
WE MET IN EVERY GOODBYE
A Love Story Written by Destiny, Guided by Mahadev & Blessed by Maa Parvati
"Some love stories are written by people  Ours was written by Destiny, guided by Mahadev, blessed by Maa Parvati, and lived by two hearts who kept finding each other after every goodbye "
— Aryan & Volsee 🕉️❤️

PROLOGUE
Some Stories Are Written Before They Begin
I don’t think our story began the day he proposed
Or the day we first spoke
Or even the day we followed each other on Instagram
I think our story began much earlier
Long before Canada
Long before long-distance calls
Long before airport reunions
Long before engagement rings
Long before wedding rituals
Long before we understood what love truly mean
Maybe it began when two children unknowingly crossed paths in a playgroup
Maybe it began when a little boy noticed a little girl with a unique name and golden hair and somehow remembered her years later
Or maybe it began even before that
Maybe Mahadev had already written our names beside each other somewhere in the universe, with Maa Parvati witnessing a love that would survive distance, silence, and time itself 
Because looking back now, nothing about us feels accidenta
Not the timing
Not the distance
Not the silence
Not even the years we spent apart
Everything feels like a chapter that was always meant to exist
Everything feels like destiny quietly moving pieces into place
And if there is one thing our story has taught me, it is this:
Sometimes love is not about finding the right person
Sometimes love is about finding the same person again and again 
until the timing finally becomes right 

The Long Route to Forever
If someone had told us years ago that one day we would stand side by side as husband and wife, we would have laughed
Not because we didn’t love each other
But because loving each other and ending up together felt like two completely different realities 
One felt possible
The other felt impossible
Ours was never a straight-line love story
It was a story of crossing paths and losing them
Of finding each other and letting go
Of holding on and being pulled apart
Of distance and destiny
Of hope and heartbreak existing in the same breath
There were conversations that lasted for hours…
and conversations that never got the ending they deserved
There were nights filled with prayers, silence, and unanswered questions
And there were years of waiting… so much waiting…that we began to believe this was the end 
We convinced ourselves that maybe God had written different futures for us 
Maybe one day he would belong to someone else
Maybe one day I would belong to someone else
Maybe we would become nothing more than a beautiful memory
A story that almost happened
A chapter that was never meant to continue
I still remember one conversation clearly
Aryan once said,
“It would be so perfect and so beautiful if we ended up together… but we can’t ”
At that time, we believed it 
We accepted it 
We grieved it 
Because we thought destiny had already decided for us 
What we didn’t know was that while we were mourning an ending,
God was quietly preparing a beginning 
Because sometimes destiny doesn’t say no
Sometimes it simply says,
“Not yet ”
And that is exactly what happened
Every goodbye became another return
Every ending became another beginning
Every distance became another way back to each other
Again
And again
And again
Until forever finally became a yes 

To the Reader
Before you turn these pages, you should know something important
This is not a story of perfect timing
This is not a story of instant lov
This is not a story where everything worked out easily
For most of our journey, nothing did
This is a story of distance
Of faith
Of heartbreak
Of waiting
Of family
Of timing
Of Mahadev
And above all…of destiny
Because if there is one truth Aryan and I learned, it is this:
Sometimes the right person enters your life at the wrong time
And sometimes God spends years preparing two hearts for a future only He can see
For years, we kept saying goodbye
For years, we kept believing it was the end
For years, we tried to become memories
But destiny had other plans
And this book is proof
Proof that some stories refuse to end
Proof that some souls are meant to find each other again and again until the timing finally aligns with forever
This is not the story of how we fell in love
This is the story of how love refused to leave 

DEDICATION
For Aryan,
The boy who became my greatest blessing
The boy who taught me that love is not measured by how easily two people find each other, but by how many times they choose each other after life gives them every reason not to
The boy who became my first love, my greatest heartbreak, my safest place, my longest prayer, and eventually my husband 
You are every version of my story
the beginning I didn’t understand,
the distance I feared,
the silence I survived,
and the forever I once thought I would never reach 
And yet, here we are 

For Mahadev and Maa Parvati,
Who held our story together in every chapter where we were too broken to hold it ourselves 
Who turned distance into direction, pain into patience, and endings into quiet beginnings 
This story exists because You never let it end 

