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If you have ever loved someone quietly and deeply...

If she never saw you that way...

If she treated you as just a friend — maybe even called you her best friend — while you hid a thousand unspoken feelings behind a smile...

If she were everything to you, but you were only someone to her...

Then this book is for you.

This book is dedicated to someone unforgettable — so special that no name could ever truly capture her essence...
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“The one without a name”
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"You can’t wish someone to love you back."



This is a story between two souls, one, like moonlight, soft and constant, and the other, unnamed, unforgettable, both bound by a silence louder than love.
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[First-person perspective]
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One day, I was sitting in my room, Books open, pages half-read,







Mind knotted in formulas and fading facts, studying for an exam that felt larger than life...

And then, the lights went out suddenly. A crack of thunder split the silence, sharp and aching.










Its echo didn’t stop at my ears,

It reached the quiet, hollow corners of me I’ve long avoided.

It wasn’t just thunder; it was a memory, veiled in lightning and ache.

I wanted to stop myself, but I couldn’t.

It was beyond me.

And I just kept sinking, deeper and deeper, into her memories...

I had always missed her —

Not as if a moment had slipped away, but as if she were a part of my every breath.









And

Somewhere in the corners of my hope, I believed...

One day, our paths would cross again. And when they did, maybe—just maybe-the universe would be kind, and everything would finally be okay.







But this time...

That thunder didn’t just echo — it revealed something I never wanted to face.

A possibility I had always avoided... What if she’s truly gone?













––––––––
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What if she never comes back into my life again?

And before I could stop them, my tears began to fall quietly, helplessly...

I reached for my phone, hands shaking with a quiet desperation.

I typed a message — simple, honest, hopeful.

Then tried to call, one last time.

But for my silly mistakes, I was blocked...

From everywhere.

Not just from her contact list, but from her world....

––––––––
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For a while, I just stared at the screen.

As if hoping it would change, hoping she’d somehow unblock the space between us. But nothing moved. No reply. No ringing.

Just me...

Sometimes, it’s not distance or fate that keeps people apart,

It’s a silly mistake. A careless word. A moment we didn’t think would matter.

But to them, it did.

Sometimes, we hurt someone so deeply without realising it,

That they’re too scared to come back... Even if they still care...

––––––––
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I cried the whole night. Not because she left —

But because I finally understood why.

Memories of her flashed before my eyes like a reel I couldn’t pause.

We never met in reality.

We just found each other — two strangers colliding on social media.

But her messages...

her voice, her laughter, her silly little jokes, they felt more real than anything I ever

Touched.

And now, all of it played in front of me, as if time had folded in on itself.

––––––––
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One moment, I was smiling at those memories, and the very next, I was breaking down.

Crying for the mistakes I made. For not understanding her when it mattered. It all felt so close, like it was just yesterday.

I don’t know when I drifted off to sleep while crying. When I woke up the next morning, a thought crossed my mind—she had once mentioned a friend of hers. Out of her two close friends, I could only remember the name of one.

I searched for her on social media. After a while, I found her and sent a friend request. I messaged her, asking about the one I truly wanted to reach. I told her to please reconnect us somehow. She agreed.

Soon, my number was unblocked, and we exchanged a few words. It felt like everything was finally going to be okay.

The next day, she called me. I picked up.

She told me about something that had just happened near her college—an incident that changed everything...

––––––––
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I was overwhelmed with emotion in that moment, barely able to hold myself together.

After four long months, we were finally able to talk again.
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