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To the ones who loved quietly,
hurt deeply,
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And to those who were left wondering.
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Some stories are not written for the world to read; they are written for hearts that once loved, lost, and still beat in silence. This is one such story.

I never imagined that a simple chapter of my life could one day become a tale worth telling. But sometimes, pain, struggle, and love leave footprints so deep in your soul that they refuse to fade with time. This is not just a story of love between a boy and a girl; this is a story of dreams that were shattered, promises that were broken, and hearts that tried to heal but couldn’t forget.

Through Aju's laughter and tears, through Sarah's strength and doubts, I found pieces of my own life reflected in every page. This book is for anyone who has loved fearlessly, lost painfully, and yet dared to dream of love again.

To those who believe that first love fades, this story might tell you otherwise.

To those who have struggled in silence, this story might feel like your own voice.

And to the one who once walked beside me this is for you, wherever you are.
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The Breath Before the Storm
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“Some stories don’t begin with magic. They begin with silence... and a voice that breaks it.”

The fan above whirred at a pace slower than his thoughts. Aju lay on the narrow bed in a room that didn’t feel like home. Dubai’s dry silence outside clashed with the chaos inside his heart.

He stared at the cracks on the ceiling.

Every line.

Every dent.

Every patch of paint peeling off...

They reminded him of the fragments of his past.

"I wonder," he whispered to himself, "if she remembers even one of our 1,000 selfies."

The city outside sparkled with skyscrapers and ambition. The sky outside my window looked exactly like the way I felt inside quiet, heavy, and grey. But felt like a shadow in all that brightness. 

A once-lively boy, now a ghost of who he used to be. The silence of his room wasn’t peaceful... it was punishing. It wasn’t always like this. “I used to be the kind of guy who laughed with whole chest, who believed that love... Real Love could conquer anything. But somewhere between holding her hand and letting it go, I lost myself”.

He reached out for his old diary... tattered, pages curled and opened it to a blank page. A deep breath. A shaky pen. He began writing:

“If this is my final night, I want someone to know I loved her. Not just in flowers and dates... but in quiet sacrifices she’ll never see.”

It’s been years, but every morning feels like I’m still waiting for her to reply.

Not because she owes me anything. But because somewhere deep down, I still want to believe we weren’t a mistake.

College gates. Laughter. Campus noise. And her.

She wasn’t the first girl I talked to.. I’ve been friendly with many, cheerful by default. But with Sarah, something clicked. No butterflies. Just comfort.

But now I scroll through my gallery sometimes. The photos don’t hurt anymore. But the silence in them does.

There’s this one picture - blurry, taken in a moving auto where she’s laughing, hair all over her face, looking at me like I’m her whole world.

One evening, Sarah sat beside me on a bench near the college.

Her voice was soft. “I didn’t like what Nafi did. He said things... that crossed the line.” She added, “And you... you never forced me. You just... stayed.”

It was the first time her eyes lingered longer than usual.

A month passed. Then two.

Then five and then...she said “Yes”.

That’s the thing about memories. They don’t come back as stories. They come back as smells, songs, places... and sometimes, as hallucinations when you're half-asleep and hoping for a second chance.

I told myself I moved on. Changed cities, changed jobs, changed the way I smile in photographs.
But the truth?
I never left that moment where she looked at me for the last time and said,

"You were the best. I just wasn't meant to keep you."

She didn’t cry when she left. And I didn’t beg her to stay. 

There was a time when I used to wake up to her voice, not my alarm.

When “good morning” meant something more than a WhatsApp status.

When love was real, soft, messy... and ours.

She wasn't perfect. God knows neither was I.

But somehow, when she looked at me, I felt enough.

We were just two people from different corners of the world, finding a rhythm that made sense only to us.

And maybe that was our mistake, believing we could dance through a storm barefoot, without getting hurt.

Now, here I am.

Staring at the same city that once felt magical.
Walking past cafes we never visited but talked about visiting.
Writing a story that no one knows I lived.
If anyone ever reads this, just know

This isn’t a love story. This is what happens after the love story ends.

This is the silence that follows when two people stop saying “I love you” but never stop feeling it.

And this... this is my breath before the storm.
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The Beginning of Us
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I still remember the first time I noticed her. It wasn’t because she was trying to be noticed, but because she stood out without even trying. The classroom was buzzing, the sound of shuffling books, muffled voices, and the rustle of papers, but my eyes found her, as though she was the only person in the room.

Sarah.

She walked in, laughing with her group of friends, and everything else blurred. Her laughter, loud and carefree, seemed to fill the entire room, cutting through the usual noise. It was as if the sunlight itself followed her wherever she went. And then, I watched her in silence, captivated by how easily she commanded attention without demanding it.

She was loud, but not in the way most people were. She had this fire in her when she argued, and her kindness was not something you saw often, especially when she thought no one was looking. But I noticed. I always noticed.

In the beginning, she was just another classmate. A friendly face among many. I was always the one to make everyone laugh, to fill the awkward silences with something light-hearted. And Sarah, she was always polite, always smiling. But there was something about the way she lingered a little longer after a joke, or how her texts went from being formal to funny and personal. That’s when I first thought, maybe there’s something here.

But no, I told myself. I couldn’t possibly be falling for her. Not for real. She was just friendly. She had a ton of friends.. Male friends too and that was fine. Nafi was one of them, a guy from our class, who seemed to try harder than anyone else to charm her. And I didn’t compete. I never did.

But then, one day, Nafi said something cruel. Something that wasn’t a joke anymore. His words stung in a way that felt personal, mean. Something shifted, something I hadn’t expected. I walked away. I didn’t want to be a part of the drama; I didn’t want to fight for her. I just left.

