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The morning light filtered through the office blinds, casting thin stripes across Zoe's desk. She dropped her bag on the floor, shrugged off her coat, and reached for her coffee—then stopped.,

Flowers.

Three white tulips sat in a small ceramic pot, right in the center of her keyboard. No wrapping paper. No ribbon. No note.

Zoe blinked. Then blinked again.

"Uh..." She glanced around the office. Empty. Just the hum of computers and the distant sound of someone's phone ringing two floors down.

She leaned closer, studying the tulips as if they might suddenly speak and explain themselves. Fresh. Delicate. A few drops of water still clinging to the petals like tiny diamonds.

"Okay," she whispered to no one. "This is weird."

Because nobody sent Zoe flowers. Not on her birthday, not on Valentine's Day, not ever. She wasn't the type people sent flowers to. She was practical, grounded, the friend you called when your car broke down, not the one you surprised with romantic gestures.

And yet—here they were. White tulips. On her keyboard.

She reached out, touched one petal. Real. Definitely real.

Her first instinct was logical, as always. Wrong desk. Someone ordered flowers for Sarah in accounting, and the delivery person mixed up the floors. That made sense. That explained everything.

She picked up the pot, ready to march it over to Sarah's desk and end this strange little mystery before it could begin.

Then she noticed something. The way the light hit the petals. The way they seemed to glow, almost. And the thought crossed her mind, quick and unwanted: These are beautiful.

She put the pot back down.

Across town, in a small flower shop tucked between a bookstore and a café, a man with sandy brown hair wiped soil from his hands and glanced at the clock.

Ten thirty. The tulips should be on her desk by now.

Liam smiled to himself, a little nervously. He'd watched her walk past his shop every morning for three months. Always in a hurry. Always focused. Always beautiful. He knew her coffee order from the café next door (black, one sugar). He knew she worked on the fourth floor of the Harrison Building. He knew her name from the mail carrier who sometimes delivered packages to the wrong address.

He knew nothing else.

So he'd started with tulips. New beginnings. Hope. A quiet message she might never understand.

His phone buzzed. A delivery confirmation.

"They're there," he murmured, and his heart did something strange—something that felt terrifyingly close to hope.

Back at the office, Zoe hadn't moved. She stood frozen behind her desk, staring at the tulips like they might attack.

"Okay," she said again, louder this time. "Someone explain this."

As if on cue, the door burst open.

"No way!" Chloe's voice sliced through the silence. She dropped her purse, her eyes going wide as dinner plates. "No. Freaking. Way. Are those—did someone—Zoe!"

Zoe winced. "Keep your voice down."

Chloe ignored her completely, rushing over to examine the flowers. "White tulips! Do you know what white tulips mean?"

"No, and I don't want to—"

"They mean new beginnings! And hope! Oh my God, you have a secret admirer!" Chloe grabbed Zoe's arm, bouncing on her heels. "This is the most romantic thing I've ever seen!"

Zoe pulled her arm free. "It's not romantic. It's confusing. Probably a delivery mistake."

"A mistake? Three perfect white tulips, placed exactly on your keyboard, with no note, no wrapping, no nothing—that's not a mistake, that's a statement!"

Zoe opened her mouth to argue, but nothing came out. Because Chloe, annoying as she was, had a point.

She looked at the tulips again. New beginnings. Hope.

The words settled somewhere deep in her chest, warm and uncomfortable.

"Just... don't make a big deal out of this," she finally said, sitting down and pulling her keyboard toward her—careful not to knock the pot. "It's probably nothing."

Chloe grinned. "Sure. Nothing. That's why you're smiling."

Zoe touched her face. She wasn't smiling.

Was she?

Tuesday morning arrived with gray clouds and the threat of rain, but Zoe barely noticed. She stood in the elevator, tapping her foot impatiently, her mind already at her desk.

Would there be flowers again?

She hated that she was asking herself this question. Hated that she'd spent half of last night thinking about white tulips and what they meant. Hated that her heart actually sped up when the elevator doors opened on the fourth floor.

The office was quiet. A few early birds tapped at their keyboards, half-asleep. Zoe walked to her desk slowly, almost reluctantly, like approaching a trap.

Empty.

Her desk was completely, totally, disappointingly empty.

Zoe sat down, unsure whether to feel relieved or let down. Of course there were no flowers. It had been a mistake, just like she'd said. Some guy sent flowers to the wrong woman, realized his error, and fixed it. End of story.

She pulled out her laptop and tried to focus on the design project waiting for her. But her eyes kept drifting to the spot where the tulips had been, like she expected them to magically reappear.

"You're staring at nothing."

Zoe jumped. Chloe stood behind her, holding two coffee cups.

"Didn't mean to scare you." Chloe set one cup in front of Zoe—black, one sugar, because she always remembered. "No flowers today?"

"No," Zoe said, maybe too quickly. "And that's fine. Normal. It was probably a delivery mistake anyway."

Chloe pulled up a chair and sat backward on it, resting her chin on the backrest. "A delivery mistake that happened exactly on your desk, with perfectly chosen flowers, and no note asking for them back? Sure."

"It happens."

"It doesn't." Chloe took a long sip of her coffee. "But okay. Let's say it was a mistake. Then explain this."

She reached into her bag and pulled out a small card, sliding it across the desk.

Zoe picked it up. Handwritten, neat letters: For the woman who walks past my shop every morning. — L.

Her stomach flipped.

"Where did you get this?"

