

    
        
          Too Young Forever: An Age Gap Love Story

        

        
        
          Kelakkiyar siddhar

        

        
          Published by Kelakkiyar Siddhar Siddhar, 2025.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 Kelakkiyar Siddhar

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For permissions, inquiries, or rights, please contact:

Siva Prakash Publishing

[arutperumjothi555@gmail.com]


Enhavtabelo

Title Page

Kopirajta Paĝo

Chapter 1: The First Meeting

Chapter 2: A Smile Across the Years

Chapter 3: Conversations That Never End

Chapter 4: Secrets in the Silence

Chapter 5: The Weight of Judgment

Chapter 6: Gentle Moments, Quiet Realizations

Chapter 7: A Gift Too Precious

Chapter 8: Shadows of Doubt

Chapter 9: The Unspoken Promise

Chapter 10: Distance That Hurts

Chapter 11: Whispers in the Rain

Chapter 12: The Unavoidable Truth

Chapter 13: When Worlds Collide

Chapter 14: Holding On, Letting Go

Chapter 15: Too Young Forever

Sign up for Kelakkiyar siddhar's Mailing List

Further Reading: Married for Money

Also By Kelakkiyar siddhar

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The First Meeting
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The bell above the door jingled, soft and cheerful, its little chime carrying through the quiet café. The place wasn’t crowded—just a handful of students hunched over laptops, an older couple sharing tea in the corner, and the faint hum of the espresso machine working in rhythm with the subdued indie music drifting through the air. Outside, late autumn leaves skittered across the sidewalk, whipped about by the restless breeze.

She stepped inside, brushing strands of chestnut hair from her eyes, her cheeks flushed pink from the cold. The oversized scarf wrapped around her neck looked almost too big for her, swallowing the lower half of her face, but her eyes—bright and unguarded—glanced curiously around the café. She hesitated for only a moment before moving toward the counter.

He noticed her from his seat near the window. He wasn’t looking for anyone in particular, not even paying much attention to the world around him until she entered. He’d been lost in papers spread across the table, an abandoned cup of coffee growing cold beside him, the pen in his hand tapping absently as his thoughts drifted elsewhere. But the sound of the door, followed by the presence of someone new, pulled his gaze up.

She looked too young to carry the kind of tiredness he saw in her shoulders, though she straightened quickly when the barista greeted her. Her voice was soft, careful, as though afraid to take up too much space. He didn’t hear her order, only watched as she fumbled with her wallet, dropping a coin and quickly stooping to pick it up with embarrassed laughter.

He turned his eyes back to his work, not wanting to stare. Yet, against his own intention, he found himself aware of her again when she glanced around for an empty seat. The café wasn’t full, but most tables had spread-out coats, bags, and books occupying them. The only open space with enough room was across from him.

For a moment, she hovered, uncertain. Then she stepped toward his table.

“Excuse me,” she said, her voice tentative. “Would it be okay if I sit here? I promise I won’t bother you.”

He lifted his gaze fully, really looking at her now. She couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen, though her expression carried something older, something cautious. He nodded. “Of course. Go ahead.”

Relief softened her features, and she slid into the chair opposite him, carefully placing her cup of cocoa on the table. Steam curled upward, carrying the faint smell of chocolate. She tucked her scarf onto her lap, her hands folding around the cup as though savoring its warmth.

Silence fell between them, not uncomfortable, but curious. She seemed intent on the drink, occasionally sneaking a glance at the papers sprawled before him. He caught her once, and she looked away quickly, cheeks coloring.

“You’re in school?” she asked finally, her voice hesitant, as though she wasn’t sure if she should speak.

He gave a faint smile. “Not anymore. Teaching, these days.” He tapped the edge of a paper. “Endless grading.”

Her eyes widened. “You’re a teacher?”

“Yes. University.”

Something flickered in her eyes—interest, respect, maybe both. “That sounds... hard. But also kind of amazing. I mean, helping people learn things, being part of that.”

He chuckled, leaning back in his chair. “That’s one way to look at it. Most of the time it’s students glaring at me because of deadlines.”

She smiled, the first unguarded smile he’d seen from her. It softened her entirely, a glimpse of the youth she carried.

“I’m starting next year,” she said quietly. “University, I mean. If I can get in. Applications are...” She trailed off, sighing into her cocoa. “Complicated.”

Her words carried more weight than she might have realized. He studied her for a moment, wondering about the life behind those careful sentences. She couldn’t have been out of high school long, and yet there was something about her tone that spoke of worries heavier than entrance exams.