A LETTER BEFORE YOU BEGIN
Dear Aryan,
If you are reading this, it means I finally gathered enough courage to write something I have carried in my heart for a long time—our story 
Not because it is perfect 
Not because it is extraordinary 
Not because it belongs in a book 
But because it belongs to us 
And because one day, when life becomes busy and memories begin to fade, I want us to remember who we were before we became husband and wife 
The strangers 
The friends 
The almost-lovers 
The versions who waited, cried, prayed, and still chose each other 
I want us to remember that love was not always easy 
Sometimes it was distance 
Sometimes it was silence 
Sometimes it was letting go 
Sometimes it was trusting God when nothing made sense 
And sometimes it was walking in circles just to realize destiny was quietly leading us home all along 
There are many love stories in this world 
But this one will always be my favorite 
Because it is ours 
Because every chapter brought me closer to you 
Because every goodbye became another hello 
Because every prayer became a blessing 
And because after everything, I still choose you 
Every day 
Every version 
Every lifetime 
Love,
Vols
PART I
BEFORE WE KNEW

Chapter One
The Boy Who Remembered
Somewhere in the Early 2001s
"Some people enter your life in a single moment  Some spend years quietly waiting for their chapter to begin "

Before there was an Aryan and Volsee 
Before there was Canada 
Before there were video calls stretching late into the night 
Before there were tears at airports 
Before there was a ring on my finger 
Before there was a wedding 
Before there was a forever 
There were simply two children 
Two children living completely separate lives 
Two children who had absolutely no idea that destiny had already written their names on the same page 

If I am being honest, I don't remember the beginning of our story 
At least not the way Aryan does 
And perhaps that is one of the most beautiful things about us 
Because where my memory begins, his memory begins much earlier 
Years later, during one of our endless conversations, Aryan casually told me something that completely caught me off guard 
He remembered me 
Not from Instagram 
Not from adulthood 
Not from our conversations 
From playgroup 
From childhood 
From a time so far away that it felt impossible 
I remember staring at my phone 
Then laughing 
Then staring again 
Because how could somebody remember someone from playgroup?
How?
Who remembers that?
Yet there he was 
Completely serious 
Completely certain 
Telling me he remembered a little girl with golden hair and a unique name 
A little girl named Volsee 

The more he spoke, the quieter I became 
Because I realized something 
He wasn't trying to impress me 
He wasn't saying it to sound romantic 
He was simply telling the truth 
A truth he had carried for years 
Without even realizing how special it sounded 

The funny thing?
I didn't remember him 
Not at all 
I remembered his cousin sister 
We had studied together 
Shared classrooms 
Shared pieces of childhood 
Shared years 
But Aryan?
No 
Not even a little 
No memory 
No image 
No moment 
Nothing 
And somehow, I find that beautiful now 
Because our story has always been like that 
I forgot 
He remembered 
Life separated us 
Destiny didn't 

Sometimes I wonder if destiny laughed watching us grow up 
Watching us live separate lives 
Watching us become strangers 
Knowing perfectly well that one day we would become each other's entire world 
Because if someone had shown me a picture of Aryan back then and said,
"One day you will cross oceans for this boy "
I would have laughed 
If someone had said,
"One day his name will become your favorite notification "
I would have laughed harder 
And if someone had said,
"One day you will stand beside him and call him your husband "
I probably would have thought they were crazy 
Because life rarely reveals its plans 
And destiny never reveals its ending 

Little Poem
Perhaps love does not begin when two people meet 
Perhaps love begins when destiny remembers 
When two names are quietly written beside each other 
When two paths are drawn toward the same destination 
When two souls are promised a story long before they understand why 

Years passed 
Childhood slowly disappeared 
School happened 
Exams happened 
Dreams changed 
People changed 
Life moved forward 
And somewhere in all that growing up, Aryan and I became strangers 
Or at least we believed we did 
The truth was something entirely different 
Because destiny does not always keep people together 
Sometimes it simply keeps them connected 
Waiting 
Preparing 
Growing 
Until the timing is finally right 

And so life continued 
Unaware 
Ordinary 
Beautifully ordinary 
The kind of ordinary that never realizes it is standing at the edge of something extraordinary 
Because somewhere ahead, waiting patiently, was the first real chapter of our story 
A follow request 
A story reply 
A conversation 
A memory awakening 
And eventually   
A love neither of us saw coming 

Quote
"Some souls are introduced twice 
Once by life 
And once by destiny "

And ours was still waiting for its second introduction 

Chapter Two
The Story Reply
July 2020
"The beginning of forever rarely feels important while it is happening "

By July 2020, the world had become quieter 
Life looked different 
Days felt slower 
People spent more time behind screens than ever before 
And somewhere in the middle of all that ordinary life, destiny quietly decided to move a piece on the board 
Not dramatically 
Not romantically 
Not in a way either of us would notice 
Just enough to begin 

