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Introduction
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There are stories built on declarations, and there are stories built on silence.
This is a story of the second kind.
Not every love arrives with fireworks.
Some arrive like a soft breeze — unnoticed, unanswered, unforgettable.
This novel is about the people who shape us quietly.
About the moments that linger long after they end.
About the light that stays, even when the person doesn’t.
If you’ve ever carried an unspoken feeling,
if someone ever lived in the quiet corners of your memory,
this story might feel familiar.
Thank you for opening these pages.
I hope the journey stays with you
long after the book ends.
— August Prosper
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The Glimpse
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Ramesh never believed in destiny until the day it walked past him wearing a maroon kurta and a distracted expression.

It was his third week at Vidhyarthi Institute of Management and Technology, and he was still getting used to the way crowds moved like tides here—students rushing from one building to another, groups huddled under trees, the smell of samosas drifting from the canteen like a permanent cloud.

Chemical Engineering students like him belonged to the farthest building, a block everyone jokingly called “the exile zone.” Management students had the opposite end of campus. Their timetables rarely aligned. Their paths rarely crossed.

And yet, somehow, that day, his path crossed hers.

He was on his way to the library, balancing two heavy textbooks, when she walked out of the Management wing with a group of friends. He didn’t know her name then. He didn’t know anything about her except that his heart froze for a second and something inside him—something quiet and unused—opened its eyes.


It lasted two seconds.
She didn’t look at him.
She didn’t even slow down.

But Ramesh knew, with that strange certainty people get only a few times in life, that he would remember her.

~~ ### ~~
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The Rare Sightings

OVER THE NEXT MONTH, he saw her only twice. Once near the canteen, struggling to open a stubborn water bottle while laughing with friends. And once in the courtyard, sitting under the shade of the banyan tree—the same tree everyone said was older than the campus itself.

Each sighting was a tiny shockwave.


He never stared for long.
He never followed her.
He simply saw her... and something in his day shifted.

He didn’t tell anyone. Except maybe Arjun, though indirectly.

One evening, while pretending to revise thermodynamics, he said, “Doesn’t it feel like Management and Engineering are two different worlds?”

Arjun raised an eyebrow. “Now you’re realising? Their world is full of presentations and AC classrooms. Ours is heat, labs, and suffering.”

Ramesh smiled. “Sometimes I think we’re on different planets.”

“Obviously,” Arjun said, stretching. “Chemical Engineering and Management? One makes explosions. The other avoids them.”

Ramesh laughed—quiet, distracted.

Arjun studied him for a second. “Why suddenly so philosophical? Saw someone interesting or what?”

Ramesh didn’t answer.

But inside, he whispered, Maybe I did.

~~ ### ~~
[image: ]


The Glimpse That Stayed

ONE EARLY MORNING, when the campus was still half-asleep, Ramesh was heading to class. The mist hadn’t fully cleared, and the sun bled through it like a pale coin.

That’s when he saw her again.

She was standing under the banyan tree, alone, writing something in a notebook. Her hair fell forward as she leaned slightly, and the early sunlight caught the edge of her profile.

He slowed down instinctively.
There was no crowd around her today, no laughter, no noise—just quiet morning air and the small, delicate concentration on her face.
He stood there for a moment longer than he should have, taking in the stillness. Something about her calmness felt strangely familiar, like a memory he had never lived.

He thought of saying something—anything.
Even a simple “Good morning” would do.
But courage was a stranger, and he wasn’t ready to introduce himself.

A group of her friends appeared from the distance, one of them called her “Kiran, what are you doing”.
She closed her notebook, smiled at them, and walked away.
And just like that, the moment ended.

After that day, Ramesh began noticing details.

Not because he was trying to—because his mind simply stored them.
She always wore a watch on her right wrist.
She preferred carrying a sling bag instead of a backpack.
She sometimes walked fast, sometimes slow, depending on whether she was deep in thought or gossiping with her friends.
He even spotted her in the library once. Management students rarely came there. But that day, she was sitting on the right side of the reading hall, scanning through a thick book with an annoyed frown.

She never saw him walk past.

He never walked close enough for her to realise.

~~ ### ~~
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The Moment of Recognition

THE SEMESTER PASSED quietly, punctuated by rare sightings of her. Sometimes she was so far away he could barely recognise her except for the way she tilted her head while listening. Sometimes she was so close his breath caught.

