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For the ones who loved deeply, even when it cost everything.



Author’s Note

This story is written for those who believe that not all love stories are meant to end happily.

Some loves exist to transform us, not to stay.

Some connections are too powerful to fit within the rules of the world.

A Curse Written in Your Name is a story about memory, fate, and the quiet pain of loving someone you were never meant to keep. It explores the idea that love does not lose its meaning simply because it ends.

I invite you to read this slowly.

Feel it.

Let it linger.

— Kavi Chakraborty
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The Night My Name Changed Everything
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I always knew when the world was about to shift.

The air grew heavier, as if it were holding its breath. Not enough to alarm anyone else—just enough for me to feel it settle into my bones. Time slowed, stretching thin, like a warning whispered too quietly to hear.

That night, the moon hung low over the city, pale and watchful. It didn’t glow the way it usually did. It hovered, as if it already knew what was coming and had decided to stay.

I heard my name before I saw him. Not spoken aloud.

Not shouted or called. Felt.

It echoed deep inside my chest, the way it had in dreams I could never fully remember—dreams I always woke from breathless, my heart racing, my body aching with a grief that had no clear source.

I stopped walking.

My fingers curled instinctively, nails pressing into my palm as a chill moved through me. Some part of me knew that once I turned around, nothing would feel the same again.

When I finally did, he was already there.

Standing across the street, half-shadowed beneath a flickering streetlight. Tall. Still. Watching me as if he had been waiting—not just for minutes or hours, but for something far older.

The world narrowed to the space between us.

When our eyes met, something ancient cracked open inside me.

Fear. Recognition. Love.

All at once.

My breath caught painfully in my throat. I knew that look. I had known it in other faces, other lifetimes. I had known it in endings that never truly ended.

He looked just as shaken. Confused. Drawn toward me against his will, as though an invisible thread had tightened around his chest.

He took a step forward—then stopped.

And then he did the one thing he was never supposed to do. He whispered my name.

The sound of it tore through the night.
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The wind howled, sudden and furious. Streetlights flickered overhead. Pain ripped through my veins like fire, hot and merciless, forcing a sharp gasp from my lips.

He staggered back, clutching his head. Color drained from his face.

“I... I’m sorry,” he said, voice unsteady. “I don’t know why I said that. I don’t even know you.”

I almost laughed.

As if not knowing me had ever stopped him before.

“I know,” I said quietly. And somehow, that was the truth. Not like this.

Not here.

Not in this lifetime.

The word lifetime sent another ache through my chest—older, deeper than fear.

“You don’t know me,” he repeated, more firmly now, as if convincing himself. “I’ve never seen you before.”

A lie.

Not spoken—lived.

“I should go,” he muttered. “Whatever that was... it was nothing. Just a mistake.”
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A mistake.

The word cut sharper than I expected.

I wanted to stop him. To tell him everything. To say that this wasn’t random, that nothing about this was accidental. That his voice had crossed time and space and pulled something open that had never fully healed.

But I said nothing.

Because I had said it before.

And I remembered how it always ended.

He stepped back. Then another. His gaze lingered on my face, confusion mixing with something like regret—as if some part of him already sensed what he was leaving behind.

“Take care,” he said softly.

And then he turned and disappeared into the dark.

The city resumed its rhythm almost immediately—distant traffic, a door slamming somewhere, laughter drifting from an unseen balcony. Life continued, indifferent and unbothered, as if the universe hadn’t just shifted on its axis.

My legs finally gave out.
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I sank onto the cold curb, wrapping my arms around myself as the aftershocks hit. My hands trembled. My breath came uneven, shallow and sharp.

This was happening again.

I closed my eyes, and memories pressed in—fragmented and incomplete. Faces without names. Hands slipping from mine. Promises spoken in places that no longer existed.

Always him. Always me. Always an ending.

The curse never announced itself with thunder or prophecy. It lived quietly—in repetition. In recognition. In love that refused to stay buried.

I pressed my forehead against my knees. “How many times?” I whispered.

The night, as always, offered no answer.
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Later That Night

I didn’t remember walking home.

Only the sound of the door clicking shut behind me—too loud in the silence of my apartment. I leaned against it, heart pounding, half-expecting something to follow me inside.
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