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            "Some hearts are meant to find each other, no matter how far the world pulls them apart."
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“Love never really leaves — it only waits for its second chance.”
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💞 To Her — My Life, My Love, My Story
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🌹 To my wife, Sudha —

The heartbeat behind every word, the calm within every storm, and the reason I still believe in love.

🕊️ When the world turned silent, your voice gave me strength. When dreams faded, your faith brought them back to life.

This story exists because of you — for you are not just a part of it, you are the story itself.

💫 तुम ही मेरी कहानी हो, और यही मेरी ज़िन्दगी की सबसे ख़ूबसूरत सच्चाई है।

(You are my story, and the most beautiful truth of my life.)

📖 Some stories are born from imagination, but this one was written by destiny itself. It began not with grand gestures, but with quiet moments, shared silences, and unspoken promises.

❤️ Every chapter of this book carries a heartbeat — hers.
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And if love could be captured in words, then this... this is where mine begins.

🌙 As I sit to pen these words, memories of us flood my mind — the laughter we shared, the quiet moments, the challenges we faced together, and the love that held us steady through it all.

💍 This book is not just mine — it is ours. Every chapter carries a piece of you, every emotion is touched by your presence.

✨ You are not just a part of this story —

you are its heartbeat,

its guiding light,

and the reason it found its meaning.


— Your’s 💖
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💛 A Message to My Readers 💛
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Dear Reader,

Second Chance is not just a story I wrote—it is a piece of my life, a journey I lived, and a path I walked with love, loss, hope, and resilience. While the names, places, and moments are captured in the world of fiction, the emotions—the struggles, the sacrifices, and the power of love—are drawn from my own experiences. 🌿

Writing this book was deeply personal. Each chapter reflects a heartbeat, a moment of doubt or joy, and a reminder that life, in all its unpredictability, offers us opportunities to rise, to forgive, and to love again. In creating this story, I also wanted to honor the quiet strength of those who sacrifice, who endure, and who hope against hope for love to prevail. 🌸

As you read, I hope you feel not only the romance and tension of Suraj and Khushboo’s journey but also the underlying message that life may sometimes take away, but it also gives—a chance to rebuild, to rediscover, and to embrace love in its most profound form. ✨

Thank you for opening your heart to this story, for allowing these characters to live in your imagination, and for believing that even amidst trials, hope and love can shine brightly. 💛

With all my gratitude and warmth:

-Vikash Viplao 🌸
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🌟 Chapter 1: Dreams and Destiny
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> “कुछ ख्वाब मुकम्मल नहीं होते...

पर वही अधूरे ख्वाब तक़दीर बन जाते हैं।”

Some dreams never find their ending,

Yet those very incomplete dreams become destiny. ✨

—-
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🏏 The crowd at Gopal Maidan roared like thunder rolling across steel and sky.

It was a warm Sunday afternoon — sunlight gleaming off tin roofs, banners fluttering, and hundreds of students shouting names in excitement.

The Inter-College Cricket Final had come down to the last over, and every heartbeat in Jamshedpur seemed to echo in unison.

At the center of it all stood Suraj Mehta, a 19-year-old commerce student from KMPM Inter College — confident, passionate, and the kind of boy who carried his bat and his dreams with equal pride.

Six runs were needed off three balls. The air was thick with tension.

His shirt clung to his back, his hands tight around the bat handle.

From the sidelines, his best friend Amit Singh shouted —

“Finish it, bro! You’ve got this!” 💪

Suraj smiled behind his helmet, tapping the pitch twice — his ritual.

This was his moment.

The crowd’s chants of “KMPM! KMPM!” swelled like a wave. 🌊

The bowler sprinted in — eyes locked on Suraj.

The ball left his hand — short, fast, vicious.

Suraj reacted instinctively, pulling hard —

but in the blink of an eye, everything went wrong.

💥 The ball rose higher than expected and struck him clean on the left side of his helmet.

A sharp thud, then silence.

