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    Dedication
To the silent moments, the unspoken words, and the love stories that never found their ending.
To everyone who has ever loved from a distance, searched for a name in a crowd, or held onto a memory that time couldn't erase.
And to the ones we couldn't reach—may their presence stay with us forever.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epigraph
 
"She was always there, just beyond my reach—like the moon in the night sky, close enough to see, but too far to hold."
— Anonymous
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PROLOGUE 
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–  A Love That Never Began

The soft drizzle outside blurred the neon lights of Zkool Café, turning them into hazy reflections on the glass windows. Inside, the air was thick with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee, mingled with the faint traces of damp earth from people who had hurried in to escape the rain. The hum of conversations and the occasional laughter filled the space, yet at a corner table, Samar sat in silence, his fingers tracing idle circles on the rim of his cup.

Across from him, Tanisha watched him with quiet patience. She had known him long enough to recognize when something was weighing on his mind. Tonight was one of those nights. His cigarette lay half-burned in the ashtray, forgotten, while his coffee had gone cold.

“You’re thinking about her again, aren’t you?” Tanisha finally spoke, breaking the silence.

Samar exhaled, a half-smile flickering across his lips. He didn’t deny it.

Tanisha leaned forward, her elbows resting on the table. “It’s been years, Samar. You moved on... or at least, I thought you did.”

Samar looked out the window, watching the rain slide down the glass in thin, winding trails. “I did,” he said. “Or maybe I just convinced myself I did.”

Tanisha studied him for a moment before sighing. “You never really told me the whole story. Bits and pieces, sure. But not everything.”

Samar chuckled, shaking his head. “It’s not much of a story, really.”

Tanisha arched an eyebrow. “A mysterious girl. A silent connection. A confession page full of poetry. A desperate search. Heartbreak. That sounds like a story to me.”

Samar let out a small laugh, running a hand through his hair. “When you put it like that, it sounds dramatic.”

Tanisha smirked. “Love always is.”

For a moment, he said nothing. The memories felt like a ghost, whispering in the back of his mind, demanding to be acknowledged. It wasn’t just about Tina—it was about who he had been back then. A boy who had fallen in love with a stranger without a single conversation. A boy who had believed in unspoken connections, in the magic of fleeting moments. A boy who had, in the end, learned the harsh truth about reality.

He sighed. “It started with a song,” he murmured. “A random night on the terrace. Me, a cigarette, some music playing in the background. And then... she was just there.”

Tanisha rested her chin on her hand. “She?”

Samar nodded. “The terrace girl. She danced like no one was watching. But I was.” He let out a breath. “And that changed everything.”

Tanisha’s lips curled into a small smile. “So you fell for a girl you’d never spoken to?”

He smirked. “Sounds stupid, doesn’t it?”

She shook her head. “No. It sounds like something only you would do.”

Samar chuckled. “That’s not even the crazy part. The crazy part is everything I did after that.”

Tanisha leaned forward. “Then tell me everything.”

Samar hesitated. He had spent years trying to forget. But now, sitting across from Tanisha, with the rain tapping gently against the window and the scent of coffee in the air, the past didn’t seem so far away.

And so, he began.
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CHAPTER 1
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– Smoke, Music, and 

an Unexpected Audience

The night was warm, the sky stretched wide above Kolhapur, speckled with faint stars. A lazy breeze carried the mixed scent of rain-damp earth and distant street food—pav bhaji from the corner stall, the spicy tang of someone lighting a cigarette nearby. The city hummed with life, but up here, on the engineering college hostel terrace, the world felt quieter, almost separate from the chaos below.

Samar took a slow drag from his cigarette, exhaling as he leaned against the low boundary wall. His best friend and cousin, Tanay, sat beside him, scrolling through his phone, his legs lazily stretched out. A Bluetooth speaker rested between them, playing an old Hindi classic, "Ek Ajnabee Haseena Se"—a song that perfectly matched Samar’s mood, though he’d never admit it.

“This place never gets old,” Tanay muttered, looking up at the sky.

Samar smirked. “It’s the only place in this damn hostel where we can breathe without suffocating on chai fumes and bad decisions.”

Tanay chuckled, setting his phone down. “You mean your bad decisions?”

Samar ignored him, flicking ash from his cigarette. The world felt pleasantly dull, the music wrapping around him like a soft haze—until something unexpected happened.

The song had just switched to “Tum Se Hi” when, across the open courtyard, on the terrace of the adjacent girls’ hostel, a group of girls appeared.

Samar noticed them instantly. Four of them, laughing and talking, leaning against their own terrace wall. But one girl caught his attention.

She moved differently from the rest—fluid, lost in the rhythm of the song, as if the world didn’t exist beyond the music. While her friends laughed and talked, she raised her hands slightly, swaying, her feet light against the concrete, her movements almost dreamlike. She wasn’t dancing for attention. She was simply... lost in the moment.

For reasons he couldn’t explain, Samar’s grip on his cigarette tightened.

“Bhau,” Tanay nudged him, following his gaze. “What are you looking at?”

Samar didn’t answer. He just kept watching.

The girl’s face wasn’t clearly visible—not from this distance, not in the dim hostel terrace lights. But her silhouette, the effortless way she moved, the way she tilted her head slightly when she smiled at something her friend said—it was enough.

Something stirred in his chest, something absurd. A connection? A feeling? He didn’t know.

Tanay followed his gaze, then smirked. “Don’t tell me you’re catching feelings for a girl whose face you haven’t even seen properly.”

Samar tore his gaze away, taking another slow drag. “It’s not like that.”

“Sure.” Tanay snorted, leaning back. “Then why haven’t you blinked in the last twenty seconds?”

Samar flicked his cigarette away, watching the ember die against the concrete. The music continued to play, and on the opposite terrace, the girl continued to dance, her friends laughing around her.

He didn’t
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