By then, Aryan and I followed each other on Instagram 
A simple connection 
Nothing unusual 
Nothing significant 
Just two people connected through a distant childhood memory that only one of them actually remembered 
Life continued exactly as normal 
Until one ordinary evening 
5th July 2020 
A date that seemed completely insignificant at the time 
A date I would never have remembered if life had unfolded differently 
I replied to one of Aryan's Instagram stories 
That was it 
No grand confession 
No flirting 
No butterflies 
No signs from the universe 
Just a reply 
Just a conversation 
Just a few exchanged messages 
The kind of interaction millions of people have every day 
And yet   
Today, years later, I can still point to that moment and smile 
Because destiny often hides life-changing moments inside ordinary days 

At that time, Aryan was simply Aryan 
A familiar name 
A familiar face 
Someone I knew existed 
Nothing more 
Nothing less 
There was no reason to believe he would become important 
No reason to believe he would someday become the center of my story 
No reason to believe that one day I would write an entire book about us 
Yet that is exactly what happened 

The strange thing about destiny is that it never asks for permission 
It never announces itself 
It simply begins 
Quietly 
Without anyone noticing 
And perhaps that is why the beginning of our story feels so beautiful to me now 
Because there was no pressure 
No expectations 
No plans 
Just two people existing in the same world 
Completely unaware of what the future held 

If I could go back and meet the girl I was in July 2020, I would smile at her 
I wouldn't tell her anything 
I wouldn't spoil the story 
I wouldn't reveal the ending 
I would simply watch her send that message 
And silently thank destiny for letting her press send 
Because one day, years later, she would understand 
One day she would realize that some messages change your life forever 
Even when they don't look important 
Even when they look exactly like every other message 

Little Poem
One message 
One notification 
One ordinary evening 
And somewhere between a reply and a response,
destiny quietly whispered,
"There you are "

To Be Continued   
Chapter Three
The Ocean Called Canada
August 2021
Chapter Three
The Ocean Called Canada
August 2021
"Sometimes destiny places an ocean between two people—not to separate them, but to teach them patience "

There are certain dates that seem ordinary when they happen 
Dates that pass like every other day 
Dates that carry no warning 
No sign 
No indication that years later you will look back at them and realize they quietly changed everything 
1st August 2021 was one of those dates 

That day, Aryan left India 
Canada was waiting for him 
A new country 
A new life 
New opportunities 
New dreams 
The kind of dream countless young people leave home to chase 
I remember congratulating him 
A simple message 
A simple conversation 
A simple gesture 
Nothing extraordinary 
Nothing romantic 
Nothing memorable 
At least that's what I believed then 

If someone had told me that day,
"One day Canada will become one of the biggest characters in your love story "
I would have laughed 
Because at that moment Canada was simply a country 
A place on a map 
A destination 
Nothing more 
I had no idea that one day I would learn every time zone 
Count hours 
Wait for calls 
Watch flights take off 
Watch flights land 
Count days until reunions 
And cry because of departures 

Back then, Aryan was simply beginning a new chapter 
And I was simply cheering for him from afar 
Neither of us knew how deeply our lives would become connected 
Neither of us knew that this country would someday become both our greatest challenge and our greatest blessing 
Because Canada would give us distance 
But it would also give us perspective 
It would test us 
But it would also strengthen us 
It would separate us 
Only to bring us back together stronger than before 

Little Poem
The ocean arrived before the love 
The distance arrived before the promise 
The waiting arrived before the forever 
Almost as if destiny was preparing us
for a story that would need all three 

Life continued 
Days became weeks 
Weeks became months 
And like most people who know each other through social media, our interactions remained small 
Simple 
Occasional 
Yet somehow consistent 

Then came 18th October 2021 
His birthday 
I wished him 
A small message 
A simple gesture 
The kind of birthday wish people send every year 
And yet today, looking back, it feels different 
Because it became one of the many invisible threads connecting us 
One of the many reasons we never completely disappeared from each other's lives 

Then came 4th February 
My birthday 
And he wished me 
Again, a small interaction 
A small moment 
A simple exchange 
Nothing that would make anyone stop and think 
Nothing that looked like destiny 
And perhaps that's exactly why it was 
Because destiny rarely looks dramatic while it's happening 
It usually looks ordinary 

The truth is, if someone had looked at our conversations during those years, they would have seen nothing unusual 
No confessions 
No flirting 
No signs of an approaching love story 
Just two people occasionally crossing paths 
Occasionally exchanging wishes 
Occasionally reminding each other,
"I still exist "