—-
[image: ]


🚑 “Call an ambulance! He’s bleeding!”

The cheers turned to chaos.

His friends lifted him gently, rushing him to the nearest vehicle.

Every passing second stretched like eternity.

His mother’s trembling hands clutched his arm, tears streaming silently.

At the hospital, white coats moved fast — machines beeped, voices blurred.

> “We need a CT scan immediately,” one doctor said.

“Head injury — possible internal bleeding. Prepare ICU.”

His father’s voice cracked. “How bad is it?”

“Too early to tell,” the senior doctor replied gravely. “He’s unconscious. We’ll monitor him. Just... hope for the best.”

—-
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🌙 Days Later...

When he opened his eyes, the roar of the crowd was gone.

Only the faint beeping of a monitor remained.

The air smelled of antiseptic and worry.

“Suraj...?”

A familiar voice — Amit’s — breaking through the haze.

“Finally, yaar. You scared everyone at Gopal Maidan.

They had to carry you out. The ball hit you bad.”

“Did we... win?” Suraj whispered.

Amit laughed — half relief, half tears.

“Of course! The ball that hit you went for four leg-byes — and someone finished the rest.

They’re calling you The Falling Hero already.” 😅

Suraj smiled faintly. “Great. A hero in a hospital bed.”

🌤️ Weeks passed. He was home, healing.

But the silence felt heavier than pain.

The doctors banned him from cricket — maybe forever.

His father spoke softly:

“Beta, you have to think long-term. Cricket can’t be everything.”

But for Suraj... it was everything. 💔

Cricket was his identity, his joy, his purpose.

He’d spend evenings on his balcony in Kadma,

watching kids play below —

each cheer from Gopal Maidan hitting like a memory he couldn’t relive.

—-
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📚 Months rolled on.

He rejoined college, but the world had moved on.

A new captain led the team; his name was now just a story from last season.

He sat in the back benches — doodling verses about broken dreams and silence.

Only Amit refused to let him fade.

“Bro, you need your spark back,” Amit said, sipping chai at their favourite stall in Bistupur Market. ☕

“There’s a new tuition class for commerce students — great crowd, great teachers... and maybe some reasons to smile again.”

Suraj smirked. “You mean girls.”

“Exactly,” Amit grinned. “You’ve been acting like a retired legend. Let’s get that fire back.” 🔥

Suraj laughed for the first time in weeks.

“Fine, Mr. Therapist. One class. That’s it.”

And that single decision — casual, unplanned —

would change everything. 
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🌅 Chapter 2: The First Meeting
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“कभी-कभी मुलाक़ातें खामोशी में भी बहुत कुछ कह जाती हैं...”

(Sometimes, even silence says more than words.)
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The sun was just beginning to rise over Jamshedpur, casting golden streaks across the quiet streets of Kadma. 🌇

Suraj Mehta was already awake, lacing up his cricket shoes 🏏, a determined glint in his dark brown eyes.

Commerce textbooks 📚 sat neatly stacked on his study table, but today his mind was only half on studies — the other half belonged to cricket, his passion, his dream, his escape.

At 20, Suraj was tall, athletic, and disciplined. He had always excelled in commerce studies, topping his classes at KMPM Inter College, but his true love was cricket. His weekends were reserved for matches at Gopal Maidan, where he practiced tirelessly, imagining himself representing his city one day. ✨

“Suraj, breakfast ready!” his mother called from the kitchen.

“Coming!” he replied, grabbing his cricket bat and helmet. Today was a practice match, and he was determined to impress the scouts who sometimes came to watch. 💪

—-
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The streets of Kadma buzzed with their usual rhythm — autos honking, chai stalls steaming ☕, and children playing gully cricket.

Suraj walked slowly, backpack over one shoulder 🎒, his head still throbbing faintly — a reminder of the cricket accident at Gopal Maidan.

Back in KMPM Inter College, top of his commerce class, he felt restless.

“Bro, relax,” Amit nudged him. “Rao Sir’s tuition in Sonari starts today. New batch, new faces... maybe a change of pace will be good.”