That’s when I noticed how she noticed me.

The next few days, weeks. Sarah’s glances were more than just casual. She seemed concerned. Every time she passed by, I could feel her eyes following me, lingering a little longer than before. But she didn’t ask anything at first. She just watched.

And then, one evening, it all changed.

Nafi's behavior had started to make her uncomfortable. I didn’t know exactly how it had gotten to that point, but I could see it in her eyes. It wasn’t just irritating anymore. It was disrespectful.

One too many late-night texts. One too many phone calls that left her feeling unsafe.

She came to me with a quiet vulnerability that I had never seen before. “Nafi... he’s not what I thought he was,” she said, her voice trembling.

And then I knew. I knew that I’d been right all along. I should’ve warned her earlier. But instead of saying that, I just said, “I should’ve warned you.”

But she didn’t seem mad. She didn’t seem like she was blaming me. Instead, she just said, “No. You were the only one who saw me. Really saw me.”

In that moment, the world around me felt like it stopped. It was simple, it was quiet, but it was real. And then, in the silence that followed, I did something I’d never done before. I confessed. Not dramatically. Not like in the movies. Just honestly. I told her that I had feelings for her. That I’d always had them, but I never spoke up. I never pushed her because I respected her space.

And then she did something I never expected. She asked for time.

“I need time,” she said.

And I didn’t argue. I didn’t press. I didn’t chase.

I stayed. That was all I did. I didn’t demand her attention. I didn’t make things awkward. I just stayed. There, in the background, part of her life, but not forcing my way into it. I did things that made her life easier without asking for anything in return. I brought home-cooked food for her. I made playlists. I fixed her Wi-Fi issues when it broke. I stood in long lines at the canteen for her. And I never expected anything from it.

Over time, things between us changed. She noticed me in a way that was different from before, and I noticed her too.. not just as the girl I’d liked, but as someone I had quietly cared for in a way I couldn’t explain.

And then, one day, after six months of waiting, of staying steady without expectation, Sarah said, “I think I love you too.”

It wasn’t a grand gesture. It wasn’t a big moment in front of all our friends. It was just a simple whisper as we sat together on the college stairs something quiet, something real.

“I think I love you too.”

And that was it.

That was the beginning of everything.
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When Love Found a Place
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Some nights, the air in Dubai felt heavier. It wasn’t the heat or the humidity, but it was something else, something unspoken that sat heavy on my chest. I’d find myself on the rooftop, leaning against the railing, staring out at a city that never slept. Neon lights blinked like restless thoughts in the distance. Horns buzzed below like background noise to my silence. And everything, the people, the cars, the lights just kept moving. Fast. Bright. Indifferent.

A song played faintly from a cafe across the road.

"Kaise batayein kyun tujhko chahein..."

My fingers tightened around the railing not out of fear, but instinct. Like I was bracing for a storm I knew by heart.

She never said she loved me.

Not in words.

But I started noticing the little things, the way her eyes stayed on me a second longer when she thought I wasn’t looking. The way she’d always choose the seat next to mine, even when there was plenty of space on the other side. The way her messages never started with “Hi,” but with “Have you eaten?”

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t obvious.

But it was there quiet, careful, and real.

There was something magical in the silence between us like a language only our hearts understood. The air between us had shifted. It wasn’t uncertain anymore no more hesitation, no more pretending we didn’t feel what we felt. Now, it buzzed with something real. Something slowly blooming between silences and side glances.

It started small.

A stolen glance during tuition. The way her fingers fidgeted with the pen whenever I walked in. I used to sit at the back always the last bench. But once she started coming regularly, I began arriving early... just to sit where she could see me.

One day, it rained hard. Most of the others had umbrellas. Sarah didn’t. Neither did I.

Without a word, I stood beside her under the narrow ledge of a shuttered shop. The rain poured just inches away. Our arms brushed.

She didn’t move.

She looked up at me and smiled, “You always forget your umbrella too?”

I didn’t say anything. I just looked at her.

That moment soaked in silence, in rain, in everything we didn’t say That’s when it began. Not with a confession.
Not with grand promises. But with a soft, wordless understanding that we were slowly becoming something to each other.
At college, she started keeping a seat for me
“Coincidence,” she’d say if anyone asked.
But I knew.
One afternoon, during lunch, she slid a small steel tiffin across the table without even looking at me.

“Eat,” she said.

“What’s this?”

“I made it. Just eat.”

It wasn’t just food. It was her care folded into every bite, packed into that box like it carried more than lunch.

I didn’t say anything. I just opened it and smiled.

After that, I started waiting for her messages. Her ‘hmm’ replies. Her ‘okk’ with two k’s.

One evening, I saw her crying near the cycle stand. She didn’t notice me at first. But I didn’t ask anything. I just sat beside her on the step. Quiet. Still. Like her pain didn’t need questions just someone who stayed.

She looked at me and whispered, “Thank you for not asking.”

That’s when I realized with her, words were too loud.
Our love didn’t need them. It was in the in-between.
In moments. In gestures. In every heartbeat we never spoke of.
In a world that kept demanding declarations, we were writing a story in silence.

And everyone around us kept guessing, Are they together? Are they not?

Even I didn’t know what to call it. All I knew was my day didn’t feel complete without seeing her. And when she was around, somehow, the world made a little more sense.

One evening, we were sitting on a terrace, watching the sun disappear behind the buildings. She was talking something random, about a teacher who annoyed her, a dress she wanted to buy.

Then, mid-sentence, she looked at me and said,
“You listen too much.”
I smiled. “You talk too well.”

There it was again that silent thread pulling us closer, weaving something neither of us dared to name.

We weren’t officially in love. No confessions. No labels.
But...
Every time I walked
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