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​​Introduction
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Some friendships are ordinary.

Ours was anything but.

We were three inseparable, unstoppable, bound by an unspoken understanding that wherever life took us, a part of us would always belong to each other. We shared laughter that could brighten even the heaviest days, dreams that seemed bigger than the world itself, and even those silly fights that only deepened our bond. But beneath the comfort of friendship, there was something more delicate  feelings that didn’t always stay where they were supposed to.

She loved him, silently.

He cared for her, unknowingly.

And the third... found the courage to confess.

While one heart hesitated, doubting its place, love moved forward without waiting. He married the one who spoke her truth. She buried her feelings, telling herself it was the right thing to do. Time moved on. Cities changed. Priorities shifted. Messages turned into memories.

And then... destiny stepped in.

Years later, the three of us were in the same room again. One glance was enough to stir the silence into something alive. The old feelings didn’t whisper this time they surged. And for the first time, he felt it too.

But life is never without its boundaries. There were histories, promises, and choices that could not be ignored.

What if what followed wasn’t betrayal... but the story of hearts in cross connection?

What happened next wasn’t planned. Two old friends found themselves pulled back toward a connection they had once left behind. The one who stepped aside met a long-forgotten childhood friend, and something quiet began to grow there too.

Because sometimes, hearts don’t break.

They wander. They wait.

And when the time is right, they cross paths again not always with the same soul, but always with the missing piece they were searching for.

Hearts in Cross Connection is not just a story about love.

It’s about the strange timing of fate, the fragile shifts of friendship, and the way emotions can lie dormant for years only to return stronger than before. It’s about choices, detours, and the moments that rewrite the ending you thought was certain.

Turn the page.

See what happened when destiny decided to cross the lines between three hearts.
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​​​Chapter One: Echoes of Loneliness 
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Nisha had been looking forward to the movie club's night out as she hurried to meet them at the central public library. But as she walked into the meeting hall, she realized she was the only one there. Disappointed, she wondered where everyone else had gone. Had they all left for the movie without her? She had wanted to come earlier but couldn't find a taxi in time after work.

Feeling dejected, Nisha decided to stay longer, not wanting to return home just yet. She looked out of the window and saw a group of teenagers across the street, laughing and having fun with beer bottles in their hands. Watching them, she was transported back to her college days when she used to hang out with her friends in a similar way.

Nisha thought about her college roommates, Paresh, and Celina. They had gotten married recently, and she wondered what they were doing that night. They had shared a dingy apartment behind their college street, with the constant challenge of the foul smell of a nearby cattle shed. But despite the conditions, Nisha had fond memories of the place she had called home for over three years.

Lost in her thoughts, Nisha realized she didn't need the movie club to have a good time. She could make new memories and reconnect with old friends, even if they were no longer in the same city. With a smile on her face, she left the empty meeting hall and headed towards the street, ready to make the most of her evening.

As Nisha walked towards the street, she felt a sense of excitement and anticipation. She knew the night was full of possibilities and was determined to make the most of it. She walked past the group of teenagers, who were now dancing and singing to a popular Bollywood song.

Nisha couldn't help but smile as she watched them, feeling a sense of nostalgia for her carefree college days. She decided to join them and started dancing with them. The group welcomed her with open arms, and soon they were all laughing and having a great time together.

As the night wore on, Nisha exchanged numbers with some of the teenagers and even made plans to meet up with them again. She felt a sense of renewal and happiness, knowing she had made new friends and had a great time without the movie club.

Eventually, Nisha decided to head back home, feeling content with how her night had turned out. Returning to her apartment, she thought about Paresh and Celina again. She realized it had been a while since she had spoken to them and made a mental note to call them soon. With a smile on her face, Nisha entered her apartment, feeling grateful for the unexpected turn her night had taken. She knew life was full of surprises and was ready to embrace them all.

The following day, Nisha woke up to the sound of birds chirping outside her window. She stretched her arms and legs, feeling fully rested and rejuvenated after a good night's sleep. The sun was just starting to peek through the curtains, casting a warm glow on her face. She smiled to herself, excited for the day ahead.

Nisha stood before her mirror, running her hands over the soft, silky fabric of her favorite dress as she hummed along to the band No Doubt's "Just a girl" a broad smile spread across her face. She knew today would be a good day; she could feel it in her bones.

She carefully traced her eyeliner with a steady hand, adding a touch of drama to her eyes. A quick dab of blush on her cheeks gave her a healthy, radiant glow. As she studied herself in the mirror, she couldn't help but let out a little laugh. "I am looking hot!" she exclaimed, feeling a surge of confidence.

