
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Playing with Dreams

From Ruin to Resilience: A Journey of Love and Survival



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Manoranjan Ghoshal
























[image: ]




Copyright © 2025 by Manoranjan ghoshal

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For more information, visit:

Email: ghoshalmanoranjan@gmail.com 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Book Description

[image: ]




Playing with Dreams is a heart-wrenching and powerful tale of survival, resilience, and the unpredictable tides of fate.

Reena Brown, born into affluence and admiration, sees her golden life shatter in an instant. As her family’s empire collapses under the weight of hidden debts and tragedy, Reena is thrust from privilege to pavement, battling the cruelty of society and the predatory eyes of opportunists. But this is not just a story of loss—it's a story of rebirth.

Fighting through betrayal, poverty, and mental scars, Reena dares to dream again. From sleeping on footpaths to walking into corporate corridors, she transforms her sorrow into strength. Along the way, she encounters Tapas—a charming but troubled man whose love seems genuine, but whose past and intentions are shrouded in shadow.

Will love save Reena, or will it test her strength one more time?

Playing with Dreams is a gripping, emotional journey that explores the harsh realities faced by women, the sharp divides of society, and the indomitable spirit it takes to rise from ruin. A deeply human story that reminds us: even in the darkest nights, dreams still flicker with hope.
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To

every woman who has fought in silence,

who has walked through fire and still dared to dream—

this story is yours.

And to my readers,

who believe in stories that echo truth and awaken hope—

thank you for letting Reena’s voice reach your heart.

— Manoranjan Ghoshal



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface
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Life rarely follows the script we imagine. It twists and turns, often without warning—throwing us from light into shadow, from dreams into despair. Playing with Dreams was born from this truth.

This story is a mirror to the silent struggles and quiet resilience of those who lose everything, yet still find the courage to rise. It follows Reena Brown, a girl who once lived a life of comfort, only to be cast into a world of survival, betrayal, and unspoken pain. But hers is not just a tale of tragedy—it is one of strength, love, and the indomitable human spirit.

Through Reena, I have tried to portray not only the harshness of life but also the hidden beauty of perseverance and hope. Every challenge she faces is a reminder that even when dreams are shattered, they can be rebuilt—stronger, deeper, and more meaningful.

I offer this novel to all who have ever fallen, and to those who dared to rise again. May you find a part of yourself in Reena’s journey.

— Manoranjan Ghoshal
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To the Reader
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Thank you for picking up Playing with Dreams. This story is more than fiction—it’s a reflection of the unseen battles many face in silence. Reena’s journey is not just hers; it belongs to anyone who has ever felt lost, broken, or forgotten.

As you turn these pages, I hope you find moments that touch your heart, stir your soul, and remind you of your own strength. Life is unpredictable, but dreams—no matter how distant—always hold the power to lead us forward.

I am honored to share this journey with you.

With gratitude,

Manoranjan Ghoshal
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'Reena Brown'

Doesn't the name sound familiar?

No. Not Reena Brown from Saptapadi. ​​

However, her parents were inspired by Suchitra Sen's performance in the movie Saptapadi and chose that name for their daughter. 

Now she is the heroine of our story. A real character you seemed. 

She was born in a respectable family. She studied in a good school. She completed her studies at St. Lawrence School and was about to join a college. 

As she entered the house with the admission form for St. Xavier's College in her hand, she received news that her father was lying in a bed at Bellevue Nursing Home, fighting with death.

A while ago, she had gone to St. Xavier's College with her father in his car. Standing on the gravel road of the college, she touched her father's hand on her head and took his blessings. Such news came to her shortly after.

Throwing the small bag on his shoulder on the sofa, he also left the house after his mother, clenching his teeth.

He asked his mother with a very shocked emotion. "What happened? Did you find out anything?"

His mother said-"He was sitting on the office chair, slumped over. The janitor saw him and called everyone to the nursing home and sent me the news. 

I was about to leave when you arrived." The two looked at each other with a momentary pity and concern on their faces and lowered their heads.

His mother saw tears in Reena's eyes. 

"No my child, no. Don't cry. Don't cry. This society is very selfish. They won't waste a moment to take advantage of your weakness. "Besides, I am here." 

Saying this, he took a step towards her and wiped the tears from her daughter's eyes with his handkerchief.

The driver opened the front door and stood in the car. The two quickly got inside and sat down. He closed the door and started driving. 

The car sped away and arrived at Bellevue Nursing Home in no time.

The manager and several office staff were standing in front of the emergency gate. 

Reena's mother saw them and got out of the car and asked the manager, "How is he now?"

"He hasn't regained consciousness yet. Doctor Babu said the danger is not over yet. 

He can't say right now whether he will be able to resist the injury or not." The manager addressed the words to Madam.

Hearing the words from the manager, Reena and her mother's faces became completely pale. Reena was about to cry, when her mother gestured to her. 

No. Not even a breath. Lest everyone can take advantages of their weakness, so she shouldn't be weak.

The whole day passed in their nursing home. The doctors couldn't give any news. The night was also going to pass. 

Various worries in their minds were not letting them rest. That's why they couldn't even return home.

The two of them were sitting in the car, waiting for some news. 

Towards the end of the night, they received good news that he had regained consciousness. 

If anyone in the family wanted to meet him, they could meet him at this time. That would give him a greater chance of regaining his consciousness.