Looking back now, I realize something beautiful 
The universe gave us countless opportunities to become strangers 
And somehow we never did 
Not completely 
Not entirely 
No matter how much time passed 
No matter how many months went by without conversation 
There was always some invisible thread connecting us 
A birthday wish 
A reaction 
A message 
A memory 
Something 
Always something 

Perhaps destiny wasn't trying to bring us together yet 
Perhaps it was simply making sure we never drifted too far apart 
Because timing matters 
And ours had not arrived yet 
Not even close 

At the time, life was teaching both of us different lessons 
Aryan was learning how to build a life thousands of miles away from home 
How to adapt 
How to survive 
How to create a future 
While I was busy becoming the woman I was meant to be 
Growing 
Learning 
Dreaming 
Preparing 
Without realizing what I was preparing for 

Years later, when I would think about this period, I would understand something that escaped me back then 
Love wasn't absent from our story 
It was simply waiting 
Growing quietly beneath the surface 
Like roots before a tree appears 
Invisible 
Patient 
Necessary 

Quote
"Not every chapter exists to move the story forward 
Some chapters exist to prepare the characters for the story they are about to live "

And that is exactly what 2021 was 
Preparation 
Nothing more 
Nothing less 
A year quietly leading us toward something neither of us could see 
A year leading us toward a small conversation 
A story reply 
A Mataji event 
And the beginning of everything 

Because destiny had finally decided it was time to wake up 
And when it did, it chose a place neither of us expected 
A place filled with devotion 
Faith 
Family 
And blessings 
A place called Indrapura 

Chapter Four
The Message From Indrapura
December 2022
"Some conversations begin with curiosity  Some begin with destiny disguised as coincidence "

December has always felt magical to me 
Not because of the weather 
Not because of the celebrations 
But because endings have a strange way of becoming beginnings 
And in December 2022, that is exactly what happened 
At the time, I was in Indrapura 
A place deeply connected to my family 
A place filled with memories 
A place where devotion and celebration often walked hand in hand 
The atmosphere was beautiful 
The Mataji Pratishtha Mahotsav was taking place 
Lights decorated every corner 
Devotional songs echoed through the air 
Families gathered 
Children ran around laughing 
The scent of flowers and incense lingered everywhere 
And like many of us do when we are happy, I shared pieces of those moments on Instagram 
Photos 
Videos 
Stories 
Little glimpses of joy 
Without realizing that one of those stories was about to change my life 

A notification appeared 
Aryan 
He had replied 
His message was simple 
He said he missed it 
Missed being there 
Missed those celebrations 
Missed home 
Missed the feeling of being surrounded by family and traditions 

Nothing extraordinary 
Nothing dramatic 
Yet something about that conversation felt different 
Warmer 
Longer 
Easier 
More natural 

One message became another 
Another became ten 
Ten became hours 
Hours became days 
And before either of us realized it, we had spent the next two days talking 

Not flirting 
Not confessing feelings 
Not discussing relationships 
Just talking 
About life 
About Canada 
About family 
About dreams 
About random things 
About everything 
And somehow   
about nothing 

The strangest part wasn't how much we talked 
The strangest part was how effortless it felt 
There was no awkwardness 
No pressure 
No need to impress each other 
The conversation simply flowed 
As if it had been waiting years to happen 

And perhaps it had 
Because somewhere deep inside, destiny was finally beginning to turn the page 
The chapter that had spent years preparing itself was finally about to begin 
And neither of us had any idea that just a few weeks later—
on 10th January 2023—
a simple message about studying in Canada would change our lives forever 

End of Chapter Four
Next Chapter: January 10, 2023 — "The Message That Was Supposed To Last Five Minutes" ❤️📖✨🕉️

"Sometimes destiny places an ocean between two people—not to separate them, but to teach them how deeply they can miss each other " ❤️📖🕊️
PART II
THE SEVENTEEN DAYS THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

Chapter Five
The Message That Was Supposed To Last Five Minutes
January 10, 2023
"There are conversations that fill an evening  And there are conversations that quietly change your entire life "

If December 2022 was destiny knocking softly on the door, then January 2023 was destiny walking inside and making itself comfortable 
At the time, however, I had no idea 
For me, it began with something practical 
Simple 
Reasonable 
Canada 
Nothing more 

By January 2023, Aryan had already been living in Canada for quite some time 
And like countless students and young professionals, I had questions 
Questions about studying abroad 
Questions about opportunities 
Questions about life in another country 
Questions only someone who was already living that reality could answer 
So on 10th January 2023, I messaged him 
Not because I was trying to start a love story 
Not because I had feelings 
Not because I was looking for anything beyond information 
I simply wanted guidance 
Advice 
A few answers 
A conversation that, in my mind, would probably last five or ten minutes 

