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It was Carter’s first day at his new office—his very first job, earned after months of struggle and sleepless nights. Excitement coursed through him as he stepped through the glass doors, his heart racing with both pride and curiosity. The air inside buzzed with energy; rows of employees tapped away at their keyboards, their voices blending into a gentle hum of productivity. Among them were both boys and girls, though it didn’t take long for Carter to notice that the girls outnumbered the boys.

He quietly took his seat among the other newly recruited employees. The room was filled with a mix of nervous smiles and curious glances—everyone waiting for someone to come and address them. Carter sat there silently, observing the surroundings. Just then, a woman entered and asked them, to move to the training room. One by one, they stood up and followed her down the hallway.

The room they entered was large and bright, with neatly arranged chairs and the faint scent of fresh paint. Carter chose a seat near the middle. The woman at the front smiled and introduced another woman as the trainer, who would guide them for the next two weeks. She seemed graceful and confident, her voice calm yet commanding. To Carter, she looked beautiful—not just in appearance, but in the way she carried herself. After brief introduction, she left for a meeting.

Carter’s gaze drifted over the group, lingering on faces one by one—then he stopped, completely, on her. She was beautiful, delicate as a blooming flower, dressed in effortless elegance and carrying the soft hint of a captivating perfume. Her hair curled in gentle waves, a warm brown that caught the light, framing a face that seemed to glow from within.

Carter felt as if a fairy had descended from heaven. Her eyes drew him in, luminous and captivating, and that effortless smile—well, that felt like an unexpected gift. His thoughts were spinning, completely lost in her presence, until the announcement of a short tea break snapped him back to reality. The brief pause was a small window, a chance to speak with her—but approaching her directly felt impossibly daunting. So, after striking up a few casual conversations with others, he slowly made his way toward her, heart thudding with every step.
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CARTER FELT A NERVOUS flutter in his chest unlike anything he had ever experienced before. Summoning all his courage, he finally introduced himself. She replied with a soft, simple smile, saying only her name—Aria—before being called away by someone else. And yet, that single name lingered in his mind like a melody. Aria... she seemed to him like a vast, shimmering ocean, one he longed to dive into, losing himself completely in its depths.

During the training period, he always arrived early, hoping to sit near her—but his courage never quite allowed him. Day after day, he found himself dreaming of her, morning, noon, and night. By the time the training ended and they transitioned to the office, his nerves still held him back, restricting him to nothing more than a shy “hi” and a quiet “hello”.

Over time, the group had grown friendly, boys and girls alike, but Carter had always kept his eyes on her. Seats were shuffled occasionally, yet he never imagined this day would come—until she was asked to sit beside him. The moment she slid into the seat, his heart soared, hammering so fiercely he was certain it could be heard across the room. He could hardly breathe, hardly think, and when she offered a soft, tentative “hello,” his nerves betrayed him, and the words didn’t register. All he could do was steal quick glances at her with a feeling as if the world had narrowed to the two of them.

Carter gradually worked up the courage to start conversations with her, and in time, his nervousness eased. Day by day, he began speaking to her effortlessly, enjoying their exchanges more naturally. She, in turn, welcomed the conversations and seemed to enjoy his company as well. Weeks melted into months, their talks becoming a comfortable part of each day. Yet, Carter slowly realized something that gnawed at him—she spoke with the same warmth and charm to everyone, boys and girls alike. A twinge of irritation flickered within him, but he said nothing, keeping his feelings quietly to himself.

On weekends, he always called her on the phone, a small thread that kept him tethered to her world. Carter, however, longed to be at the office every day—even on weekends—just to catch a glimpse of her, to hear her laughter in person. And on the rare day when she didn’t come, the hours stretched endlessly, each minute heavy with longing. The office felt emptier, quieter, and the world outside seemed distant and muted; he wandered through the day in a haze, missing her presence with every heartbeat.

One day, Carter noticed another group member, Jack, showing a clear interest in Aria. Jack seemed to look for every opportunity to sit near her whenever he was free, and a sharp pang of irritation struck Carter. Envy quietly settled in his chest, growing heavier with each passing day, though he felt powerless—he had never confessed his feelings to her. As days went by, Jack became increasingly involved in her world, laughing at her jokes, leaning closer in conversation. On one occasion, he even shuffled seats with someone else just to sit beside her, leaving Carter’s heart aching with a mix of frustration and longing.

