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    To those who have loved deeply, even when it hurt.
To the hearts that have been broken, yet chose to keep beating with courage.
And to everyone who has ever stood at the crossroads of fate and choice—this story is for you.
May you find strength in your struggles, hope in your darkest moments, and the courage to embrace the destiny that is truly yours.
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To those who loved truly and endured silently—
who were separated by fate, yet never by heart.
This story is for you.
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Vikram Rai is a passionate storyteller who believes that love, in its truest form, is not defined by time, distance, or circumstances—but by its ability to endure.

Through his writing, he explores the depth of human emotions, the fragility of trust, and the quiet strength of souls that remain connected even when separated by destiny. His stories are rooted in the idea that true love is not possession, but a spiritual bond—one that survives pain, betrayal, and even the harshest tests of life.

Torn Destinies is a reflection of that belief—a story of two souls who are torn apart by conspiracy and tragedy, yet refuse to break. It is a reminder that while life may challenge love in countless ways, what is real will always find its way back.

This is his debut novel.

Contents

Dedication

Acknowledgement

About the Author

Chapter 1: The Oak Tree

Chapter 2: The Innocence of Childhood

Chapter 3: The Art of Sharing

Chapter 4: The Quiet Turning

Chapter 5: The Distance Between Promises

Chapter 6: Charlotte Possessiveness

Chapter 7: Emma Sixteenth Birthday

Chapter 8: Under Watchful Eyes

Chapter 9: Framed by Fear

Chapter 10: Helpless Soul

Chapter 11: Disaster begins

Chapter 12: A Life She Never Chose

Chapter 13: Daniel Father’s Jail Visit

Chapter 14: Emma Engagement with Alex

Chapter 15: When Broken Souls Finally Meet

Chapter 16: Fractured Couple Met

Chapter 17: The Letter, the Fall, and the Truth That Waited

Chapter 18: The Truth That Burned Everything

Chapter 19: Reopen Drugs Case

Chapter 20: Two Soul Reunion

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Oak Tree
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The late afternoon sun lingered over Broughton High School as though reluctant to surrender the day. Its golden light stretched across the playground, settling gently over cracked concrete, rusted swings, and the old stone walls that had endured far longer than the memories they contained.

Beyond those walls, Edinburgh moved forward with quiet indifference—cars drifting along Ferry Road, lives unfolding in distant rhythms. But within the school grounds, the world compressed into something smaller, louder, and fleeting. Laughter rose and broke like waves. Arguments sparked and dissolved just as quickly. It was the restless, fragile energy of childhood resisting the steady pull of time.

By all appearances, it was an ordinary afternoon.

And yet, beneath that familiarity, something subtler stirred—an almost imperceptible sense of anticipation, so faint it could easily be dismissed as imagination.

The playground pulsed with life. A football skidded sharply across the ground, chased by shouting voices. A burst of laughter rang out, too loud, too sudden. Somewhere, a disagreement flared over a missed goal before dissolving into noise again.

But not everyone belonged to it.

At the far edge of the sandbox, Daniel sat alone.

At eleven, he existed in that uncertain space between childhood and something not yet fully formed. His limbs had outgrown his confidence, leaving his posture slightly uneven, as though he had yet to settle into himself. His uniform, once neat, carried the quiet rebellion of the day—creased fabric, sleeves pushed halfway up, a loosened tie hanging without care.

With the tip of his shoe, he nudged a small pebble forward.

Then back.

Then forward again.

Across the playground, his friends called out to him, their voices carried by the wind—urgent, alive, insistent. Daniel glanced toward them briefly before lowering his gaze once more.

He had never liked noise.

Noise scattered things—thoughts, feelings, even the fragile comfort of stillness. And silence, to him, was not emptiness. It was something steady. Something that held.

So he stayed where he was.

Until something shifted.

It was not a sound, nor was it movement in any obvious sense. It was something quieter—a disturbance in stillness itself, like a presence where none should have been.

At the far end of the playground stood the old oak tree.

It was older than the school, its thick trunk marked by time, its branches stretching outward with patient endurance. Children rarely went near it. It stood too far removed, too quiet—as though it existed slightly apart from everything else.

And yet, today—

someone was there.

Daniel narrowed his eyes, focusing.

A small figure sat beneath the tree, completely absorbed in something he could not yet see. A hand moved slowly—pause, stroke, pause again—deliberate, unhurried.

Curiosity stirred within him.

Not sharply. Not urgently.

But enough.

He stood, brushing sand from his hands, adjusting his bag without thinking. Then, almost unconsciously, he began to walk.

With each step, the noise behind him softened. The laughter blurred into distance, dissolving into something indistinct. By the time he reached the shade of the oak tree, the world felt altered—cooler, quieter, as though it followed a different rhythm entirely.

And there she was.

Emma.

She sat cross-legged on the grass, a sketchbook resting lightly against her knees. Her head tilted slightly as she worked, loose strands of hair slipping across her face, catching fragments of filtered sunlight drifting through the leaves above.

She was humming.

A soft, wandering tune without pattern or urgency, as though it belonged only to her.

Daniel stopped a few steps away.

For a moment, he simply watched.

Her pencil moved with quiet certainty. Each line carried intention, as though she was not merely drawing what she saw, but something beneath it—something felt rather than observed.

There was a stillness about her.

Not empty.

But full.

As though she carried within her a world untouched by the noise beyond the tree.

He hesitated, sensing—without fully understanding—that speaking too loudly might disturb something delicate.

When he finally spoke, his voice came softer than he intended.

“Hi... can I sit here?”

Her hand paused mid-stroke.

She looked up, just slightly startled, her gaze adjusting to him—not guarded, not wary, but quietly observant. For a moment, she studied him, as though weighing something unspoken.

Then she nodded.

“Okay.”

Her voice was light, almost careful.

Daniel sat down, leaving a small space between them—respectful, instinctive.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

The silence did not demand to be
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