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CHAPTER 1: THE UNEXPECTED MEETING
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The airport was louder than usual.

Or maybe it just felt that way.

Misha adjusted the strap of her handbag, her fingers tightening around it as she stood near Gate 6, pretending to scroll through her phone. The screen had gone idle minutes ago, but she didn’t notice.

Her mind was elsewhere.

It had been a long day meetings, delayed cabs, an argument with her manager that still lingered like a dull ache. All she wanted now was to board her flight, sit by the window, and disappear into silence.

But life rarely followed plans.

Especially when the past was involved.

She felt it before she saw him.

That strange, unsettling awareness. Like a memory brushing past your shoulder.

Misha looked up.

And the world paused.

Kabir.

Eight years.

Eight years, and somehow... she recognized him instantly.

He was standing a few feet away, near the coffee counter. Taller, maybe. Broader shoulders. The boy she once knew had turned into a man the world would call successful.

But his eyes

They hadn’t changed.

And that was the problem.

Her breath hitched.

No.

This wasn’t happening.

Not here. Not now.

Not after everything.

She quickly looked down again, her heart racing in a way she hadn’t felt in years. Her fingers trembled slightly as she locked her phone and unlocked it again for no reason.

Maybe she was mistaken.

Maybe it just looked like him.

People change. Faces blur. Memories exaggerate.

She shouldn’t assume.

But something inside her already knew.

And then “Misha?” Her name.

The same way he used to say it.

Soft. Careful. Like it meant something.

She froze.

There it was. No escape now.

Slowly, she turned.

Kabir stood in front of her.

Closer than before.

Real.

Not a memory.

Not a dream.

“Hi,” he said.

Just one word.

But it carried years inside it.

Misha stared at him for a moment, her mind struggling to catch up with reality.

“Hi,” she replied.

Her voice felt unfamiliar to her own ears.

There was a pause.

An awkward, heavy pause.

The kind that didn’t exist between strangers but felt even worse between people who once knew everything about each other.

“How have you been?” Kabir asked.

Of course.

That question.

The simplest question in the world.

And yet, the most impossible one to answer.

Misha let out a small breath.

“I’ve been... good.”

A lie.

A practiced one.

The kind people learn to say when the truth is too complicated.

Kabir nodded, as if he understood.

“Yeah... same.”

Another lie.

They both knew it.

But neither said anything.

Around them, people moved, laughed, and announced departures, dragged suitcases across the polished floor.

Life was happening.

But in that moment, it felt like everything had slowed down just for them like the universe had decided to press pause and watch what they would do next.

Misha shifted her weight slightly.

“You’re... here for work?” she asked.

Safe question.

Neutral.

Kabir gave a small nod. “Yeah. Delhi meeting. You?”

“Heading to Mumbai.”

“Oh.”

Another pause.

This one longer.

More uncomfortable.

More real.

Misha noticed the coffee in his hand.

Still untouched.

He used to hate coffee.

Said it was too bitter.

She almost smiled at the memory but stopped herself.

Things weren’t like before.

Nothing was.

“You look... different,” Kabir said suddenly.

She raised an eyebrow slightly. “Good different or bad different?”

A faint smile appeared on his face.

“Good.”

Her heart betrayed her with a tiny, almost-forgotten warmth.

Dangerous.

Very dangerous.

“And you look the same,” she replied.

That wasn’t entirely true.

He looked older.

More tired, maybe.

Like life had carved something into him.

But some part of him the part she fell in love with was still there.

And that made it harder.

Kabir let out a soft chuckle. “I don’t know if that’s a compliment.”

“It’s not.”

They both smiled.

For a second just a second it felt easy.

Familiar.

Like slipping into an old conversation they had paused yesterday instead of eight years ago.

And then reality returned.

Sharp.

Unforgiving.

Misha looked away.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

She had moved on.

Or at least... she had learned how to live without him.

There’s a difference.

“Are you... traveling alone?” Kabir asked carefully.

The question lingered between them.

Misha understood what he wasn’t asking directly.

She hesitated for a fraction of a second.

“Yeah.”

Kabir nodded.

Something unreadable passed through his expression.

Relief?

Disappointment?

Regret?

She couldn’t tell.

And she didn’t want to try.

Not again.

Not after what trying had cost her last time.

A boarding announcement echoed through the airport.

Mumbai flight.

Her flight.

Misha felt a strange mix of emotions relief, panic, something unfinished.

“This is me,” she said softly.

Kabir nodded.

“Yeah.”

Neither of them moved immediately.

There was something still hanging in the air.

Something unsaid.

Too big for small talk.

Too fragile for words.

“It was... nice seeing you,” Kabir said.

The most overused sentence in the world.

And yet it didn’t feel fake.

“Yeah,” Misha replied. “It was.”

Another lie.

Or maybe half-truth.

Because nice wasn’t the word.

It was overwhelming.

Unsettling.

Too real.

Too sudden.