He told himself to stay calm, to be patient, but the ache of jealousy wouldn’t let him rest. And yet, when the chance came to speak to her, his courage wavered, leaving him staring, breathless, and utterly captivated by her presence.

Carter tried to convince himself that Aria spoke to Jack the same way she spoke to everyone else. Maybe she wasn’t thinking that way at all. Maybe it was just his mind playing tricks on him, he thought. A quiet confusion lingered in his heart, a mix of hope and uncertainty. In the end, he decided to follow a wait-and-see approach, letting time reveal what was truly meant to be.

Carter’s days passed in silent observation—watching Aria and Jack share lunch, laugh together, and sit side by side. Each moment between them felt like a quiet pain resting in his heart, a reminder of what he wished for but couldn’t reach. He watched with a heavy heart, his hope dimming a little more each day. The dream of being the one beside her began to fade, gradual and quiet, like the color of an old, weathered cloth—beautiful once, but now slipping quietly into memory.
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CARTER BEGAN TO SINK into a quiet sadness. Nights found him awake, eyes wet, replaying moments of her laughter now shared with someone else. Each passing day, he watched Aria and Jack drift further from his reach, as if the universe itself were pulling them away. The place that once filled him with joy now felt cold and distant, whispering only the sorrow of love, gentle and endlessly heavy.

Carter withdrew into silence. The hours at work moved in emptiness, stretching into silence with no words for anyone. Each day felt heavier than the last, and life itself began to lose its meaning.

After some time, one afternoon, Aria finally approached him. Her voice was soft, carrying a hint of concern as she asked, “Are you alright, Carter? You’ve been so quiet lately.” For a moment, his heart lifted—her words felt like sunlight after days of rain. But before he could gather his thoughts to reply, she smiled faintly as her phone rang, glanced at the screen, and walked away to take the call. The warmth faded as quickly as it came, leaving Carter with the echo of her voice and a deeper silence than before.

“He couldn’t help comparing his situation to a movie scene—where one lover never gets the girl, and just when the story seems over, another man appears, stealing the moment meant for him. His own story felt painfully similar, as if fate had written him only for a brief, forgotten role.”

In the days that followed, something strange began to unfold—something Carter couldn’t quite understand. Jack, who once never missed a chance to sit beside Aria, had suddenly moved his seat. He no longer lingered near her, and their usual conversations had quietly faded. It seemed as if an invisible wall had risen between them. Maybe they had an argument, Carter thought, watching the distance grow with a mix of curiosity and quiet hope.

Carter finally gathered the courage to ask Jack what had happened between him and Aria. But Jack’s answer was vague—just a shrug and a half-smile that revealed nothing. Though the mystery remained, Carter’s heart began to feel lighter. A quiet joy stirred within him, the kind he hadn’t felt in a long time. His heartbeat quickened, as if reminding him that it was still alive, still capable of love. For the first time in weeks, the world around him seemed brighter, and every glance toward Aria carried a silent promise of hope.

“Carter once again found himself comparing his life to a movie—this time, the kind where the first lover eventually wins the girl’s heart because his love was pure and unwavering. He imagined himself returning to the screen, not as a forgotten extra, but as the lead with a larger role to play, determined to rewrite his story and claim the ending he once lost.”

Soon after, Jack began to fade from the picture. His laughter, once echoing across the office, grew rare, and his presence slowly became a memory. A few weeks later, word spread that he had left for another job in a different city. Just like that, he was gone—no goodbye, no explanation. For Carter, it felt like a door quietly opening. Yet beneath his relief lingered a question that refused to fade. What really happened between Jack and Aria? Their sudden distance, the silence that followed—it all felt like a story half told, a secret hidden behind her calm eyes.

Carter’s mind raced—finally, a chance to be near Aria again! He felt like a cat silently circling its prey, eyes fixed, patience

















































	Where is God — A Journey of Faith, Search and Understanding- a thoughtful journey into spirituality and the search for meaning in life.

	The Unfinished Love – a story of unfulfilled desires of love. 
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