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Dedication

For those who loved deeply,

left quietly,

and carried the weight of what was never finished.

This is for the hearts that almost let go—

and for the courage it takes to stay.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

This story may contain emotional themes that reflect illness, loss, and personal struggle. Reader discretion is advised.
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Some love stories are loud.

Others are unfinished.

Almost Letting Go is a story about love that returns when it is least expected, and truth that arrives long after silence has settled. It explores what happens when two people are given a second chance—not to rewrite the past, but to finally understand it.

This is not a story about perfect timing or easy endings.

It is about choosing presence over fear, honesty over comfort, and love without guarantees.

Sometimes, letting go is not the bravest thing we do.

Sometimes, staying is.
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Chapter 1 – The Message That Shouldn’t Have Arrived
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The rain had a way of making memories louder.

It slid down the glass of Aayan’s window in uneven lines, blurring the city into something softer, almost forgiving. London looked kinder through rain—edges dulled, colours muted, people reduced to silhouettes moving with purpose. From the thirty-second floor of his flat, the streets felt distant, unreal, like a life happening somewhere else.

He liked it that way.

Aayan stood motionless, one hand wrapped around a ceramic mug that had long since stopped giving off warmth. The coffee had gone cold, bitter at the bottom, but he hadn’t taken a sip in several minutes. His thoughts had drifted again—uninvited, unwelcome, yet achingly familiar.

Mornings like this always did it.

Quiet mornings.

The kind that didn’t demand his attention. The kind that left space for memories to wander back in without permission.

He had built his life carefully around avoiding those spaces.

He told himself he hadn’t thought about her in a long time.

It was a lie he had practised until it almost sounded like the truth.

Outside, a bus splashed through a puddle, soaking the pavement and earning a startled laugh from a passer-by. Aayan watched the scene unfold and disappear within seconds, envy flickering through him.

Some moments ended when they were supposed to.

Others stayed.

He pressed his forehead lightly against the cold glass. The chill grounded him, reminded him where he was. Thirty-two years old. Successful by most standards. A respected consultant. Independent. Stable.

Complete.

That was the word people liked to use.

Yet beneath his ribs sat a quiet, persistent hollow—a space time had failed to fill. He had tried, in his own ways. New routines. New ambitions. Brief relationships that ended politely, carefully, without anyone asking too many questions.

He had never let anyone get close enough to ask the wrong ones.

The rain carried a scent with it—clean, sharp, unmistakable.

It pulled him backward without warning.

Another morning. Another city. Another version of himself.

“You feel things too deeply, Aayan.”

Her voice arrived with the memory, soft and amused.

“One day, it will hurt you.”

He swallowed, jaw tightening.

She had said it with a smile, brushing her hair behind her ear, sunlight catching in her eyes. She hadn’t meant it as a warning. Just an observation.

She had been right anyway.

Maira.

He rarely spoke her name now. Names had power. Hers carried weight—eight years of unanswered questions, unfinished sentences, and a love that had never been granted a proper ending.

He set the mug down on the windowsill, untouched, and exhaled slowly.

It had been eight years.

Eight years since she had walked out of his life without explanation.

Eight years since silence had replaced certainty.

Eight years since he had learnt that love didn’t always end with goodbye. Sometimes, it ended with absence.

His phone vibrated behind him.

Once.

He ignored it.

He had learnt that most interruptions were unnecessary. Emails could wait. Messages could be returned later. His mornings were his—carefully structured, deliberately quiet.

The phone vibrated again.

He remained still, eyes fixed on the rain.

A third vibration followed, longer this time, insistent.

Something inside him shifted—an old instinct, a faint unease.

With a resigned breath, Aayan turned and picked up the phone from the table.

Unknown Number.

His brow furrowed.

He rarely answered unfamiliar calls or messages. Unexpected conversations had a habit of complicating things. And complications, he had discovered, were often just pain wearing a different name.

He hesitated, then unlocked the screen.

A message appeared.

I don’t know if this is still your number.

His breath caught.

The words were ordinary. Polite. Harmless.

And yet something about them tightened his chest.

The rhythm of the sentence felt... familiar.

Another message followed before he could dismiss the thought.

I wouldn’t have reached out... but I saw your name today.

The room seemed to tilt slightly, as though the ground beneath him had shifted without warning.
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