Suraj rolled his eyes. “Change of pace? Fine. One class, that’s all.”

Amit smirked. “Exactly. One class to get your spark back.” 😏

The Rao Sir Tuition Centre in Sonari buzzed with energy. Students from multiple colleges filled the benches, chatting, laughing, reviewing notes. 📖

Suraj found a seat near the back, ready to focus.

Khushboo, already seated near the window 🌤️ with her friends, adjusted her glasses and glanced toward the door.

“Dekho, wo aa gaya! Yahi hai wo!” she whispered, smiling faintly.

Her friends giggled. Khushboo noticed his calm demeanor — the steady way he carried himself, and how quietly confident he seemed.

—-
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And then Suraj noticed her — Khushboo Sharma. 💫

She wore a simple pastel-blue salwar kameez 👗, delicate embroidery tracing the sleeves, and a matching dupatta draped gently over her shoulders.

A small bindi added grace, and her hair, neatly braided, glowed softly in the morning light.

But it was her eyes — deep brown, expressive, thoughtful — that caught him. They seemed to hold stories untold. 💞

Even from across the room, Suraj felt a strange pull.

Khushboo was focused entirely on her notes, yet her presence was magnetic — quietly commanding attention without demanding it.

Rao Sir entered, silencing the chatter.

He instructed everyone to pair up for practice problems. Suraj’s eyes instinctively landed on Khushboo. She nodded politely, inviting him to join.

“Hi,” Suraj said.

“Hi, I’m Khushboo. And you?”

“Suraj... from KMPM,” he replied with a polite smile.

She nodded. “Yes... I think we’ve been in the same college but never met.”

“Seems so. I guess tuition is a good place to catch up then.”

“Yes, it’s always nice to get extra practice.”

They began working in silence. Later, Suraj asked,

“Do you usually find these tricky?”

Khushboo smiled lightly. “Sometimes. I like to take it step by step. You?”

“Same here,” he said. “Helps not to get overwhelmed.”

They shared a small, genuine smile 😊 — nothing personal, just mutual respect.

—-
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After class, Khushboo adjusted her dupatta and smiled.

“Thanks for helping us with the problem.”

“No problem. Easier when you work together.”

They exchanged polite words about the next session and went their separate ways. 🚶‍♂️🚶‍♀️

That evening, Suraj walked home through the quiet Kadma streets, lost in thought. 🌆

Khushboo walked the other way, thinking briefly about the new student who explained things so calmly.

Nothing more — just two people crossing paths for the first time.
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🌸 Chapter 3: The Girl in the Corner Seat
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“कुछ नज़रों की खामोशी, दिल के सबसे गहरे कोनों तक पहुँच जाती है...”

(Some silences of the eyes reach the deepest corners of the heart.)

—-
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The morning sun filtered through the corridors of KMPM Inter College, casting long shadows across the bustling campus. ☀️

Suraj walked briskly toward his commerce classroom, books in hand, when he noticed a small commotion near the staircase.

A student had tripped while rushing with a pile of notes 📚, scattering papers across the floor.

Suraj instinctively bent down to help gather them.

“Thanks!” the student said, slightly embarrassed.

“No problem,” Suraj replied politely, handing the papers back.

As he stood up, he noticed Khushboo in the adjacent corridor, helping another student pick up their notebooks. She moved with calm efficiency, adjusting her glasses 👓 as she worked. Beside her, Ishita, her friend, helped organize the notes.

Their eyes met briefly — a quiet recognition. ✨

She gave a small, polite nod; he returned it. Neither spoke, but that fleeting moment carried an unspoken warmth — a quiet acknowledgment of kindness. 💫
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Later that day, Suraj went to the college canteen for a quick snack 🍽️.

He spotted Khushboo and Ishita at a small table, sharing a plate of chole bhature and soft drinks. 

Khushboo laughed at something Ishita said while passing her a piece of bhatura.

“Here, try this one. It’s softer than the first,” Ishita said.