But she didn’t correct herself.

Some truths are better left unspoken.

She adjusted her bag again.

“Take care, Kabir.”

His name felt different on her lips now.

Distant.

Careful.

Like something she wasn’t allowed to hold onto anymore.

“You too, Misha.”

She turned.

Took a step.

Then another.

Walking away felt heavier than it should have.

Like she was leaving something behind again.

But this time, she didn’t look back.

She couldn’t.

Because she knew if she did everything she had built over the past eight years might come crashing down in a single moment.

And she couldn’t afford that.

Not again.

Not for him.

Not for a love that had already chosen to end once.

As she walked toward the gate, her heart refused to stay quiet.

Memories she had buried carefully started rising.

Uninvited.

Uncontrolled.

And somewhere behind her

Kabir still stood.

Watching her go.

Just like he had... eight years ago.
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CHAPTER 2: SMALL TALK, BIG EMOTIONS
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Misha found her seat by the window.

21A.

She placed her bag under the seat, fastened her seatbelt, and leaned back, exhaling slowly as if she had been holding her breath for the past ten minutes.

Maybe she had.

Outside, the runway lights blurred slightly as her eyes lost focus.

But she wasn’t looking at the airport anymore.

She was still there.

Still standing near Gate 6.

Still looking at him.

Still hearing her name in his voice.

“Misha?”

Why did it sound the same?

Why did it feel the same?

Eight years were supposed to change things.

People change.

Feelings fade.

Memories soften.

That’s what everyone says.

So why did it feel like nothing had changed at all?

Her fingers tightened around the edge of her seat.

No.

That wasn’t true.

Everything had changed.

She had changed.

She had learned how to live without waiting for a message.

Without checking her phone every five minutes.

Without replaying old conversations in her head.

She had learned how to move on.

Hadn’t she?

The air hostess’s voice interrupted her thoughts, giving safety instructions.

Misha nodded absentmindedly, not really listening.

Her mind was louder.

Much louder.

Meanwhile Kabir hadn’t moved.

Not immediately.

He stood there, his coffee now completely cold, his eyes still fixed in the direction Misha had walked away.

He should leave.

He knew that.

His flight wasn’t even from this gate.

But his feet refused to cooperate.

Eight years.

And that’s how it ends?

A “hi.”

A “take care.”

That’s it?

He let out a quiet breath, running a hand through his hair.

He had imagined this moment before.

More times than he would ever admit.

In some versions, she was angry.

In some, she ignored him completely.

In some she smiled and said she had missed him.

But this this calm, controlled distance it felt worse than all of them.

Because it meant she had learned how to exist without him.

And that realization hit harder than he expected.

On the flight

Misha closed her eyes.

Bad idea.

Because memories don’t need permission.

They come anyway.

“Tu coffee kyun nahi peeta?” she had asked once, laughing as she held out a cup to him.

“Because it tastes like regret,” Kabir had replied, making a face.

She had rolled her eyes. “Drama king.”

“And you’re not?” he had teased.

She smiled slightly at the memory then opened her eyes immediately.

No.

She wasn’t doing this.

Not again.

Not after everything it had taken to heal.

But healing isn’t a straight line.

And seeing him again it felt like someone had quietly reopened a door she had worked so hard to close.

Back at the airport Kabir finally forced himself to move.

He walked toward the exit, each step heavy, his thoughts louder than the announcements around him.

He shouldn’t have spoken to her.

Maybe that would have been easier.

Maybe pretending she didn’t exist would have hurt less.

But when he saw her standing there, exactly like she used to how was he supposed to just walk away?

He had already done that once.

And it had cost him more than he ever admitted.

Hours later Mumbai.

Misha stepped out of the airport, the humid air hitting her face instantly.

Normal.

Familiar.

Safe.

She booked a cab, got in, and leaned her head against the window.

The city lights passed by in a blur.

Her phone buzzed.

A message.

For a second her heart reacted before her mind could stop it.

Kabir?

No.

It was Rhea.

“Landed?”

Misha typed quickly.

“Yeah. On the way home.”

She hesitated.

Then added “Met Kabir today.”

Three dots appeared almost instantly.

Then disappeared.

Then appeared again.

Classic Rhea.

Finally

“WHAT???”

Misha almost smiled.

“Yeah.”

“HOW?? WHERE?? WHAT HAPPENED??”

“Airport. Delhi.”

“And???”

Misha stared at the screen for a moment.

How do you explain something that you don’t fully understand yourself?

“It was... normal.”

She sent it.

Even though she knew that wasn’t the truth.

Rhea replied immediately.

“Normal doesn’t exist with exes like THAT.”

Misha sighed, locking her phone.

Exactly.

That’s what made it worse.

Kabir reached his hotel room late.

He dropped his keys on the table, loosened his tie, and sat down on the edge of the bed.

The silence in the room felt heavier than usual.

Or maybe he was just more aware of it now.

He pulled out his phone.

Opened
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