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© 2025Amit Sankhyan All Rights Reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced, duplicated, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise-without prior written permission from the author.

Recording, scanning, or storing this publication in any system is strictly prohibited unless written permission is obtained from the author.

The information, events, and emotions described in this book are presented truthfully for storytelling purposes. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real situations is coincidental unless otherwise stated. The author makes no guarantees regarding the completeness, accuracy, or applicability of the content.

Under no circumstances shall the author be held liable for any damages, losses, or consequences-direct or indirect-arising from the use, misuse, or interpretation of any content within this book.

All rights not expressly granted are reserved by the author.
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DISCLAIMER
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This novel is a work of fiction inspired by real events and emotions. Names, characters, places, and certain details have been changed or fictionalized to protect privacy. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events beyond this context is coincidental.

The story explores themes of heartbreak, emotional conflict, interfaith relationships, and personal mistakes as part of its narrative. It does not intend to promote or encourage harmful behaviour, abuse, or self-harm.

The characters belong to different cultural and religious backgrounds; however, their conflicts arise from individual circumstances and personal choices, not from any belief system, religion, caste, or community. No religion or culture is portrayed with disrespect or negative intent.

Some illustrations or visuals used in this book are symbolic and represent fictional memories or scenarios. They do not depict real individuals.

This book is intended for storytelling purposes only and should not be considered psychological, legal, or professional advice.

“Love can happen again.

But nothing promises it will stay.”
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PROLOGUE
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BOBO was never meant to be a word.

It was something said softly, almost carelessly, between two people who didn’t know yet how fragile they were. A private name. A sound that meant come closer. A way of feeling safe without asking why.

Some love stories don’t begin with sparks.

They begin with silence.

The kind of silence that exists inside people who have already survived too much - people who know how to live without asking life for more. People who have learned how to carry days without expecting them to change.

This story begins there.

Before promises.

Before mistakes.

Before love learned how dangerous it could be.

It begins with two people who didn’t know they were incomplete - not because they were broken, but because they had never been asked to look closely at themselves.

One of them believed strength meant endurance.

The other believed love meant adjustment.

Neither of them knew that love, when it finally arrives, does not ask permission.

It simply enters -

and rearranges everything you thought was safe.

This is not a story about forever.

It is a story about what happens when something feels real enough to change you - even if it doesn’t stay.

Read slowly.

Because some pages don’t hurt when you read them.

They hurt later - when you recognise yourself.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This book was not written to prove anything.

It does not take sides.

It does not decide who was right.

It does not punish or defend its characters.

It only tells the truth - gently, painfully, honestly.

Every emotion in these pages comes from places people rarely talk about:

the fear of being replaced,

the exhaustion of choosing between love and responsibility,

the damage caused by loving deeply without knowing how to love gently.

Some details have been changed.

Not to hide the truth - but to protect the people who lived it.

This is not a guide on how to love.

It is a record of what love does when people are unprepared for its weight.

If you find yourself judging a character, pause.

Ask what they were afraid of.

Because most harm in this story was not caused by cruelty -

but by fear trying to protect itself.

Read with empathy.

And if something hurts, let it.

Some stories are meant to be felt more than understood.
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CHAPTER 1 - Before Love Found Them
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Some people don’t learn how to live.

They learn how to survive.

They learn which emotions to show and which ones to swallow.

They learn when silence is safer than truth.

They learn how to smile in rooms where no one is asking the right questions.

From the outside, they appear stable.

From the inside, they are constantly adjusting-tightening, loosening, reshaping themselves so they don’t fall apart in public.

Amey was one of those people.

If you met him in a professional setting, you would never guess it. He walked into rooms with an ease that made people trust him immediately. His voice carried calm authority. He spoke clearly, listened patiently, and explained things in a way that made even difficult ideas feel manageable. Trainees liked him-not because he tried to impress them, but because he never made them feel small.

People relied on him.

Colleagues leaned on him.

Managers trusted him.

And Amey allowed it.

Because when people believe you are strong, they stop asking how you’re really doing. And that, to him, felt like safety.

Work gave him structure.

Routine.

Predictability.

Rooms where expectations were clear. Where he knew exactly who he had to be. Where no one asked him how he slept, or what kept him awake at night, or why silence followed him home.

At work, he was composed.

At work, he was in control.

What no one in those rooms knew was that Amey had already lost something that never came back.

Years ago, his father met with an accident.

The memory didn’t arrive as a single image-it existed as fragments. White hospital walls. The smell of disinfectant. Machines beeping in rhythms that felt unnatural. Chairs that were never meant for sleeping. Coffee that tasted like nothing.

Amey stayed.

Day after day.

Night after night.

He slept sitting up. Ate when someone reminded him. Watched his father breathe and convinced himself that staying awake somehow meant staying in control. That vigilance could prevent loss.
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