Khushboo smiled. “Thanks! You always pick the best ones.”

Suraj, after a brief hesitation, walked toward their table once he got his order.

“Hi, is this seat taken?” he asked politely.

Khushboo looked up, adjusting her glasses. “No, you can sit.”

He placed his plate carefully, settling into the seat across from them. For a few seconds, there was only the sound of chatter and clinking plates. 🍽️

“Ishita tells me you help people a lot around campus,” Suraj said, trying to ease the silence.

Khushboo raised an eyebrow slightly but smiled. “Well, I try. Can’t just stand and watch someone struggle, can I?”

“True. I noticed that earlier, with the notes incident.”

She smiled faintly. “That was nothing special. Happens often.”

Their conversation flowed easily — light, unforced. They talked about canteen food, college events, and the upcoming exams. 🎓

“The chole bhature here is really good, isn’t it?” Suraj commented.

Khushboo laughed softly. “Yes! Definitely one of the best things about this canteen.”

It was brief, casual — yet something lingered beneath it. Not quite friendship, not yet emotion, but the faint rhythm of two lives brushing gently against each other. 💞

Finally, Suraj stood up. “I should get going. See you around.”

“Yes, see you,” Khushboo replied politely.

As he walked away, her eyes followed him for a moment — thoughtful — before she turned back to Ishita and the half-finished plate of bhature.

That evening, the Rao Sir Tuition Centre in Sonari buzzed with familiar energy. 💡

Students shuffled to their seats, exchanging notes and laughter before class began.

Suraj entered, scanning the room. His gaze paused at the corner seat — there she was. Khushboo sat facing the room, surrounded by her friends Ritu, Ananya, and Mehak, all quietly revising their notes. 📝

“Finally, he’s here,” Khushboo whispered, her tone light but curious.

Ritu grinned. “Looks like he takes studies seriously. Maybe he can help with those tricky problems.”

Ananya smirked. “Or maybe he’s just another serious student. Don’t get distracted.”

Mehak chuckled. “Let’s see if he’s as good as people say.”

Khushboo tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear and focused back on her notebook, though her eyes occasionally drifted toward the new arrival in the front row. 🎓
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Rao Sir began the session with a challenging set of commerce problems.

Students formed small groups. Suraj reviewed his sheet quietly as the girls debated formulas.

“Try calculating the depreciation separately before plugging it into the total,” Suraj suggested when Ritu hesitated.

“Oh, that makes sense!” Ritu said, jotting it down.

Ananya looked impressed. “You’re quick with numbers. Is that how you usually solve things?”

Suraj shrugged. “Just a habit.”

Khushboo noticed his patience, the quiet confidence with which he helped others without showing off. It was something she respected — subtle, effortless, genuine. 💭

During the short break, their conversation drifted to college life.

“Did you see the new girl in our accountancy class?” Mehak asked.

“Yes,” Ritu replied. “But I like how Khushboo always stays focused no matter what’s going on.”

Khushboo smiled faintly. “Thanks. I just think practice makes it easier.”

Ananya glanced at Suraj, still bent over his notebook. “He’s calm under pressure. Makes group work smoother.”

Khushboo didn’t respond, but her thoughts lingered — on his quiet nature, his clarity, and the sense of balance he brought to the room. 🌙
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When the session ended, they gathered their books.

“See you tomorrow,” Khushboo said as they exited.

“See you,” Suraj replied softly.

Her friends chatted animatedly as they walked home. Khushboo walked a little ahead, her mind calm but reflective. 💭

Today had been ordinary — just another day — yet there was a quiet awareness now, a subtle thread connecting her thoughts to his presence.

As Suraj made his way back to Kadma, he too thought about the evening — not the formulas or the test questions, but the girl in the corner seat, whose calm voice and steady focus had somehow found a place in his mind.
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💞 Chapter 4: Stirring Emotions
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“कभी कभी दिल चुपचाप धड़कने लगता है... बिना वजह, बिना इज़ाज़त।”

(Sometimes the heart begins to beat quietly... without reason, without permission.)

