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​Chapter 1 – The Negotiator Who Never Raised Her Voice
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THE OFFICE OF BHATIA & Khurana Legal Associates stood like a polished monument in the heart of Delhi’s concrete jungle. Tall, glass-paneled, shining in the harsh morning light — it was a place where corporate giants fought quiet wars, not with fists, but with words, clauses, and silence.

Inside, at the far end of the 8th floor, sat Aarohi Rajvansh, sipping her chamomile tea, eyes calm and unreadable. She was dressed in a charcoal-grey saree with silver borders — sharp, simple, and elegant, much like her thoughts.

She wasn’t known for raising her voice. She was known for making others lower theirs.

At twenty-seven, Aarohi had already built a reputation. She didn’t argue. She listened. She read between lines others didn’t even know existed. While most negotiators weaponized aggression, Aarohi’s power lay in calm clarity — the kind that made even billionaires rethink their next word.

Across from her sat Mr. Vikrant Sharma, head of a pharmaceutical empire, with two lawyers flanking him like bodyguards. His voice was booming, layered with entitlement.

“You’re asking for 20% post-merger control. That’s absurd,” he barked.

Aarohi didn’t blink.

She gently pushed a sheet of paper forward. “Clause 9.4(a) was drafted by your legal team, Mr. Sharma. And that clause implies consent to minority veto. We’re simply respecting what your language already states.”

There was a long pause. Mr. Sharma’s lawyers scanned the page. Their expressions shifted — from arrogance to surprise, and then something close to respect.

Vikrant leaned back slowly, narrowed his eyes, and said, “You’re good.”

Aarohi gave a small, courteous smile. “I’m fair.”

The negotiation ended twenty minutes later, in near silence. Her side had won, but no one left the room feeling defeated. That was Aarohi’s art — winning without destruction.
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3:52 PM

The corridor leading to Aarohi’s office was a quiet place, decorated with soft-toned paintings and real green plants — her only personal touch in a building filled with steel and black leather.

As she returned from the conference room, her assistant Rhea walked beside her.

“Three new files to go through before Friday, and a dinner invitation from the Delhi Business League. I’ve blocked your calendar,” Rhea said briskly.

Aarohi gave a slow nod. “Thank you. That’s all.”

Inside her office, she closed the door and exhaled. The calmness on her face stayed, but a flicker of weariness passed through her eyes. She walked to the shelf, replaced her tea cup, and returned to her desk — spotless, organized, every pen placed with precision.

She didn’t notice the envelope at first.

It was tucked neatly beneath her legal notepad.

Cream-colored. No name. No seal.

Just like last week.

And the week before.

She stared at it for a long moment. Then sat down, slid the envelope out carefully, and opened it.
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THE LETTER

> “He has two accounts in Dubai and one in Mauritius.

He plans to push the deal forward despite internal legal red flags.

His wife doesn’t know about the offshore account.

Use this in Clause 11.

He will give in if you simply ask, ‘Does your wife handle offshore documentation too?’

Same elegant handwriting. Same sharp details. No contact info. No explanation.

Aarohi read it twice. Then folded it back with clinical care, slid it into her desk drawer, and locked it.

She had never spoken about the letters to anyone.

Not to Rhea.

Not to her boss.

Not even to herself, really.

They had started six months ago — arriving every Friday. Each one contained accurate, secretive information about the other party in an upcoming negotiation.

The first letter had unsettled her. The second had intrigued her. The third had helped her win the impossible.

Now, it was a rhythm. A routine.

A silence agreement between her and someone unknown — someone watching, guiding, whispering secrets.

She didn’t know who “S” was.

She didn’t know how they knew so much.

But a small, quiet voice in her chest asked the question she refused to face:

Why are they helping me?
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LATER THAT NIGHT

At home, Aarohi’s apartment in South Delhi overlooked the busy road, but inside, it was serene. Ivory curtains. Mahogany shelves lined with books and case files. A single lamp glowed beside her armchair as rain tapped lightly against the window.

She sat with her notebook open, writing thoughts — part legal, part personal.

Her handwriting was small, neat, unhurried. Words flowed in silence.

Suddenly, she stopped mid-sentence.

She got up, walked to her closet, opened a box behind a stack of sarees — and placed today’s letter carefully among the others.

They were stacked in order.

Twenty-three letters.

Each one a puzzle.

Each one more dangerous than the last.

She stood there for a moment, breathing in the silence.

Then whispered to herself, almost like a confession:

> “You know so much about them.

But how much do you know about me?”
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SHE SHUT THE BOX, LOCKED it again, and returned to her desk.

Her phone buzzed.

