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The First Glimpse:


Life has a strange way of weaving paths together I never imagined that a simple scroll through Instagram would change everything.

It was a quiet evening in Chennai. The sky was painted in shades of orange and pink, the hum of the city distant in the background. I was lost in my own little world, mindlessly scrolling through posts, laughing at memes, when a face appeared that made time stop.

Her eyes... soft, innocent, yet somehow knowing. Something in that small profile picture tugged at my heart, a gentle nudge that whispered, maybe this is the beginning. 

A single tap. A “Follow Request.” Nothing more. Yet somehow, in that fleeting moment, everything changed.

We didn’t know each other. We weren’t meant to be. And yet, somewhere deep down, a connection sparked  quiet, unseen, but undeniable.

A journey that would test us, shape us, and leave marks on our hearts that nothing could erase.

This is the story of Arin and Mira of love that blossomed in silence, of moments that lingered in memories, and of a bond that even time and distance could not destroy.

Even when the world seemed to take everything away, some love... stays. Unseen. Unbroken. Eternal.
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Unexpected Suggestion:

Arin leaned back in his chair, the soft hum of his laptop filling the quiet room. It was a lazy Saturday afternoon in Chennai, and the sun streamed through the half-open window, casting golden stripes across the floor. He had no plans, no deadlines, and no one to meet the perfect time to scroll endlessly through Instagram. 

The social media world had become his little escape, a place where boredom and curiosity collided. He casually flicked through posts, stories, and reels, half-watching videos of people dancing, cooking, and sharing their daily lives.

As he scrolled, his thumb paused mid-motion. On the “Suggested for You” section, a new profile appeared a girl he had never seen before, yet somehow, the universe seemed to push her right into his view. Her display picture caught him instantly. 

A simple photo, but something about it held him captive: warm brown eyes that looked like they could see straight through him, a small, shy smile, and an aura of innocence that seemed untouched by the chaos of the online world. He tilted his head, studying the profile name Mira.

He wasn’t sure why, but a sudden impulse struck him. Normally, Arin was careful, reserved. He didn’t send follow requests to strangers. But something about Mira’s picture the quiet energy in her smile, the softness of her gaze made him pause, then act. He clicked the “Follow” button before he could overthink it.

And just like that, a small ripple of anticipation ran through him. It was strange how one tiny action a single “Follow Request” could feel like stepping onto unknown terrain. He sat back, hands folded, watching the screen as if it might magically respond with something more than just a waiting notification.

Hours passed. The sun shifted in the sky, the warm glow slowly fading into evening. Arin kept glancing at his phone, almost expecting a ping, a notification, anything that would tell him Mira had seen his request. But nothing came. 

Ten hours went by. Ten long hours of anticipation, hope, and mild panic. He began imagining all the reasons she might ignore him. 

Maybe she didn’t check Instagram often, or maybe she had hundreds of pending requests. Or worse... maybe she didn’t want to accept him at all.

Arin frowned, feeling a subtle ache in his chest. That’s when he did something unusual: he removed the follow request. 

Not because he had given up entirely, but because he needed a strategy tomorrow, he would try again, but more carefully. He had to find a way to get her attention, to somehow make this connection real.

Sleep came reluctantly that night. Even as he lay in bed, staring at the ceiling fan turning lazily, his mind wandered back to Mira. 

He pictured her smile, her eyes, her quiet aura. He felt an inexplicable pull toward this stranger he had never met, a feeling so light yet so profound that it left him restless and strangely excited.

The next day, Arin couldn’t focus on anything. Lectures, assignments, even casual chats with his friends felt dull in comparison to the idea of Mira. He found himself refreshing Instagram more often than necessary, checking if she had accepted his request, wondering what she might be like in real life. He imagined their conversations, her laughter, the way she might tilt her head while talking, and even how her voice might sound soft, gentle, with a hint of mischief.

Then, as the afternoon sun dipped lower, a notification finally appeared: Mira accepted your follow request.

A surge of happiness, almost childlike in its intensity, shot through Arin. He leaned back in his chair, letting out a small laugh, a mix of disbelief and pure joy. 

It was absurd, really one simple notification had the power to change the course of his entire day. 

Yet it did. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, unsure whether to send a message or just observe silently for now. He decided on patience, a strange new virtue that seemed both foreign and thrilling.

Days passed, and Arin began to notice her posts. A picture here, a story there, each one giving him a glimpse into her world. 

Mira didn’t interact with him, didn’t like any of his posts or stories yet he felt a connection growing in the silence. 