—-
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The golden light of evening filtered softly through the corridors, painting everything in shades of warmth and quiet reflection. 🌅

Suraj walked with measured steps, books clutched under his arm — yet his thoughts were elsewhere, caught by a fleeting image he could not forget.

Earlier that day, he had seen Khushboo seated with her boyfriend, laughter spilling from her lips like sunlight dancing on water. 💫

Her eyes sparkled — alive, unguarded — and even from a distance, they held a gravity he could not resist.

His chest tightened at the sight, a strange ache settling deep within.

Why does seeing her with someone else sting so subtly? he wondered.

He took his usual corner seat, arranging his books, pretending to focus on his notes.

Moments later, Khushboo entered — bringing with her a quiet energy that seemed to illuminate the room. ✨

She greeted Ritu, Ananya, and Mehak with light chatter before settling into her seat.

Suraj noticed her glance toward him — subtle but deliberate — a small acknowledgment that made his heartbeat quicken. 💓

Rao Sir began the session with a problem on cost analysis.

Suraj, meticulous as always, noticed Khushboo frowning at a particularly tricky part. He leaned slightly closer.

“Try breaking the total cost into smaller segments first, then apply the percentage separately,” he suggested — his voice calm, yet threaded with an intensity he barely understood himself.

Khushboo’s eyes met his briefly. “Oh... yes, that helps,” she said softly.

Even in this small exchange, Suraj felt something stirring — a rhythm in the silence between them, a melody woven into every shared glance and quiet explanation. 🎶

Why does her simple ‘thank you’ feel like sunlight breaking through clouds? he thought.

—-
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As the class continued, a quiet tension rose within him — subtle, unfamiliar, yet consuming.

He remembered that earlier glimpse of her laughter, the boy beside her, the ease in her expression.

And his chest tightened again.

Why does it matter so much who she shares that smile with?

I want to be the reason for that smile... the reason for that sparkle. ✨

His emotions were tender and confusing — new territory he hadn’t meant to enter.

Yet, with each passing minute, he found himself drawn closer to her through numbers and silences, their connection deepening through calm exchanges and unspoken awareness. 💭

Their voices blended softly as they worked side by side:

“Check the numerator first; the denominator comes later,” Suraj whispered.

“Ah... that aligns perfectly,” Khushboo replied — her tone gentle, almost melodic. 🎵

For a fleeting moment, the rest of the room seemed to fade away.

It was as if the universe had narrowed to the small space between them — numbers, notes, and quiet understanding forming an invisible bridge. 🌌

Suraj didn’t realize it then, but his heart had begun to orbit hers — drawn by something subtle yet inescapable. 💫
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When the session ended, Suraj packed his books slowly, reluctant to leave.

His eyes drifted toward Khushboo one last time — the quiet grace in her posture, the soft laughter she shared with her friends.

He felt a tender ache.

His thoughts wandered again to that earlier scene — the laughter, the boy, the sunlight — and he felt that invisible pull once more, a quiet jealousy tempered by longing.

Some hearts awaken slowly, he realized — in whispers, in glances, in moments we don’t fully understand. 💗

And as he walked out into the amber light of evening, Suraj knew — even if he couldn’t yet name it — that something profound had begun to bloom within him.

A delicate, stirring awareness of love... subtle, unspoken, waiting for its time. 🌹
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💞 Chapter 5 — Unseen Bonds
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“कभी किसी से बात किए बिना भी, रिश्ता बनने लगता है... बस एहसासों की ज़ुबान में।”

(Sometimes, even without words, a bond begins to form — spoken softly in the language of feelings.)

—-
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The morning air was crisp as students moved through the campus, books clutched tightly under their arms, voices echoing softly. 🌤️

Suraj walked with quiet focus, yet his thoughts were entirely consumed by Khushboo — her laughter, the sparkle in her eyes, the curve of her lips. Each memory lingered like a soft melody he could not escape. 🎶

That day, a small college incident brought them unexpectedly closer.

