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To those who loved deeply,

waited silently,

and still chose to remember gently.

And to the ones who remain—

carrying love forward

in the smallest details.
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This book is a work of fiction inspired by emotional truths. While certain experiences, feelings, and situations may feel real or familiar, all characters, events, and dialogues have been fictionalized for storytelling purposes.

Names, locations, and circumstances have been altered to protect privacy. Any resemblance to real individuals or events is unintentional.

This story is meant to explore love, loss, and healing—not to provide medical, psychological, or professional advice.
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Love doesn’t always announce itself loudly.

Sometimes, it arrives in pauses, in waiting, in messages typed and erased. It grows in shared silences and survives in memories long after circumstances change.

Love In The Smallest Details is a story about that kind of love—the kind that lives quietly but leaves a lasting mark. It explores connection across distance, the fragility of timing, and the painful truth that love alone does not always protect us from loss.

This is not just a romance.

It is a reflection on how love shapes who we become—even after goodbye.

As you turn these pages, you may find pieces of your own story hidden within these moments. If you do, know this: love that was real never truly disappears.

It stays.

In memory.

In habit.

In the smallest details.
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Chapter 1: When It All Began 
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Darjeeling never woke up all at once.

It unfolded slowly, like a secret it wasn’t in a hurry to share. The mist clung to the hills as though afraid of letting go, sliding gently over the tea gardens, softening the sharp edges of the world. Morning bells from a distant monastery echoed faintly, low and calm, reminding the town to breathe.

Ananya stood by the narrow hostel window, wrapped in a thin shawl, holding a cup of tea between both hands. The ceramic was chipped near the rim, a small imperfection she had grown fond of. Steam rose lazily, fogging the glass, and she traced absent patterns with her fingertip—circles, half-hearts, lines that disappeared as quickly as they formed.

She liked that about mornings here.

Nothing demanded her attention.

Nothing rushed her.

At twenty, her life felt balanced in a quiet way. College lectures filled her afternoons, books filled her nights, and the early mornings belonged only to her. She studied English literature, not because it promised a career, but because words felt like home. Poems spoke to her when people didn’t. Stories made sense of emotions she couldn’t always name.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SIUAIN M.





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





