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They sell us a very convenient lie about love. They tell us that if you care for someone deeply enough, your pure devotion will eventually heal their deepest wounds. They write movies and poems about patience being rewarded, about the quiet observer finally winning the heart of the broken girl after she realizes her mistakes.

I am not here to sell you that lie. I am a writer of truth, and the truth is brutally unfair.

This book is not a fairytale romance. It is an autopsy. It is the raw, bleeding record of what happens when you watch the person you worship slowly and willingly destroy themselves for someone else.

To me, she was a masterpiece. Every tiny detail about her was a piece of art I wanted to protect for the rest of my life. But the tragic joke of the universe was that her eyes were entirely fixed on a man who treated her like a cheap piece of plastic. He did not see a masterpiece. He saw a toy. He picked her up to play when he was bored and carelessly dropped her the second someone shinier walked into the room.

And I just stood there. I stood on the sidelines with my hands full of pure love, watching her beg for crumbs of affection from a man who was intentionally starving her. I thought my presence could be her sanctuary. I foolishly thought if I just waited long enough, if I picked up the sharp glass pieces every single time he shattered her, she would eventually turn around and see me.

But monsters do not just break things. They consume them entirely.

By the time he was finally done playing with her, he had hollowed her out completely. He took all her fire, all her passion, and all her capacity to love, and he simply walked away with it in his pocket.

If you are looking for a happy ending, close these pages right now. There is no grand romantic realization. There is no dramatic reunion in the rain where she falls into my arms. This is the story of a girl who loved her own ruin, and a boy who spent the best years of his youth trying to rescue someone who did not want to be rescued.

This is the story of the exact moment you look at the absolute love of your life and realize the most agonizing truth of all.

There is nothing left to save.
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Chapter 1: A Museum of Unnoticed Details
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The bell above the cafe door rang. It was not her. It was never her when it mattered. I sat in the corner booth of that crowded Delhi coffee shop, watching the rain slide down the glass window. The world outside was rushing by, but my world was entirely paused, stuck on a single name.

Tara.

People often say that love is blind. They are completely wrong. Love sees absolutely everything. It sees the way her shoulders drop when she is exhausted. It sees the subtle shift in her voice when she is trying not to cry. I saw all of it. I was a writer of truth, someone who spilled ink on paper to make sense of a world that rarely made sense to me. My notebooks were filled with poetry, ghazals, and unspoken words, almost all of them belonging to her. She was my masterpiece, but I was just a convenience to her.

I looked at the two cups of coffee on the table. Hers was getting cold. I had ordered it exactly the way she liked it. Black, no sugar, a hint of cinnamon. Aryan never remembered how she liked her coffee. Aryan barely remembered to call her on her birthday. Yet, he was the center of her universe, and I was just a spectator standing on the edges, holding her bags while she bought gifts for a man who treated her like dirt.

I knew she took her coffee a certain way. I knew the way she bit the inside of her cheek when she was lying. I knew she listened to old sad songs when she felt lonely at night. I knew all this because watching her had become my quiet religion.

My phone lit up on the wooden table. Her name flashed on the screen. My heart did that familiar, pathetic jump in my chest. I opened the message.

"Kabir, I am so sorry. Aryan just texted. He is in a bad mood and wants me to come over. Can we please do this tomorrow? Please do not be mad."

I stared at the glowing screen. The words blurred slightly. I was not mad. I was just empty. This was the fourth time this month. She was canceling on someone who worshipped the ground she walked on, just to go soothe the fragile ego of a boy who treated her like an option.

I typed out a reply.

"No problem. Take care of him. See you later."

I pressed send and placed the phone face down. I did not write what I actually wanted to say. I did not tell her that she was destroying herself. I did not tell her that my chest physically ached watching her beg for crumbs of affection from a man who was starving her.

I picked up my pen and opened my notebook. The blank page stared back at me. I began to write a new piece. It was not fiction. It was the brutal reality of what we were. Someone else was playing with the girl of my dreams like she was a cheap toy. And the saddest part was that the toy loved her owner too much to realize she was slowly breaking into a thousand unfixable pieces.

I paid the bill and walked out into the heavy rain. The water soaked through my shirt instantly, but I barely felt it at all. You cannot feel the cold outside when there is a permanent winter living inside your ribs. She was running toward a disaster, and I was walking away with a pocket full of poems that would never truly be mine.
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Chapter 2: The Midnight Therapist
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The clock on the wall showed exactly two in the morning. I was wide awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to the slow hum of the fan. Sleep always felt like a luxury I could not afford when my mind was full of her.

Then the screen of my phone lit up, casting a pale blue glow across my dark room.

Tara.

I picked it up before the second ring. I always did. I never wanted her to feel like she was waiting, even though I spent my entire life waiting for her.

"Hello?" I said softly.

There was no immediate reply. Just the sound of shaky, uneven breathing. And then came the sob. It was a deep, painful sound that seemed to tear right through her chest.

"Tara? What happened? Are you okay?" I sat up straight, my heart racing.

"He left me, Kabir," she cried, her voice cracking. "We were at a party and he got angry over nothing. He told me I was suffocating him. He left me standing outside on the road and drove away."

I closed my eyes tightly. My grip on the phone became so hard that my knuckles turned white. A violent wave of anger crashed over me. I wanted to scream. I wanted to find Aryan and break his jaw for treating her like a piece of garbage. But she did not need my anger right now. She needed my comfort. She needed her safe space.

So, I swallowed my rage. I buried my own feelings and forced my voice to be calm, steady, and soothing.

"Where are you right now?" I asked. "Are you safe?"

"I am in a cab going home," she wept. "Why am I never enough for him, Kabir? What is wrong with me? Why does he treat me like I am worthless?"

I sat on the edge of my bed and listened to her cry. For over an hour, I became her personal therapist. Every tear she shed for that man felt like a drop of acid burning a hole in my chest. I sat there in the dark and carefully picked up all her broken pieces. I reminded her how beautiful she was. I told her she was smart, kind, and worthy of so much respect. I poured every ounce of my hidden love into those words, desperately hoping that just this once, she might truly hear me. I hoped she might realize that the love she was begging for from him was already sitting right here, freely given.

But she only heard what she wanted to hear.

Her crying eventually stopped. Her breathing slowed down as my words worked their magic. I was fixing her, preparing her so she could go back and offer herself to Aryan again the very next day.

"Thank you, Kabir," she whispered, her voice tired but calm. "You are such a good friend. I really do not know what I would do without you. You always know how to make
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