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Dedication

To those who loved deeply, 

lost bravely, 

and chose themselves when staying meant disappearing. 

This book is for you. 




Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction created for literary and entertainment purposes only. Any emotional experiences, situations, or perspectives depicted are not intended to replace professional advice or guidance. 

The views expressed by characters are part of the narrative and do not necessarily reflect the views of the author. Readers are encouraged to seek appropriate support if the themes of love, loss, or emotional struggle resonate deeply on a personal level. 




Introduction

Love is rarely simple. 

It doesn’t break all at once—it fractures slowly, quietly, through moments we dismiss and emotions we avoid. The Breaking Point is a story about that slow unraveling. About two people who loved each other sincerely, yet struggled to meet in the same emotional space. 

This is not a story of villains or failures. 

It is a story of timing, fear, growth, and the courage it takes to choose yourself when love alone is no longer enough. 

At its heart, this book is about what happens after the fall—when silence replaces certainty, and healing begins without clear direction. It is about learning that endings can be beginnings, and that sometimes, breaking is what allows us to become whole. 
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Chapter 1: The Illusion of Forever

There is a particular kind of magic that lives at the beginning of love. It is quiet, intoxicating, and dangerously convincing. 

It makes forever feel reachable. 

For Aarav, love arrived without ceremony. No dramatic moment, no thunderbolt from the sky—just a slow, steady warmth that settled into his life and made itself at home. It came disguised as comfort. As laughter that didn’t require effort. As conversations that stretched late into the night without either of them noticing the time. 

Maya entered his world the way sunlight slips through an open window—gently, almost unnoticed, until everything felt warmer. 

They met during a season when neither of them was searching. That was part of the illusion. Love always feels truest when it arrives uninvited, when it catches two people unguarded and convinces them that fate, not timing, has intervened. 

At first, it was the small things. 

Shared coffees that turned into shared routines. Messages that began as casual check-ins and slowly became necessities. Aarav found himself reaching for his phone not out of habit, but out of instinct—wanting to know how her day had unfolded, whether she had eaten, whether she had laughed. 

Maya noticed it too, though she never said it out loud. How his presence felt steady. How the noise inside her head softened when he listened. How being with him didn’t demand performance—only honesty. 

They didn’t talk about love at first. They talked about everything else.

Music. Childhood memories. The strange fears people carried quietly into adulthood. They spoke about disappointments they rarely admitted to others, about dreams they were afraid to want too much. 

In those conversations, something invisible began to form—a fragile architecture of trust. 

Aarav had always believed love was loud. Passionate. Obvious. But this felt different. This felt calm. Safe. As though his heart had finally found a rhythm it didn’t need to fight.

That was the first lie love told him. 

The illusion of forever doesn’t announce itself as a lie. It wraps itself in reassurance. It says, This feels right. This feels easy. Nothing this gentle could ever break.

When they finally crossed the line from almost to certain, it didn’t feel like a leap. It felt inevitable. 

They didn’t declare it dramatically. There were no grand speeches. Just a moment— unremarkable to the outside world—where their hands found each other and neither pulled away. Where the silence between them shifted, thick with meaning. 

From that day on, they began using the language of permanence without realising it. 

Always.

We.

Someday.

Words that carried weight far beyond their syllables. 

Aarav noticed how quickly Maya became woven into his future. Plans adjusted themselves around her existence. Decisions began to include her by default. It felt natural—like breathing. 

Maya, too, started to imagine a life that extended beyond the present. Not in detailed visions, but in feelings. A sense of continuity. The comfort of knowing someone would be there tomorrow, and the day after that. 

They didn’t think of it as dependence. They called it connection.

Friends noticed the change before they did. 

“You seem settled,” someone told Aarav once.

He smiled, because it felt true. 

Settled sounded like peace. Like arrival. 

What no one ever warns you about is how fragile the idea of arrival really is. 