Each image, each small update from her life felt like a secret window he had been granted, a privilege he didn’t fully understand but cherished nonetheless.

He realized that attraction wasn’t always immediate or loud. Sometimes, it grew quietly, subtly, in moments of observation and silent admiration. And that was exactly what was happening with Mira. 

Arin found himself smiling at her stories, laughing at the small captions, and even feeling a gentle pang when she posted something sad or reflective. He hadn’t spoken to her yet, hadn’t exchanged a single word, and still, she had become a part of his daily thoughts.

Evenings in Chennai now held a new charm. Arin would sit by the window, phone in hand, hoping for a notification from Mira. 

Sometimes it came, often it didn’t, but the thrill of the unknown kept him hooked. He told himself not to rush things, not to be impulsive. 

Yet, every little interaction, every new post, every glimpse of her life online made his heart beat faster, a silent testament to the power of first impressions and unforeseen connections.

Arin’s friends noticed the change too. “You’re smiling at your phone like a fool,” one of them teased. He merely shrugged, a secret smile playing on his lips. They didn’t understand. 

How could they? This wasn’t just a follow request, not just a notification. It was the beginning of something he couldn’t yet define a journey that had started with one small, unexpected suggestion, one quiet, seemingly insignificant moment.

By the time night fell again, Arin was wide awake, thinking of Mira, imagining a day when they might actually talk, when his silent admiration could turn into a real connection. 

The room was dark, but his mind was lit with possibilities stories untold, laughter unheard, and a subtle, unspoken hope that maybe, just maybe, this unexpected suggestion could change everything.

And deep down, Arin knew, with a certainty that surprised even him, that life would never feel quite the same again.
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Ignored but Not Forgotten:

Arin woke up the next morning with a strange mix of hope and nervousness. His phone lay on the table beside him, and the memory of Mira accepting his follow request the night before still made his heart race.

It was a small thing, almost trivial in the eyes of the world, but for Arin, it felt monumental. He sat up in bed, staring at the ceiling fan, trying to calm the butterflies in his stomach. He knew that today, like every day that followed, would be colored by thoughts of her.

Breakfast was a quiet affair. His mother fussed over him, commenting on his restless mood, but Arin barely listened. His mind was occupied, replaying the moment Mira had accepted his request over and over again. 

What would he do next? Should he send a message? Or wait? Part of him wanted to jump right in, typing a casual “Hi” or even complimenting her profile pictures. 

Yet, another part of him the cautious, slightly overthinking side urged patience. He had to make the right impression; he didn’t want to appear desperate.

The morning dragged on slowly. Every time his phone vibrated, Arin’s heart skipped a beat. Each notification made him hope it was Mira reaching out, yet none were. 

Hours passed, and the silence grew heavier with every tick of the clock. 

Around midday, he tried distracting himself lectures, assignments, even a video game but nothing worked. His mind kept drifting back to her Instagram profile, to her smile, to the gentle, almost serene energy she radiated.

By afternoon, he realized that he had been staring at his phone screen for over three hours, refreshing her profile repeatedly, searching for any sign of interaction. Still, there was nothing. 

No likes, no comments, no messages. 

It felt like shouting into a void, hoping for a response that might never come. A strange ache settled in his chest not sadness exactly, but a poignant mix of longing and impatience.

Arin leaned back in his chair, running his hands through his hair. “Why isn’t she replying?” he muttered to himself, the words barely audible over the soft hum of the ceiling fan. He knew he shouldn’t expect anything. 

After all, Mira didn’t know him, didn’t owe him anything. But the human heart is rarely reasonable. It reaches out, yearns, and hopes, even when logic says otherwise.

Hours turned into evening. Arin’s friends called him, teasing him about being glued to his phone. “Bro, are you texting your crush or something?” one joked. 

Arin laughed awkwardly, brushing off the comment, but inside, a pang of self-consciousness struck him. He hadn’t even spoken to Mira yet, hadn’t exchanged a single word, and already he felt the weight of unreciprocated attention pressing down on him.

Finally, after nearly ten hours of waiting, 

Arin made a decision. Not out of defeat, but out of strategy. He removed the follow request. It felt strange, almost like erasing a small part of hope, but he told himself it was temporary. 

Tomorrow, he would try again more carefully, more thoughtfully. 

He would plan his next move, perhaps interact with a story, or comment lightly on one of her posts, just enough to make her notice him without seeming intrusive.

That night, sleep did not come easily. Arin lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying every detail of her profile in his mind. 

The tiny, innocent smile, the way her eyes seemed to carry unspoken thoughts, the subtle captions under her photos everything felt significant. He wondered what kind of person she was in real life. 

