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PREFACE
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Some stories do not end. They echo.

There is a kind of love that doesn’t ask for your consent — it simply arrives. Uninvited. Unapologetic. It walks in while you're brushing your teeth, pays no rent, and refuses to leave even when the house is on fire.

This book is not about perfect people. It is about people who feel too much, say too little, and live in that tragic space between what is and what could have been. You will meet them on railway platforms, in half-lit bedrooms, at courtrooms where silence speaks louder than testimony.

They are not heroes. They are us.

In the folds of these stories lie truths that do not scream. They hum in the background like old radio songs — and if you listen closely, you may just remember a version of yourself you’ve been trying to forget.

These are not stories about love. These are stories after love — and the beautiful, terrible ways we survive it.
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To every person who has ever walked away and looked back.
To the ones who forgave, not because they were weak, but because they understood — pain can only be healed by grace, never by ego.
To the friend who didn’t say “I told you so,” but stayed on the line when the crying got ugly.
To the songs that knew our heartbreak better than our diaries.
To the memories that aged like old wounds — forgotten by the mind, remembered by the soul.
To the reader — yes, you — who may find a mirror in these pages or a wound wrapped in someone else’s laughter. Thank you for feeling deeply. The world tries to cure us of that.

Lastly, to time — the cruel poet, the reluctant healer — who taught me that endings are just stories looking for a new title.
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“If love were logical, it would have died long ago.”

But here we are — still bleeding metaphors, still romanticizing scars, still writing letters we’ll never send. What does that say about us? That we’re fools? Maybe. But fools who feel. And perhaps, that is enough.

This book is stitched together with unsaid goodbyes, unclaimed apologies, and the scent of someone who left their sweater but took the sun with them. Each story is a sigh turned into sentence. A pause turned into prose.

You will not find answers here. Only echoes.

Some characters are figments. Others are fingerprints. A few are stolen from overheard train conversations and others were born in the silence after a fight. They are people who laughed while breaking, who chose again after being betrayed by choice.

In writing these stories, I did not intend to explain love. I do not have that arrogance. I only tried to write what happens when it stays too long, or leaves too soon. When it wears your name, or forgets it. When it becomes a ghost — not of someone else, but of the person you used to be.

“And Still, We Loved Again” is not a promise. It is a confession.

Welcome to the wreckage. Sometimes, it blooms.

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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1. She Didn’t Break My Heart — She Just Showed Me Where It Was
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It wasn’t heartbreak.
Not in the way movies show it — with screaming, glass shattering, and rain falling like it was cast in the role of a sympathetic friend.
No.
It was subtler than that. Quieter. Like a room you didn’t know had a light until someone walked in and switched it off.
I met her on a Thursday, which felt wrong for love. Love belongs to Fridays or Sundays, days with a little poetry in them. But she walked in — book in hand, the scent of wet earth on her scarf, and a gaze that saw right through performance. And suddenly, Thursday became sacred.

She never said she loved me.
But she listened like love would — with both ears and her silences.
We talked about everything but ourselves. Old films. Rumi. Whether time travel could fix guilt. She didn’t believe in love at first sight. I didn’t believe in love at all.
We were both wrong.
And both afraid to admit it.
She was the kind of woman who would cry while laughing, apologize to insects, and quote Faiz when the world grew cruel. I was the kind of man who hid behind logic, smiled during funerals, and thought vulnerability was a weakness taught in art school.

We never kissed. Not in this world. But I remember a hundred conversations where her words rested on my shoulder like lips that were too shy.

And then, one day — she was gone.

Not dramatically. No slamming doors. No final messages. Just... absence.
Like the city ran out of her. Like the wind had other places to be.
I told myself it didn’t matter. That I was untouched. Whole.

But then —
I heard a song and remembered how she hummed the chorus.
I saw a falling leaf and remembered how she said autumn was her favorite death.
I lit a cigarette and remembered how she laughed at how cliché I looked doing it.
And slowly, the truth walked in with muddy feet and no warning:
She didn’t break my heart. She just showed me where it was.
It had always been there — under years of bravado, behind childhood apologies I never received, beneath the armor I mistook for personality.

She didn’t take anything.
She returned something.
My ache. My truth. My ability to feel and not flinch.



Now, whenever someone asks me if I’ve ever been in love,
I smile and say,
“Only once. But it was enough to last me a few lifetimes I haven’t lived yet.”
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2. Every Time I Lit a Cigarette, I Remembered Her Laugh
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I never smoked before her.

I wasn’t one of those moody men on sidewalks with cigarettes dangling from their lips, squinting into the distance as if the universe owed them closure.

But then she laughed.

And that laugh —
God, that laugh —
It did something. Not to the world. But to me.
She laughed with her whole face.
Not politely. Not with filters.
It was the kind of laugh that made strangers smile and walls feel less alone.
The first time I heard it, we were in a bookstore. I was holding a Camus novel I didn’t intend to buy. She was two shelves away, giggling at the absurdity of a self-help book promising “everlasting joy in 21 days.”

“You can’t schedule joy,” she said, half to herself.
I smiled. She noticed.
That’s how it started — with irony and existentialism and a soft war between sarcasm and sincerity.
She hated cigarettes. Called them “tiny sticks of unresolved emotion.”
She once said,
"People who smoke are just trying to exhale things they never had the words for."
I told her I didn’t smoke.

She nodded, looked me in the eyes, and said,
"Good. You already carry too much sadness — don’t add fire to it."
We weren’t lovers.
Not in the way that would comfort you.
We were something else.
Somewhere between confession and illusion.
A friendship that flirted with the idea of more — but never crossed the line.
Maybe because we knew that if we touched
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