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About the Author
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HASNAIN MUAVIA is a software engineer who writes from lived emotion. He moves between logic and vulnerability, code and confession. He spends his days solving systems and his nights untangling feelings that have no debugger and no clean output.

He writes under the pen name Hassu.M. This is his first book. It is also his most honest one.

This is not a story he invented. It is a story he survived.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A Note Before You Begin
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THIS BOOK IS WRITTEN in the second person. The word 'you' in these pages is addressed to one person. She knows who she is. Or maybe she does not. That is fine too.

Everything in this story is real. The university, the bike, the plot of land, the passport, the freelancing account with her name still on it, the rooftop, the song, the lap, the hands, the unborn daughter, the lawn with tea, the white hair and the old age that never came together.

All of it was a plan. All of it was a wish. All of it was already real inside one person's heart before the other person even agreed to it.

This book is not angry. It is not bitter. It is only heartbroken.

And heartbreak, when it is honest, is the closest thing to love that is left.
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Chapter One
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The Day the Families Said Yes
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THE DAY YOU WENT BACK home, I did not know it would feel like this.

I thought it was temporary. I thought the distance was just a few hours of road between two houses, not the beginning of a distance that would never fully close again. I stood there after you left and the air felt different. Not empty exactly. More like something had shifted quietly without asking permission.

But then something happened that made my heart feel like it had been given wings. My family visited your house. Our families sat together, talked together, and looked at us the way families do when they already know what they are agreeing to before they even say the words.

They agreed about us.

I want you to understand what those words meant to me. I am not a person who uses feelings carelessly. I had never brought anyone home in my mind the way I brought you. I had never saved money with someone's name attached to the reason. I had never made plans and let another person live inside every single one of them. But you were different. You had always been different. And when our families sat in that room and looked at each other with that quiet understanding, something inside me became very still and very certain.

This was real now. It was not just mine. It was ours.

And I kept thinking, if you had stayed. If you had not gone back that day. If the road between us had not stretched itself out so suddenly. Our last semester at university would not have been the way it became. It would have been something completely different.

It would have been ours.

*  *  *  
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I USED TO THINK ABOUT what that semester could have looked like. Not with the heaviness I carry now, but with the lightness of something you are still walking toward. We would have sat in the same classes, complained about the same deadlines, eaten lunch in the same corner of the cafeteria where the noise was not too much but enough to feel alive.
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