the city awoke, washing the streets with morning gold and soft rain, Maya carried the first bouquet of the day, unaware that this Friday—and many Fridays to come— would change her life forever.
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Chapter 1 Friday Deliveries
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The city was waking up in its usual chaotic rhythm, cars honking, pedestrians hurrying along the sidewalks, and the smell of street food mingling with the crisp morning air. But for Maya, the chaos had its own charm. The soft rustle of leaves along the roadside,

the occasional laughter of children waiting for the school bus, and the smell of freshly brewed coffee from the cafés she passed it was a quiet symphony in which she felt completely at home.

She adjusted her apron, careful not to smudge the soil-streaked fingers she had from arranging flowers earlier that morning. Her shop, Petal & Bloom, was small but vibrant, tucked between a bakery and a stationery store, its display window bursting with daisies,

tulips, and roses. Every Friday, she meticulously prepared a bouquet of deep red roses, each

stem hand-picked for its perfection. She tied them together with a pale pink ribbon and added a small card blank except for a single, elegant swirl of ink that read only ―For You.‖

Maya had been making these deliveries for months now. Every Friday, she walked the few blocks to the office in the heart of the city, carrying the roses as though they were treasures.

And yet, she had never seen the person they were meant for. The desk she placed them on

was always empty, the office workers polite but unwilling or perhaps forbidden to reveal the recipient’s identity. It was a mystery, one that gnawed at her curiosity in a way that made her smile and sigh simultaneously.

As she walked, she imagined all sorts of scenarios. Maybe it was a secret admirer, a man sending flowers to a woman he had loved from afar for years. Maybe it was a romantic gesture for someone grieving, a silent companion through lonely days. Maya’s mind

wandered freely, spinning stories in her head like petals in the wind. She chuckled at some of her own whimsical ideas. It was fun, after all, to wonder, and it gave her life a hint of magic beyond arranging flowers in vases.

The streets were wetter than usual that morning, remnants of last night’s rain clinging to the sidewalks. Maya opened her umbrella and adjusted her grip on the bouquet. The roses

gleamed in the soft, diffused sunlight, their petals glistening as if sprinkled with tiny diamonds. Each one seemed to whisper promises of love, longing, and untold stories. She was careful not to jostle them too much, afraid of bruising the delicate petals.

Finally, she arrived at the office, a sleek glass building that reflected the city skyline like a

mirror. The receptionist greeted her with a polite nod, her expression courteous but detached.

[image: ]―Good morning, Maya,‖ she said, taking the bouquet from her. ―Same desk as usual?‖ Maya nodded. ―Yes, please. I hope whoever it is enjoys them.‖
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[image: ]The receptionist smiled faintly. ―I’m sure they will. Have a good day.‖

Maya set the roses down on the polished wooden desk, glancing around the office. True to form, the chair behind the desk was empty. The quiet hum of computers, the faint tapping of keyboards, and the distant ringing of phones filled the room, but the recipient of the roses

remained elusive. She left the office with the same lingering curiosity she always felt, her mind buzzing with questions.

As she walked back through the bustling streets, the bouquet safely secured in her hands, she found herself smiling at small, ordinary things—the laughter of a street performer, the glint of sunlight on a puddle, the scent of fresh bread from a nearby bakery. Yet, in the back of her

mind, the roses sat like a puzzle she desperately wanted to solve. Who was he—or she? And what story was hidden behind those weekly gestures of love?

By the time she reached the corner near her shop, Maya’s thoughts had wandered far beyond the city streets. She imagined a man with kind eyes, a gentle smile, and hands that trembled slightly as he placed the order each week. Or maybe it was a woman with soft laughter and eyes that sparkled like the morning dew. The mystery only deepened with each passing

Friday, and with it, a quiet anticipation blossomed in Maya’s heart.

That evening, back in her little flower shop, she placed the remaining roses in vases, arranging them with care, as if preparing them for some unseen magic. She couldn’t shake the thought of the empty desk, of the hidden love, and of the person who inspired such

devotion from afar. Something told her that one day, perhaps soon, she might finally discover the story behind the roses and maybe, just maybe, the mystery would lead her to something

she had never expected: love.

As the lights of the shop dimmed and the city outside settled into the soft hum of night, Maya stood by the window, staring at the glowing streetlamps. The Friday ritual was over, but the wonder, the curiosity, and the warmth in her heart remained. And somewhere, beyond the

bustling streets and the city lights, the roses waited, silently promising that their story was far from over.
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Chapter 2 The Man Behind the Orders
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Maya’s curiosity about the mysterious recipient had grown stronger over the weeks, gnawing at her like a persistent little vine. She often found herself daydreaming about him—or her— wondering what kind of life they led, what laughter sounded like in their presence, or what made them smile. But today, her curiosity was about to take a new turn, one that would

change the way she viewed her weekly deliveries.

It was mid-morning when she stepped into the office building again, bouquet in hand, the familiar scent of roses trailing behind her. As usual, the receptionist greeted her politely.

―Good morning, Maya. The usual desk?‖

―Yes, please,‖ she replied, smiling, and stepped forward. But before she could place the bouquet on the polished desk, she saw him.

He wasn’t at the desk; he was standing near the elevator, reviewing something on a tablet. And yet, the moment her eyes met his, something unexplainable stirred within her chest. He was tall, with neatly styled hair that caught the sunlight streaming through the glass walls, and eyes that seemed to hold a thousand untold stories. There was a quiet intensity to him, a calm that contrasted sharply with the busy hum of the office around them.

He glanced up at her, and for a brief moment, the world outside the glass walls seemed to disappear. ―Maya?‖ he asked, his voice deep, smooth, and unexpectedly warm.

She blinked, surprised that he knew her name. ―Yes... yes, that’s me,‖ she stammered, suddenly aware of the heat rising in her cheeks.

―I’m Arjun,‖ he introduced himself with a small, polite smile. ―I... I just wanted to thank you in person for the flowers. They always brighten my Fridays.‖

Maya’s heart fluttered like a hummingbird trapped in her chest. ―Oh... I—I’m glad. They’re beautiful roses today, aren’t they?‖ she said, gesturing toward the bouquet she held.

He nodded, his eyes lingering on the deep red petals as though tracing a memory within them.

―Yes... they’re perfect. You always make them look... alive.‖ There was a pause, and then he added, almost shyly, ―Do you have a minute to spare? I’d like to ask you something.‖

Maya hesitated. This was unexpected. Usually, her interaction with him—or rather, with

[image: ]whoever the roses were for—ended with a polite nod or a brief ―thank you.‖ But now, here he was, looking at her as though he genuinely wanted to talk. She nodded slowly. ―Sure... I have a few minutes.‖
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They walked to a small lounge area near the office entrance, the city noise softened by the glass walls. Arjun held the bouquet delicately, as though afraid to crush the fragile beauty of the roses. Maya noticed a faint tension in his shoulders, a subtle nervousness that made him seem even more human, more approachable.
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