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            "Some hearts meet only once, yet their echoes last forever.

Even if the world pulls us apart, even if words fail, love will find a way to remember… us."
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Dedication / First Page
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This book is for someone very special.
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Every word, every story, every emotion in these pages comes from the heart— written for the one who taught me how to love, laugh, and dream.



––––––––

[image: ]



When we were together, you once told me to write a story, and this is that promise fulfilled—a journey of love, laughter, rainy nights, sunrise promises, and hearts that beat together.
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Even though these names are not ours, every moment, every feeling, every confession in these pages is real... a reflection of what I’ve felt and still feel.
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May these stories remind you of love’s magic, its joy, and its power to make hearts connect, no matter the distance.
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—Harry
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Shimla smelled like rain and pine that morning. Mist curled over the narrow streets, soft and cold, but fresh. Harman had his headphones in, music loud, lost in his own thoughts. He wasn’t thinking about anything in particular—just the usual chaos in his life. One wrong step later, and he walked straight into a stack of books at a small bookstore.






“OH MY GOD! Watch it, idiot!” A voice sharp but melodic cut through his music. Harman jumped, his heart skipping a beat.




He looked up. And froze.




There she was. Saanvi. Hair slightly damp from the mist, eyes wide and sparkling, and the faintest teasing smile playing on her lips. Books were scattered everywhere, and she looked both annoyed and amused.




“Sorry! I... I didn’t mean to—” Harman stammered, bending down to pick up the books.






“Clearly,” she said, hands on her hips, “or maybe you did it on purpose?”




Harman blinked. Did she just... tease him? He hadn’t expected that. Not the teasing, not the spark in her eyes, not the laugh that escaped her lips—soft, airy, addictive.




As he handed her the last book, their hands brushed. Just for a second. Electric. Warm. He felt it all the way down to his toes, a weird nervous warmth that made him both flustered and thrilled.




“Harman, right?” she asked suddenly, tilting her head, like trying to remember a puzzle piece.




“Uh... yes... and you are?” he asked, trying to sound casual, but his voice cracked a little.




“Saanvi.”




Her name sounded soft, important. Harman knew he would remember it forever.




They stood there awkwardly, surrounded by the faint smell of wet books and rain. Both aware of something shifting—a spark waiting to grow.




“Well, Saanvi, I guess I should... go before I break anything else,” he said, laughing nervously.






“Good idea,” she replied with a smirk, “but don’t disappear again. The books might miss you.”
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Harman laughed again, walking away, heart racing. When he glanced back, she was still smiling.
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As he walked home, every step felt lighter. He replayed her laugh, her teasing tone, the accidental brush of hands. He realized: he had just met someone unforgettable. And something told him this was only the beginning.
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The next few days, Shimla seemed smaller, almost as if the town itself was conspiring to make Harman and Saanvi run into each other. It started with the coffee shop near the hilltop library. Harman ordered his usual black coffee, trying to act casual, when he noticed a familiar figure sitting at the corner table, reading a book.
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Saanvi.
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She looked up, eyes widening slightly, and a playful smile spread across her face. “You again? Are you following me now?” she asked, closing her book slowly.






Harman laughed nervously, scratching the back of his head. “Only if you want me to,” he said with a grin.
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She rolled her eyes, but the corner of her mouth lifted into that teasing smile he couldn’t forget. They sat across from each other awkwardly for a few moments, neither quite knowing how to start a conversation.
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“So... you like books?” Harman asked finally, nodding at her open notebook.
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“Obviously,” she replied, smirking. “And apparently, I like bumping into strangers too.”
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Harman chuckled, feeling a little bold. “I guess I’m your favorite stranger then?”
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Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Maybe. But don’t let it go to your head.”
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Over the next hour, they talked about everything and nothing—favorite authors, rainy afternoons, Shimla streets, music that made their hearts feel lighter. Harman noticed the way her eyes crinkled when she laughed, the little twitches of her fingers when she was excited.

Saanvi noticed the way he tilted his head when he listened, how he remembered details she thought no one would.






Every accidental brush of hands, every shared smile, every small joke became a thread weaving them closer together. Harman felt something he hadn’t felt before— an electric pull toward someone who seemed to fit perfectly into the rhythm of his life.
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As they left the coffee shop together, rain began to fall softly. Neither of them ran for cover immediately. Instead, they walked slowly, the mist wrapping around them, their laughter mixing with the sound of raindrops on the cobblestone streets.
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Harman looked at Saanvi and thought, Maybe this is what happiness feels like. And for the first time in a long time, he didn’t want this moment to end.
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The morning sun had barely pierced through the mist when Harman found himself walking to his favorite café, the one tucked between two old stone buildings near the Mall Road. He was trying to convince himself that he just wanted a quiet coffee, nothing more. But the moment he saw her, his heart betrayed him.
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Saanvi was sitting by the window, sipping chai and scribbling in her notebook. Her hair was slightly damp from the morning mist, and a loose strand fell across her face. She looked mesmerizing. Harman couldn’t stop staring, even though he tried to act casual.
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As he approached, she noticed him and smiled. “Well, if it isn’t the coffee stalker himself,” she teased.






Harman laughed nervously. “I’m not stalking you. I just... happened to be here.”
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“Sure,” she said, taking a slow sip of her chai. “The universe must really like coincidences.”
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He sat across from her, their knees almost touching. Silence settled for a moment, filled only by the soft clatter of cups and the hum of the street outside. Then Saanvi tilted her head and studied him. “So... you always show up in my cafés uninvited?”
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“I prefer to think of it as fate,” Harman said with a grin.
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She laughed, and it made his chest tighten. He wanted to tell her everything, but words felt too heavy. Instead, he smiled and let the moment stretch, watching her laugh at the little things around them.






They talked for hours—music, books, rainy day activities, embarrassing childhood stories. Every laugh, every glance, every small brush of hands made Harman feel something new.
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At one point, Saanvi leaned forward and whispered, “You’re impossible to read sometimes. Are you always this mysterious?”
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Harman met her eyes. “Maybe. But only for you,” he said softly.
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Her cheeks flushed. She looked down at her notebook, pretending to write, but he noticed the faint smile on her lips. A tiny spark that told him she felt it too.
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When it was time to leave, rain had started falling lightly. Harman held the door open, and they walked together under a single umbrella, shoulders brushing, hands almost touching.
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Harman’s mind raced. Maybe this wasn’t just coincidence. Maybe the universe really was conspiring for them.
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Saanvi looked up at him, eyes sparkling. “You know,” she said, “this has been... nice. Unexpected, but nice.”






Harman smiled, heart thudding. “The best kind of nice,” he said. And for the first time, he let himself hope that this was the start of something unforgettable.
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Chapter 4 – Library Confessions
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The library smelled of old paper, polished wood, and a faint trace of rain that had seeped in from the misty streets outside. Harman had come to browse books for his project, but as soon as he stepped in, he spotted her. Saanvi, sitting at her favorite corner table, nose buried in a thick novel, hair loosely tied back with strands falling onto her face. She looked up and caught his gaze, a small smile tugging at her lips. That smile made his heart skip a beat.
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