Message from Rhea:

“Client meeting confirmed. Saturday, 9 AM. Hope you’re okay working weekends.”

Aarohi replied:

“Weekends are just weekdays without pressure.”

But pressure... was coming.

And she had no idea —

that the most dangerous letter was still 19 weeks away.

The one not about others.

The one about herself.
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​Chapter 2 – Patterns in the Smoke
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SATURDAY MORNINGS IN Delhi didn’t breathe quietly. They yawned into chaos — honking cars, chai stalls steaming by 6 AM, and the heavy hum of a city that never really slept. But in Conference Room E of Bhatia & Khurana Legal Associates, silence hung thick like velvet.

Aarohi Rajvansh sat alone at the long mahogany table, reviewing documents. She wasn’t early. She was precise. Nine meant eight fifty-five. She had arranged her notes, three different colored pens, and the contract template. Her mind moved like a clock — not ticking, but turning in clean, silent rotations.

The door opened. In walked Mr. Aditya Sarin, CEO of a rising AI firm, flanked by a middle-aged woman in sharp glasses — his legal counsel. Aarohi had done her homework. He was ambitious, charming, and allegedly ruthless when it came to cutting off investors after funding rounds. A wolf with a silver tie.

But today, Aarohi wasn’t thinking about him.

She was thinking about the letter.

The latest one had been shorter than usual — just three sentences, scribbled in blue ink.

> “He sold a patent last year under a fake licensing agreement. It’s still unregistered. Ask: ‘Who gets royalties when no one's watching?’ That’ll corner him.”

– S

She had read it five times that morning.

The paper smelled faintly of ink and lavender — a soft scent for sharp secrets.
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9:03 AM

The meeting began.

Aditya leaned forward, flashing his polished smile. “Ms. Rajvansh, always a pleasure. Let’s talk mergers before the world changes again.”

Aarohi didn’t smile. “Let’s talk patents before you change the world.”

He paused, only slightly. His lawyer shifted in her seat.

Aarohi continued, flipping a page slowly. “Clause 14C of the contract assumes royalty distribution will be automatic. But it doesn’t mention your patent from June 2023 — the one registered under N.E.L.A., a non-existent licensee firm.”

Aditya’s fingers twitched. Just a fraction.

Aarohi looked up and said, softly:

“Who gets royalties when no one's watching?”

Silence.

His lawyer blinked. “That’s... not relevant to this agreement.”

“Not yet,” Aarohi replied, calmly. “But it will be if investors ask about unregistered income sources.”

There it was again — that shift in the air. That invisible surrender.

Aditya smiled, but this time without his teeth. “Let’s revise Clause 14C.”

—-
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10:15 AM

The meeting ended with handshakes. Aarohi’s team had secured more transparency clauses than expected.

Rhea walked in just after the others left, carrying her iPad.

“You do this so effortlessly,” she said, setting down the device. “Aditya Sarin looked like he saw a ghost.”

Aarohi closed her file. “Ghosts don’t show up in contracts.”

“But if they did, they’d probably negotiate better,” Rhea said with a grin, and walked out.

Aarohi didn’t respond. She was staring at the reflection of herself in the glass panel.

Who was writing these letters?

Who had access to so much?

Why her?

She took out her phone and searched something she never had before:

"Untraceable handwriting. Anonymous intelligence leaks. Legal surveillance India."

The results were vague. Too much data. Too little truth.

Her instinct wasn’t fear. It was a curiosity.

Because more than danger, she feared being unread.

And right now, someone was reading her — chapter by chapter.

—-
[image: ]


LATER THAT DAY – AAROHI’S Apartment

The rain had returned. Gentle. Persistent. The kind that whispered things into glass windows and moved like lullabies across the city.

Aarohi sat by the window, hair tied in a messy bun, wearing her old kurti and writing in her personal journal. The entries weren’t diaries. They were thoughts. Half-poems. Questions. Laws of the soul.

> “People speak loudest when they're about to lie.”

“Silence is where truths are buried. And sometimes, delivered.”

“Who is S? And what if I already know them?”

Her fingers hesitated.

She flipped back to the first letter — dated exactly six months ago.

> “Your client has a second negotiation running in parallel. Ask about the other buyer. He will fold.”

She had thought it was a prank then.

Now, it felt like a breadcrumb trail.

She turned the envelope over.

Then she noticed something new. Something she had missed before.

A faint watermark.

She held it against the lamp. The shape appeared slowly — a small, abstract pattern. Circular. Almost like... a fingerprint made of dots.

Aarohi frowned.

None of the previous letters had watermarks.

Or did they?

She rushed to her closet, pulled out the box. Letter after letter. Some faintly creased. Others nearly crisp
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