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    To the women who have shaped my world with quiet strength and boundless grace—  my mother, whose morning coffee rituals taught me the rhythm of resilience;  my sister-in-laws, whose shared laughter over pastries mended the cracks in my spirit;  my friends, whose late-night café confessions fuelled the fire of these pages;  and every woman whose unspoken stories of triumph echo in the circles of affirmation and connection.  You are the true weavers of wishes, turning everyday moments into sanctuaries of power and healing.  This book is yours.
– Max Nabati 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "From the steam of a single cup to the circle of united voices, our wishes take shape in the rituals we repeat—proof that empowerment is woven, not wished, into being."
– Max Nabati
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In the tapestry of everyday life, women often weave threads of resilience through simple, recurring rituals that nurture the soul and mend the spirit. From the rhythmic repetition of brewing a perfect cup of coffee in a quiet morning routine, to the soothing cycles of meditation where affirmations echo like gentle waves, healing emerges not from grand gestures but from these intimate habits. Cafes become sanctuaries; spaces where conversations flow over shared tables, fostering connection and collective introspection amid the aroma of fresh pastries and steaming lattes. In “The Cube of Wishes,” I have drawn upon these real-world rhythms to craft a narrative that mirrors the empowering rituals women embrace in their daily lives. Through Desire Pendaar's journey, the story reflects how repetition in group gatherings builds unbreakable bonds, how meditation amplifies inner desires, and how cafes serve as crucibles for transformation. These elements are not mere backdrop but a deliberate echo of the ways women harness repetition for healing, turning ordinary moments into portals of profound change. This tale invites readers to recognise the magic in their own rituals, reminding us that true power often blooms from the familiar and the shared.

Max Nabati
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Chapter 1
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The air in Café Luxe was thick with the scent of freshly brewed coffee and the whispers of unspoken dreams. Desire Pendaar sat in a corner, her fingers tracing the rim of a delicate porcelain cup, the steam rising like ghosts from a forgotten past. The café, a sanctuary for the weary souls of the Capital City, was a stark contrast to the chaos outside; where the streets buzzed with the relentless energy of a city divided, North and South, dreams and despair.

She glanced at her reflection in the window, the muted light casting shadows on her face. At twenty-six, she was beautiful, but beauty had long ceased to be a comfort. It was a weapon, a shield against the world’s cruelty. Her honey-brown eyes, haunted yet fierce, betrayed the trauma she carried like a scarlet letter. The memory of that night when she was sixteen; when innocence was ripped from her; clung to her like a second skin.

“Ms. Pendaar?” A voice broke through her reverie. It was Mr. Content, his presence imposing yet oddly comforting. He slid into the seat across from her, his tailored suit an emblem of the wealth that thrived in the North while the South languished in poverty.

“Thank you for meeting me,” Desire said, forcing a smile that felt foreign on her lips.

“Of course. I’ve heard about your project,” he replied, his tone dripping with condescension masked as curiosity. “The Cube of Wishes, is it? Quite the audacious title.”

Desire straightened in her chair, her heart racing. This was not just a meeting; it was a reckoning. “It’s not just a title. It’s a concept; a way to harness collective belief.”

“Belief?” He chuckled softly, leaning back as if she were a child spinning tales. “You think belief can be quantified? Can be sold?”

She met his gaze, unflinching. “What if it can? What if we could create something that transforms dreams into reality? Something tangible?”

He raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite himself. “And how do you propose to do that?”

Desire reached into her bag and pulled out a small cube wrapped in chocolate foil, its surface gleaming under the café lights. “This,” she said, placing it gently on the table between them. “The Cube.”

He picked it up, turning it over in his hands, examining it as if it were a rare artifact. “It looks like any other chocolate,” he remarked.

“It’s not just chocolate,” she insisted, her voice low and urgent. “It’s a vessel for wishes; an embodiment of desire. When someone eats it while focusing on their deepest wish, it amplifies their intent.” Content’s expression shifted from scepticism to curiosity. “You believe this will work?”

“I don’t just believe; I know,” she replied, her heart pounding with conviction. “I’ve seen it happen.”

“Seen what happen?” he pressed, leaning closer.

“The first wish,” she whispered, recalling the moment that had changed everything. It had been just days ago when she had gathered a group of women in her small apartment; a circle of laughter and tears, shared stories and unfulfilled desires. They had each held a cube and whispered their wishes into the air, sending them spiralling into the universe like dandelion seeds carried by the wind.

When one woman wished for a child; a wish that echoed through the hearts of many; it happened. The very next day, news spread like wildfire: 1,203 girls were born across the Capital City on that single day, each with honey-coloured eyes and an uncanny ability to share thoughts and dreams.

“Are you saying these girls are a result of your cube?” Content asked incredulously.

“Yes,” Desire breathed, feeling the weight of her words settle between them like an uninvited guest. “They are proof that belief can manifest reality.”

He leaned back again, scepticism returning to his features. “And what happens when people start wishing for things they shouldn’t?”