But the closest moment came one late afternoon.

He was walking out of the library when she suddenly turned the corner, heading straight toward him. Her friends were behind her, talking loudly. She looked ahead—and for a second—just a single second—their eyes met.

And unlike every other time, she did look surprised.


It wasn’t a smile or greeting.
Just a flicker.
A small pause.

Enough to make him wonder if she had seen him before too—with the same silent curiosity.

But she walked past, her expression smoothing back to calm.

Ramesh stood there long after she left, the air around him buzzing.

~~ ### ~~
[image: ]


When Attraction Becomes a Secret

THAT NIGHT, ARJUN FOUND him staring at the ceiling.

“What are you thinking about?” Arjun asked.

Ramesh hesitated. “Have you ever... liked someone without speaking to them even once?”

Arjun blinked. “Bro, this is Engineering. Half our batch has crushes on girls they’ve never spoken to.”

Ramesh laughed softly.

“But there’s one difference,” Arjun added. “Most people move on. You don’t look like you’re planning to.”

Ramesh looked away.


He didn’t know what he was planning.
He only knew this feeling wasn’t leaving.

Not anytime soon.

~~ ### ~~
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The Missed Chance
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Ramesh quickly learned that falling for someone you barely see is a strange kind of torment.
Not dramatic.
Not heartbreaking.
Just... quietly frustrating.
Because the more he noticed Kiran, the more the universe seemed to hide her.

On most days, he didn’t see her at all.

It made sense logically:
Chemical Engineering and Management were two different worlds.
Two different buildings.
Two timetables that didn’t intersect.
But logic never stopped the heart from misbehaving.

~~ ### ~~
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The Campus That Divided

THE CAMPUS OF VIDHYARTHI Institute had a natural divide. Engineering buildings lay along the left stretch—tall blocks, lab exhausts humming, students walking with tired, caffeine-fuelled faces.
The Management side was the opposite: bright, polished, bustling with students who smelled like fresh perfume and crisp ambition.

Ramesh belonged to the first world.
Kiran belonged to the second.

He would see the Management students only occasionally when both worlds spilled into the central courtyard.
That courtyard became Ramesh’s quiet prayer spot.
Not to God,
but to chance.
~~ ### ~~
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A Rare Sight

ONE SUNNY AFTERNOON, Ramesh was walking with Arjun when he suddenly stiffened.

She was there.

Just walking across the lawn with two books in her arms. Sunlight caught her hair at the exact moment she turned slightly, and the scene burned itself into his memory like a photograph.

Arjun noticed him stop.

“Again?” he asked casually.

Ramesh didn’t even pretend.

“Yeah.”

Arjun crossed his arms. “You’ve seen her what—three times this month?”

“Two,” Ramesh corrected.

Arjun gave him a sympathetic tap on the shoulder. “Bro, she is literally at the other end of the galaxy.”

Ramesh let out a half-laugh. “Feels like that.”

“Different timetable, different building, different life,” Arjun continued dramatically. “Engineering and Management mixing is like... hydrogen and fire.”

“Those do mix,” Ramesh said.

“Exactly,” Arjun grinned. “Kaboom.”

Ramesh rolled his eyes but smiled. Arjun always managed to pull him back to earth when he started drifting too far into imagination.

But even as they walked away, he kept glancing back.
Just to memorise how she moved in sunlight.
~~ ### ~~
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His Quiet Routine

DAYS TURNED INTO WEEKS, and Ramesh developed unconscious habits.

If he walked to the canteen, his eyes automatically flicked toward the Management stairs.

If he passed the banyan tree, he slowed down.

If he saw her walking with friends, he always found a reason to linger—pretending to tie his shoelaces, check his phone, or adjust his bag strap.


He never felt like a stalker.
He wasn’t chasing her.
He was just... drawn.

The way someone is drawn to a song even after hearing only the first five seconds.

~~ ### ~~
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The Almost Moment

ONE DAY, THE UNIVERSE played a cruel trick.

Ramesh was coming down the library stairs, holding a stack of printouts, when Kiran appeared at the bottom—alone, looking irritated and searching inside her bag.


If only he had looked up sooner.
If only he had been holding fewer papers.

But as fate would have it, that was the exact moment
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