Taking a deep breath, she exhaled slowly, letting go of any lingering doubts or worries. She was ready to take on the day, to tackle whatever challenges lay ahead. With a final glance in the mirror, she grabbed her bag and headed out the door with a smile and a sense of purpose in her heart. 

When she arrived at work, her colleagues noticed a difference in her demeanor. She walked with a spring in her step, her smile infectious. Even Prashant Basu, who was known for his dry humor and sarcasm, couldn't help but comment on her happy mood. "Someone's in a good mood today," he joked.

Nisha laughed, feeling grateful for the positive energy surrounding her. She was excited to be working on a photobook for a prestigious client - a new airport construction project in Kolkata. The project was essential to the publishing company. Nisha wanted to ensure that the photobook was a masterpiece that perfectly captured the essence of the airport's design, construction, and aesthetics.

Nisha leaned closer to Prashant, pulling up some pictures on her laptop. "I was thinking we could start with a few wide-angle shots of the airport's exterior," she said. "We could really capture the scale and grandeur of the building."

Prashant nodded; his eyes fixed on the images on her screen. "That's a great idea," he said. "But what about the interior? How are we going to showcase the unique features of the terminal?"

Nisha thought for a moment, tapping her chin with her finger. "I was thinking we could do a mix of candid shots and posed compositions," she said. "We could have some shots of passengers waiting in line, some shots of the staff at work, and some staged shots of models in the airport's retail and dining areas."

Prashant raised an eyebrow. "Staged shots?" he asked. "I don't know if that's really going to capture the airport's authenticity."

Nisha nodded, taking in his feedback. "You're right," she said. We should focus more on the candid shots, then. That way, we can capture the airport's energy and atmosphere."

Prashant smiled, impressed by her willingness to get feedback, and adapt her approach. "I like that idea," he said. "And for the technical side of things, we can use a mix of camera models and lenses to get the best possible shots."

Nisha grinned, feeling energized and inspired by their collaboration. "Exactly," she said. "With the right equipment and the right approach, we can create a photobook that truly shows the beauty and uniqueness of this airport. “Nisha was thrilled to collaborate with Prashant, whom she respected for his creativity and technical expertise. Together, they made a great team, bouncing ideas off each other and refining their approach to the project.

As they worked, Nisha felt a sense of pride and purpose. She knew that this photobook was more than just a project; it represented the hard work and dedication of the people who built the airport. Nisha was determined to put in her best effort and create a photo book that would truly capture the beauty and innovation of the airport.

As Nisha worked on the photobook project, her mind drifted back to her college days and memories of Paresh. They had been close friends, but Nisha had always secretly harbored feelings for him. However, she had never been able to muster the courage to tell him, and eventually, he started dating Celina, one of her best friends and her roommate.

Nisha tried to push these thoughts aside and focus on her work, but they kept creeping back into her mind. She wondered if Paresh and Celina were happy together. She felt a pang of jealousy and regret, wishing she had spoken up about her feelings when she had the chance.

As the day went on, Nisha's emotions started to get the better of her. She struggled to concentrate on the project, and her work started to suffer. Prashant noticed that she seemed distracted and asked if everything was okay.

Nisha hesitated momentarily before finally confiding in Prashant about her feelings for Paresh. "I just can't stop thinking about him," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "It's like every time I try to focus on my work; my mind just wanders back to him."

Prashant listened patiently, nodding sympathetically as she spoke. When she was finished, he touched her shoulder and said, "It's natural to have feelings for someone, Nisha. We've all been there. But it's important to accept the reality of the situation and move on."

Nisha looked up at him, her eyes wide with surprise. "Move on?" she repeated. "But how can I just forget about him?"

"You don't have to forget about him," Prashant said gently. "But you can't let your emotions get in the way of your career. You're talented, Nisha, and you have so much potential. You can't let something like this hold you back."

Nisha thought about his words for a moment, considering his advice. Finally, she nodded slowly. "You're right," she said. "I can't let this stop me from doing what I love. I need to focus on my work and put my emotions aside."

Prashant smiled at her, giving her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "That's the spirit," he said. "You're going to do great things, Nisha. I know it."

But lurking in the depths of her heart, Nisha still harbored intense emotions for Paresh. She had attempted to bury them, but the roots of her feelings remained entrenched and unyielding, like a heavy presence weighing on her soul.

As the day drew close, Nisha's thoughts swirled in conflicting emotions of hope and heartbreak. She couldn't shake off the feeling of losing Paresh to her best friend Celina, replaying memories of their past in her mind on the taxi ride home.
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