"Taped to the door when I came in. No envelope, just... there. Waiting." Chloe's eyes sparkled. "So. Still a mistake?"

Zoe read the note again. Every morning. Her route to work did pass by a few shops—a bookstore, a café, and... The Green Stem. That flower shop she'd noticed on the label.

"That florist," she murmured. "The one from the label."

"The Green Stem!" Chloe clapped her hands. "Yes! So we go there after work, ask around, find out who L is—"

"No." Zoe folded the note and tucked it into her drawer. "We do nothing."

Chloe's jaw dropped. "Nothing? Zoe, a mysterious man is sending you flowers and leaving you notes. This is literally every rom-com ever. You can't just do nothing!"

"I can and I will." Zoe turned to her computer, determined. "I don't have time for games. If he wants to meet me, he can use his words like an adult."

Chloe opened her mouth to argue, but at that moment, the office door opened and Mr. Harrison walked in. He nodded at them both, heading toward his corner office with his usual brisk stride.

Something caught Zoe's eye. A small pamphlet sticking out of his briefcase.

A florist's pamphlet.

The Green Stem.

Zoe's heart stopped. Then started again, faster.

Chloe followed her gaze and whispered, "Wait. You don't think..."

"No." Zoe shook her head firmly. "Absolutely not. He's our boss. And he's like, fifty."

"So? Age is just a number, and bosses are people too." Chloe wiggled her eyebrows. "Besides, he's not bad-looking for his age."

Zoe buried her face in her hands. "This is not happening."

But later that morning, when she walked past Mr. Harrison's office to refill her water, she noticed something else. A single white tulip in a small vase on his desk.

Exactly like the ones she'd received.

She walked back to her seat in a daze, her mind racing through impossible scenarios. No. It couldn't be. That would be insane.

But the note said L. Mr. Harrison's first name was Leonard.

L.

Zoe sat down heavily, staring at her computer screen without seeing it. Somewhere in the back of her mind, a tiny voice whispered: What if it's not a mistake after all?

Across town, Liam arranged a new bouquet behind his counter—pink carnations this time, ready for delivery. He added a small card with a simple message: "I see you every day. Do you see me?"

He hoped she would. Eventually.

Wednesday morning dawned cold and rainy, but Zoe barely noticed the weather. She was too busy staring at her bedroom ceiling, replaying yesterday's discoveries in her mind.

The note. The florist pamphlet. The tulip on Mr. Harrison's desk.

L.

Leonard Harrison.

"No," she said aloud to her empty apartment. "Absolutely not. That's insane."

But insane or not, she couldn't shake the image. Her boss—stern, middle-aged, always-in-a-hurry Mr. Harrison—sneaking flowers onto her desk? Leaving romantic notes? It didn't fit. It made no sense.

And yet.

She dragged herself out of bed, through the shower, onto the subway. By the time she reached the office, she'd convinced herself she was being ridiculous. A coincidence. That's all it was.

Then she saw her desk.

Pink carnations. At least a dozen of them, arranged in a beautiful glass vase. And tucked beneath it, another small card.

Zoe's hands trembled slightly as she picked it up.

"Pink carnations. Do you know what they mean? — L."

She was still staring at it when Chloe burst through the door, soaking wet from the rain, holding a dripping umbrella.

"Ugh, this weather is—" Chloe stopped mid-sentence, her eyes locking onto the flowers. "No way. NO WAY. Pink carnations!"

Zoe held up the card. "He asked if I know what they mean."

Chloe dropped her umbrella and rushed over, grabbing the card. Her face lit up like Christmas morning. "Oh, this guy is good. He's really good. Pink carnations mean 'I'll never forget you.' It's a promise, Zoe. He's making you a promise."

Zoe sank into her chair, her legs suddenly weak. "This is too much. This is—"

"Weird? Romantic? Amazing?" Chloe pulled up a chair, leaning in close. "Okay, I've been doing research. Lots of research. And I have a theory."

"A theory?"

"About our mystery man." Chloe pulled out her phone, scrolling through notes. "First, white tulips. New beginnings, hope. He's telling you he wants to start something. Then pink carnations—I'll never forget you. He's seen you, Zoe. Multiple times. He's remembered you."

Zoe thought about the note from yesterday. For the woman who walks past my shop every morning. Every morning. That meant he saw her regularly. Knew her routine.

"Today's delivery isn't here yet," she said slowly, "but yesterday's note mentioned my morning walk. So he must be somewhere along my route."

"Yes!" Chloe practically vibrated with excitement. "And we already know about The Green Stem from the label. That flower shop is on your route, right? Between the bookstore and the café?"

Zoe nodded reluctantly.

"So our guy either works there, owns there, or shops there regularly." Chloe grinned triumphantly. "Elementary, my dear Watson."

"Or," Zoe said, her voice dropping, "it could be someone completely different."

She glanced toward Mr. Harrison's office. The door was closed, but she could see him through the glass, on the phone, gesturing animatedly.

Chloe followed her gaze. "Wait. You're not still—Zoe, no. That's your boss."

"I know."

"He's like fifty."

"I know."

"He's married. Divorced? I don't know, but still—fifty!"

Zoe rubbed her temples. "I know, okay? It's stupid. But yesterday he had a florist pamphlet from The Green Stem. And a white tulip on his desk. Exactly like the ones I got."

Chloe's mouth opened, then closed. Then opened again. "Okay. That's... actually a little weird."

"Right?"

"But—" Chloe held up a finger. "The note
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