“Wishes are complex,” she said, feeling defensive. “They reveal our deepest desires but also our darkest fears.”

He smirked, placing the cube back on the table as if it were contaminated. “And who decides what’s too dark? You? This is dangerous territory.”

Desire’s pulse quickened. She had expected resistance; she had prepared for it. But this man’s dismissive attitude felt like a slap across her face. “I’m not asking for permission,” she said defiantly. “I’m offering an opportunity; a chance to change lives.”

“And what do you get out of it?” he challenged, folding his arms over his chest.

“Redemption,” she replied quietly, the word tasting bitter on her tongue.

Content studied her for a long moment before he spoke again. “You’re playing with fire, Desire. And when it burns down around you, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

She swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his warning settle in her chest like lead. But there was something else; an ember of hope flickering beneath her fear. She had come too far to turn back now.

As their conversation drifted to business matters; funding and logistics; Desire’s mind raced with possibilities. The cube represented more than just wishes; it was a symbol of power in a city where power was hoarded by the few while the many suffered in silence.

After they concluded their meeting, Content left with promises of support but also veiled threats disguised as cautionary advice. Desire watched him disappear into the bustling streets of the Capital City, her heart heavy yet resolute.

With trembling hands, she reached for the cube again, feeling its cool surface against her palm. This was only the beginning; she could feel it in her bones.

Later that night, as shadows danced across her apartment walls and the city outside fell into a restless slumber, Desire sat alone at her kitchen table. The cube glimmered in front of her like a beacon calling her home.

She knew what she wanted; what she had always wanted; a chance to rewrite her story, to reclaim her life from the clutches of fear and shame that had haunted her since that fateful night.

With each breath, she focused on that desire until it consumed her entirely. She could almost hear the whispers of those women from days before; their hopes intermingling with hers in a tapestry of longing.

Finally, unable to resist any longer, Desire unwrapped the cube with trembling fingers and held it up to the light. The chocolate foil crinkled softly as she folded it into a perfect square; a ritualistic gesture that felt both sacred and profane. And then she took a deep breath and bit into it.

The taste was rich and bittersweet, flooding her senses with warmth and nostalgia; a reminder of childhood joys now lost in adulthood's chaos. As she chewed slowly, savouring every moment, something shifted within her.

In that instant, she felt an electric surge coursing through her veins; an awakening of sorts; as if the universe had conspired to align itself with her deepest wish.

The world around her faded away; all that remained was the taste of chocolate and the echo of possibility reverberating through her soul.

She closed her eyes and whispered into the silence: “I wish for power.”

And in that moment, everything changed.
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The following days felt like a whirlwind, a blur of excitement and anxiety as Desire watched her world transform. News of  spread like wildfire, igniting a fervour across the Capital City. Social media buzzed with posts, hashtags, and videos showcasing the miraculous effects of the cubes. Women gathered in circles, sharing their dreams and desires while passing around the shimmering wrappers that promised change.

Desire was both exhilarated and overwhelmed. Her small apartment became a hub of activity, filled with laughter, tears, and the intoxicating scent of chocolate. Each evening, she hosted gatherings where women shared their wishes; some mundane, others profoundly personal. They laughed together, cried together, and most importantly, they believed together.

As the cube gained popularity, word reached beyond the city limits. Women from neighbouring towns began to arrive, drawn by the promise of transformation. Desire found herself at the centre of a movement she had never anticipated.  was no longer just a project; it was a phenomenon.

One evening, as she sat surrounded by a group of eager women, she felt a surge of pride. They were all there for one reason: to reclaim their power in a world that often silenced them. Desire passed around the cubes, urging each woman to focus on her wish.

“Remember,” she said, her voice steady despite the fluttering in her chest, “your belief is what makes this work. Trust in your desire.”

As they took their first bites, Desire closed her eyes and joined them in silent meditation. She envisioned her own wish; a desire for influence, for the ability to change lives on a larger scale. She pictured herself standing before crowds, speaking truths that resonated deeply within the hearts of those who listened.

Suddenly, the air shifted. A warm energy enveloped the room, and she opened her eyes to see the women around her glowing with an otherworldly light. Gasps filled the space as they looked at one another, astonished by the palpable connection they shared.

“What is happening?” one woman whispered, her eyes wide with wonder.

“I don’t know,” Desire replied, breathless. “But it feels... powerful.”

As the night wore on, stories began to emerge; miraculous occurrences sparked by their wishes. One woman had received a job offer after years of searching; another had reconnected with a long-lost friend; yet another discovered she was pregnant after years of trying. Each tale was more astonishing than the last, reinforcing their belief in the cube’s magic.

But amid the joy and celebration, a nagging thought lingered in Desire’s mind. What if there were consequences? What if wishes made in desperation turned dark? The very idea sent shivers down her spine.

The next day, as she scrolled through social media, she stumbled upon a post that made her heart race. A news article titled “: Miracle or Manipulation?” caught her eye. It detailed stories from women who had experienced both positive and negative outcomes after using the cube. One woman claimed to have lost everything after wishing
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