The mother, daughter, and manager went inside together to meet him. His wife and daughter were sitting on either side of the bed, holding his two hands. Mr. Brown's fingers were moving but he couldn't open his eyes.

The daughter a drop of tear suddenly fell on his hand. It was like telepathy. He opened his eyes as the drop of that girl's tear fell on his hand for a moment. He closed his eyes for the time being. A light stream of blood came out of his nose.

Miss Brown and Mrs. Brown burst into tears. Not only the grief of losing her husband. 

A deep pain of losing everything began to awaken feelings in her mind. Mrs. Brown knew the secret of that business.

Mr. Brown was burdened with debt and could no longer control himself. Sometimes he felt a pain in his chest. Mrs. Brown could not understand that the pain would snatch his life away in such a short time.

Mr. Brown was buried. Along with this, it was as if the two living mother and daughter were buried alive.

Mrs. Brown did not know that Mr. Brown was deeply in debt. Besides, opportunistic people will make good use of their time. They also took advantage of that opportunity to turn ten rupees into ten thousand. One by one, they rushed to collect the debts owed to their homes.

Mr. Brown & Brown Company. A renowned company is in Kolkata, but Business all over the country. 

Money is good. It used to be better earlier. It has been going a little slow lately. Mr. Brown has had to face a big loss.

He had to take a big loan to keep the company running. Mrs. Brown knows all about it. That is why Mr. Brown often gets a little worried these days. Maybe that is why his health is not doing well.

Miss Reena Brown. She is only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Brown and the only boss of future of the Brown & Brown Company.

Mr. and Mrs. Brown are big fans of Suchitra Sen great actress of Bengali movie. Impressed by Suchitra Sen's performance in Saptapadi, they named their only daughter Reena. 

Here she is the heroine or main character of our story.

She has just turned eighteen now.

She is not informed about anything in her life. She only concentrates on her studies. She goes from home to college in a big car. And that car brings her home.

Today she has come to college in a big car. Her father has come to work in Shyam Bazar. So they both came from home in the same car. They live in a four-storey house in a glittering four-storey house on James Long Sarani in Behala, South Kolkata.

While getting out of the car, Mr. Brown gave his daughter a loving kiss on the forehead and said bye-bye to the college and left for his work.

Extremely beautiful she is looking. Modern. Smart Reena, wearing a jeans top, got out of her father's car and walked slowly into the college. Just like in a movie.

Like the heroine of R.

Her temper is not bad. Like the only daughter of a noble family, but not chaotic or bad-tempered.

She never thought for a moment that the man called Baba would be her companion for only a short while. This was her last living encounter. He would leave her forever in the afterlife. He would never return like this.

We are hopeful. We think we will return to this land again. But no one knows whether we will actually return or not. It is true that whoever goes does not return.

The person whose hand she had held in college a while ago. Now he is no more! The man seemed to have evaporated like camphor. The bright sunny day in front of the house was swallowed by the new moon and he felt relieved.

Although his mother Mrs. Brown knew a little about the worldly affairs, she knew nothing. How did such a big business run? Where were his pillars and ghosts?

Even after Mr. Brown died, Mrs. Brown did not let Reena know a single word about his advantages and disadvantages. 

She thought that she would handle everything herself. She was not supposed to know in advance that fate had something else in store for her.

Gradually, the pillars of her business empire started to be uprooted one by one in the stormy wind. As if an unwanted eclipse swallowed her sun-like empire of happiness within a few days. 

She could not understand that her husband was so deeply in debt to the society.

Day by day, the pressure of creditors kept increasing. Where to do what? How to handle all this? She became increasingly desperate. 

She was forced to hand over her car, house, business, wealth and property to the creditors one by one. Due to debt, the mother and daughter had to stand on the road one by one.

One by one, everything was gone. The roof over her head, the ornaments and even the expensive clothes she was wearing had to be given to them. 

Where would she go now, having lost everything? Who would let them stay? With deep thoughts in her mind, she took refuge on the footpath.

Meanwhile, a friend of Mr. Brown's heard all this news. He came and found the two of them.

For a few days, they were at peace. 

However, Reena's education was stopped. Eating two handfuls of food a day and doing household chores were her daily chores. 

Mrs. Brown knows her education and is also quite beautiful. Her friend put her to work in the office.

The days are turning into reality for Mrs. Brown Rita like a story. She is the only daughter of her parents.

After her father's death, she had brought her mother to her. At that time, she had sold her father's property and poured everything into the petrol business. The business was also flourishing day by day. He did not know when? How? Why the business had become so hollow inside.

Petro did not tell him anything in particular about that. Perhaps he would have been unnecessarily upset. Petro did not want to put an extra burden on his head. It might have been better if he had. Then he could have been careful in advance for today. Mr. Brown, i.e. Petro, loved him very much. That is why he did not let him understand anything.

Sitting in the office, Rita, i.e. Mrs. Brown, was lost in thought.

Just then, Pan called her from the side.

"Rita, come in."

Mr. Brown, i.e. Petro, and this Pan were long-time friends. They studied at the same college. Rita was two years their junior. 

Both of them loved her at the same time. Rita, however, liked Petro and made him her life partner.

Pan was very unhappy in his heart. But for the sake of friendship, he had suppressed that anger in his mind. 
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