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A Voice Note Between Strangers

One message. A thousand voice notes. A love they were never ready for.
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Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and incidents portrayed in this story are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner for storytelling purposes. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, organizations, places, or events is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Some elements of the story may reflect emotions, experiences, or situations that are common in real life. These elements are presented solely as part of a fictional narrative and should not be interpreted as factual accounts of real individuals or events.

The views, thoughts, and opinions expressed by the characters belong solely to the characters within the story and do not necessarily reflect those of the author.

This book is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Aarav

Some voices stay with you longer than people do.

Even after years pass.

Even after life moves forward with new cities, new routines, and responsibilities that slowly fill your days.

Sometimes, late at night, when the world becomes quiet, I still remember the first time I heard her voice.

Not during a call.

It was a voice note.

Short. Casual. Almost meaningless at the time.

Paraul and I didn’t meet the way most love stories begin.

There was no grand coincidence.

No dramatic moment.

Just a random friend request.

A strange message.

And a conversation that somehow lasted nine hours.

After that came the voice notes.

Hundreds of them.

Late-night talks. Random pictures. Long silences. Distance.

For a long time we kept telling ourselves it was simple.

Just two strangers talking.

But some conversations don’t end when people stop talking.

They just wait.

Sometimes for years.

And ours began with a message I almost didn’t send.

Error 404.

“Every unforgettable connection begins the same way—

with a message that once felt too small to matter.”
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Chapter 1 — The Friend Request
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Aarav

The strange thing about certain stories is that they begin long before you realize they’ve started.

At the time, it felt like nothing.

Just another quiet night in a small hill town.

Just another moment spent scrolling through a phone screen because sleep hadn’t arrived yet.

If someone had told me that night that a single friend request would eventually turn into one of the most confusing and meaningful connections of my life...

I probably wouldn’t have believed them.

Because that night felt completely ordinary.

Averna was quiet the way hill towns usually are after sunset.

The kind of quiet where the world feels slower than everywhere else.

Cold air slipped through the half-open balcony door of my apartment, carrying the smell of pine trees and distant wood smoke. The mountains around the town had already disappeared into darkness, leaving only scattered lights glowing across the hills like tiny stars.

Most cafés had closed.

Most people had gone home.

But I was still awake.

I usually was.

Work had a habit of stretching late into the night when you were a product designer. Deadlines didn’t care about time zones, and creative work rarely followed normal schedules.

My laptop screen glowed in the dim room, filled with half-finished interface designs.

But my attention had drifted somewhere else.

My phone.

Scrolling had become a habit.

Not because I was looking for anything.

Just because it was easier than sitting alone with my thoughts.

That was when her profile appeared.

I don’t remember exactly how.

Maybe a suggested account.

Maybe someone connected to locations around Averna.

The algorithm works in strange ways.

Normally I would scroll past.

But something about this profile made my thumb pause.

Her name was Paraul.

The profile picture caught my attention in a way I couldn’t immediately explain.

It was a black-and-white mirror selfie.

She was standing in front of a tall wardrobe mirror in what looked like a hostel room. The mirror divided the reflection into two quiet halves—one side showing a patterned cupboard door, the other revealing part of a bed behind her.

Her phone covered her face completely.

Only her hair was visible, falling loosely around her shoulders, slightly messy as if the photo hadn’t been planned at all. A few strands curved along the edge of the phone, moving just enough to suggest the moment had been captured quickly.
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