Suraj had stayed back to submit an assignment when he noticed Khushboo struggling with a stack of books near the classroom stairs. One of the books slipped from her hands, tumbling toward the floor.

Without thinking, Suraj bent quickly and caught it midair.

“Here, this one almost fell,” he said, handing it back.

Khushboo’s eyes widened briefly in surprise. “Oh! Thank you, Suraj,” she said, her voice light yet carrying a subtle warmth.

Their hands brushed for the briefest moment — and Suraj felt a soft shock ripple through him. ⚡

He looked up, trying to hide the flutter in his chest. Khushboo adjusted her glasses and smiled faintly — no mention of her college boyfriend, no distance between them — just this fleeting, innocent connection. 🌸
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Later that evening at Rao Sir’s tuition, Suraj found himself unusually attentive.

Every question Khushboo asked, every hesitation she had, pulled him in deeper.

He noticed the slight furrow of her brow, the careful way she held her pen, the way her hair slipped forward as she leaned over her notebook. 🖊️

“Try approaching it by calculating the cost in steps first, then combine,” he suggested gently, his tone deliberate, encouraging.

Khushboo nodded, her eyes meeting his briefly. “Yes... that makes sense now. Thank you.”

The simplicity of the moment felt like poetry to Suraj.

It’s not just the answers, he thought. It’s her. It’s every little movement, every quiet grace. 🌷

—-
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But alongside this growing admiration, a quiet jealousy stirred again.

He remembered those glimpses of her in college — laughing with her boyfriend, the easy comfort between them.

He didn’t understand it yet, only that he wanted to be the one she trusted... the one she laughed with... the one who mattered. 💔

Why does it hurt to see her with someone else? he wondered.

I don’t even know why I care this much.

Then, unable to hold back, Suraj leaned slightly closer — curiosity and quiet longing blending in his tone.

Suraj: “Tum us ladke ko pasand karti ho kya?” (Do you like that guy?)

Khushboo’s eyes widened slightly, and she rolled them gently, almost playfully.

Khushboo: “Haan... pehle wo mila toh usse ho gaya, agar tum pehle milte toh tumse ho jaata.”

(Yes... he came first, so it happened with him. If I had met you first, maybe it would’ve been you.)

She smiled — teasing, yet soft — and looked away, her eyes glinting with quiet mischief. ✨

Suraj felt a strange flutter in his chest — a blend of surprise, curiosity, and something dangerously close to longing.

Her honesty, laced with playful warmth, made him feel closer to her — and yet painfully aware of the invisible line between them.

—-
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As the tuition continued, Suraj and Khushboo naturally worked side by side — explaining steps, correcting mistakes, sharing insights. Their voices intertwined like a rhythm only they could hear. 🎵

“Check the numerator first; the denominator comes later,” Suraj whispered.

“Ah... that aligns perfectly,” Khushboo replied, her tone gentle, almost melodic.

For a fleeting moment, the rest of the world seemed to fade. 🌌

It was as if the universe had narrowed to the small space between them — numbers, notes, and shared understanding forming an invisible bridge.

Suraj did not yet realize it, but his heart had begun to orbit hers — tethered by something unseen, unspoken. 💫

By the end of the session, Suraj packed his books slowly, reluctant to leave.

His eyes drifted toward Khushboo one last time — the quiet grace in her posture, the faint smile she shared with Ritu, Ananya, and Mehak — and he felt a tender ache rise within him.

His thoughts replayed the day — the laughter she shared with her boyfriend, the way her words at tuition had brushed his heart like a whisper.

He felt an invisible pull — quiet jealousy tempered by something far deeper. 💞

Some hearts awaken slowly, he thought, in whispers, in fleeting moments, in ways one cannot control.

And as he stepped out into the fading evening light, Suraj knew — even if he couldn’t name it yet — that something within him had changed.

A bond had begun to form — unseen, unspoken, but growing stronger with every shared silence. 🌙
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