“You’ll figure it out,” he said simply. “Everyone thinks it’s impossible until they’re suddenly doing it.”

She looked at him then, meeting his eyes directly for the first time. There was gratitude in her expression, faint but sincere, as though his reassurance meant more than it should from a stranger.

They spoke little after that, but the silence carried a thread of awareness neither acknowledged. She pulled a notebook from her bag, flipping through pages of scrawled handwriting, her lips moving faintly as she read. He returned to his grading, but every so often his gaze flickered up, drawn to the quiet concentration on her face.

Minutes blurred into an hour. The café grew quieter as the older couple left and the students packed their laptops. The light outside dimmed, streetlamps flickering to life in the early evening gloom. She sipped the last of her cocoa, glancing at the clock on the wall.

“I should go,” she murmured, almost to herself.

He nodded, gathering his papers into a neater pile. She stood, wrapping her scarf around her neck again, and hesitated. For a moment, it looked as though she might simply walk away, but then she turned back to him.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “For letting me sit here. It... made today better.”

He met her gaze, surprised by the sincerity in her tone. “Anytime.”

She smiled, small but genuine, before slipping out the door. The bell chimed once more, and then she was gone, swallowed by the night air.

He sat there a long moment afterward, staring at the door as though expecting her to return. But she didn’t. He gathered his things, paid his bill, and left, though the image of her scarf, her cocoa, and her quiet gratitude lingered in his mind long after.

The next day passed without event. He didn’t expect to see her again—people come and go in the city, strangers brushing past in fleeting intersections of time. But when he walked into the café two days later, she was there.

Seated at the same table, her scarf draped neatly over the chair, her notebook open before her. She looked up when the door jingled, her eyes widening slightly when she saw him. A faint smile tugged at her lips, one that carried recognition.

He hesitated, then crossed the room. “Mind if I sit?” he asked.

Her answer came quickly, almost too quickly. “Please.”

And just like that, the distance between them closed again, as though it had never been there at all.

Their second meeting stretched longer than the first. She asked him about the classes he taught, and he asked about the things she wanted to study. She told him about her love of books, of writing, of how words felt safer than people sometimes. He listened, genuinely interested, finding in her an honesty that few others carried.

He told her about his long hours grading, about how teaching was both rewarding and exhausting. She laughed when he admitted that sometimes he fell asleep on his own notes.

The conversation wove naturally, unforced. Outside, the wind howled against the windows, but inside, the café was warm, filled with the quiet rhythm of their words.

By the time she packed her notebook away, the night had deepened. She pulled on her scarf again, but lingered at the table, reluctant to leave.

“Will you be here again?” she asked, her voice cautious, almost shy.

He met her eyes. “Most likely.”

Her smile widened, small but full of something unspoken. “Then... I’ll see you.”

She slipped out once more, the bell marking her departure, but this time he wasn’t left with uncertainty. He knew she would return. And though he didn’t yet understand why, he found himself hoping she would.

The café door closed, the night pressing in, but the echo of her presence stayed, an imprint he couldn’t shake. Something had begun—something neither of them named, but both quietly felt.

And so the days turned, each one drawing them back to that small café, to the table by the window, to words that grew softer, easier, carrying them further into something they did not yet dare define.
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Chapter 2: A Smile Across the Years
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The third time was different.

She was already waiting when he arrived, her scarf folded neatly on the back of the chair as though she had claimed the space just for him. The notebook was open, a pen balanced between her fingers, but her eyes lifted immediately when the door chimed. Recognition sparked across her face, followed by that same small, cautious smile he remembered. It was the kind of smile that seemed to belong only to him, as though she didn’t wear it easily for the rest of the world.

He paused in the doorway, his briefcase heavy in his hand, before moving toward her. There were plenty of other empty tables, yet his steps felt certain. She watched him approach, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear, and by the time he reached the table, she had already pushed the chair opposite her slightly back, waiting.

“I was starting to think you wouldn’t come,” she said softly.

“I almost didn’t,” he admitted, setting down his papers. “Work. It has a way of keeping me longer than I plan.”

She tilted her head, studying him in the quiet way she had. “But you came.”

The simplicity of her words struck him more than they should have. He gave a faint smile, loosening his coat and taking his seat. “Yes. I came.”

They settled into a rhythm that felt strangely natural. She scribbled in her notebook as he organized his stack of essays, the scratch
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