Was she as gentle and soft-spoken as she seemed online? Did she laugh easily, or was her smile just a filter for the camera? Questions swirled endlessly in his mind, leaving him restless yet strangely exhilarated.

The next morning, Arin woke up with renewed determination. He was not going to let this small setback define him. He decided to approach this carefully. 

He would not bombard her with messages or notifications; he would instead engage subtly, through stories or gentle comments, building a bridge without overwhelming her. 

The thought of seeing her name on his screen again made his heart leap with anticipation.

At college, every little distraction seemed dull in comparison to Mira. 

Lectures blurred into the background, classmates’ chatter became white noise, and even the vibrant campus life felt muted. 

His thoughts were tethered to her imagining her mornings, her routine, her laugh, and even the way she might scroll through Instagram just as he did. 

He wondered if she was even aware of him yet, or if she would notice his presence only after days, weeks, or maybe never.

The day passed slowly, and as evening approached, Arin took a deep breath. He opened Instagram, carefully hovering over Mira’s profile. 

He noticed she had posted a story a simple picture of a cup of coffee with a caption that read: “Evening peace ☕✨.” Arin felt a strange thrill. 

This was his chance, his opening, subtle yet meaningful. He watched the story, heart racing, debating internally whether to react. 

He decided against an emoji this time.

Instead, he waited, silently observing, feeling an odd connection forming through these tiny, digital gestures.

That night, he spoke to his mother about his day, carefully omitting the obsessive nature of his thoughts. 

He simply said, “Had a quiet day, Ma,” but inside, he felt the whirlwind of emotions that had defined every hour since Mira accepted his follow request. 

She had become a silent presence in his life unseen, yet profoundly impactful.

Sleep finally arrived, but dreams were filled with glimpses of Mira’s profile, her eyes, her smile, her laughter. He imagined conversations, unspoken glances, and moments that had not yet happened. 

It was as if the universe had whispered a promise to him that this small, seemingly inconsequential “Follow Request” might be the beginning of something much larger, much deeper than he could yet comprehend.

Days turned into a routine. Arin would wake, check Mira’s stories, scroll her posts, and quietly marvel at the small details of her life. She didn’t like his stories, didn’t comment, and still, he felt a connection. 

The silence was not empty; it was charged with unspoken possibilities. Every picture, every story, every tiny insight into her world made his fascination grow, nurturing a feeling that was slowly blossoming into something more than mere curiosity.

He began to notice patterns the times she posted stories, the subtle captions, even the emojis she chose. Arin analyzed them endlessly, trying to understand her mood, her personality, her world. 

It was an odd, almost obsessive attention, but one rooted in admiration, fascination, and an inexplicable pull toward someone he had never met.

By the end of the week, Arin realized something profound: he didn’t just want to follow her on Instagram anymore. 

He wanted to know her, to understand her, to connect. And perhaps, in some small, quiet way, she felt it too, though she had not yet shown it. 

The thought that someone, somewhere, was silently observing and admiring his presence even in the absence of acknowledgment  made his heart swell with a strange, tender hope.
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A Weekend Click:

Saturday mornings in Chennai had always held a particular charm for Arin. The sun rose lazily over the small town, painting the sky with streaks of pink and orange. 

The streets were quiet, save for the occasional rickshaw or early riser jogging along the pavements. 

For Arin, weekends were synonymous with freedom a rare chance to escape the structured chaos of college life and embrace a slower rhythm. 

Yet, this Saturday was different. There was an unusual excitement that stirred in his chest, a flutter that refused to be ignored.

He sat cross-legged on his bed, phone in hand, scrolling through Instagram with a focus that bordered on obsession.

Mira’s profile had become a magnet for his attention  her stories, posts, even the subtle way she used captions had begun to dominate his thoughts. 

She had not interacted with him directly yet, but the mere act of following her had shifted something inside him. He checked the time repeatedly, a silent ritual, wondering when she might next post something.

It was around mid-morning when a small, almost imperceptible notification popped up on his screen. 

This time, it was a story update: a picture of her morning tea, steam curling in the sunlight, with the caption, “Lazy weekends are the best ☕✨.” 

Arin stared at the screen, feeling a surge of happiness that was hard to contain. It was a mundane image, an everyday glimpse into someone’s life, but to him, it felt personal, intimate, as if she were silently inviting him into her world.

He debated internally: should he react? Should he comment? Or should he simply observe? 

Part of him wanted to type something witty, something that would make her smile, but the cautious side of him the one that had learned patience over countless small disappointments urged restraint. 
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