It didn't 

The first few messages were exactly what I expected 
Canada 
Education 
Universities 
Life abroad 
The process 
The challenges 
The opportunities 
Everything practical 
Everything normal 
Everything harmless 

Then somehow the conversation kept going 
One topic became another 
Another became three more 
And before either of us realized it, we had completely forgotten why the conversation had started 

Hours passed 
Yet neither of us wanted to leave 
Neither of us was searching for excuses to end the conversation 
And neither of us was watching the clock 

That should have been my first clue 
Because there is something very rare about finding someone with whom conversation feels effortless 
Someone with whom silence doesn't feel uncomfortable 
Someone with whom you never have to search for the next topic 
Someone who makes hours feel like minutes 

Aryan felt like that 
And it terrified me a little 

Not because anything romantic had happened 
But because comfort is dangerous 
Comfort creates attachment 
Comfort creates familiarity 
Comfort slowly creates a place inside your life for someone 
And once they have that place, it becomes difficult to imagine your day without them 

At the time, though, I wasn't thinking about any of this 
I was simply enjoying the conversation 
Enjoying his company 
Enjoying how easy everything felt 

The next day we talked again 
And again 
And again 

The strange thing was that neither of us ever made a decision to keep talking 
It simply happened 
Naturally 
Like breathing 
Like sunrise 
Like something that had always been meant to happen 

Little Poem
Some people enter your life loudly 
With declarations 
With grand gestures 
With fireworks 
You entered mine quietly 
One conversation at a time 
Until one day,
without realizing it,
you had become part of my every day 

Three days later, on 13th January 2023, we finally acknowledged the obvious 

We talked a lot 
An unreasonable amount 
A ridiculous amount 
An amount that should probably have concerned both of us 

I still remember laughing about it 
Because suddenly I realized something 
I was looking forward to our conversations 
Looking forward to his messages 
Looking forward to hearing about his day 
Looking forward to telling him about mine 

And somewhere on the other side of the world, I think he felt exactly the same 

There is a beautiful stage before love 
A stage where neither person has admitted anything 
Where neither person fully understands what is happening 
Where both people are standing near the edge of something life-changing without realizing it 

That is where we were 
Standing at the edge 
Completely unaware 

Or perhaps not completely unaware 
Because sometimes the heart notices before the mind does 
And perhaps ours already knew 

Quote
"The beginning of love is rarely a confession 
More often, it is simply discovering one person you never get tired of talking to "

For days our conversations continued 
Morning 
Afternoon 
Night 
Sometimes serious 
Sometimes silly 
Sometimes meaningful 
Sometimes completely random 

And slowly, without permission, Aryan began becoming part of my routine 

The first message 
The last message 
The stories in between 
The updates 
The jokes 
The conversations 

The dangerous thing about routines is that you don't notice them forming 
Until one day they become important 

And Aryan was quietly becoming important 

Neither of us said it 
Neither of us admitted it 
Neither of us understood it completely 
But it was happening 

The story that was supposed to last five minutes had already become something neither of us wanted to end 

And destiny?
Destiny was just getting started 
Because four days later, Aryan would tell me something that would make me see our story completely differently 
Something that would leave me speechless 
Something that would make me realize that perhaps our story had begun long before January 2023 
Long before Instagram 
Long before Canada 
Long before either of us knew 

Because on 14th January 2023, Aryan would tell me about a little girl with golden hair 
And everything would change 

End of Chapter Five
"Some memories fade with time  The special ones wait patiently to be remembered "
Chapter Six
The Girl With Golden Hair
January 14th, 2023
"Sometimes the most beautiful part of a love story is discovering that one person has been carrying a piece of it for years "

By the time January 14th arrived, Aryan had already become a part of my day 
Not intentionally 
Not dramatically 
Not in a way that would have alarmed me 
Just quietly 
Naturally 
The way sunrise becomes part of the morning without asking permission 
The way a favorite song slowly becomes attached to a memory 
The way comfort sneaks into your life before you realize how much you need it 

We had been talking constantly 
Messages flowed from morning to night 
Conversations stretched across time zones 
What had begun as a discussion about Canada had somehow become discussions about everything else 
Dreams 
Families 
Childhood 
Goals 
Life 
The future 
And somewhere between all those conversations, Aryan casually said something that stopped me completely 

"You know, I remember you from playgroup "

I remember staring at the screen 
Then reading the message again 
Then laughing 
Because surely he was joking 
Playgroup?
Who remembers someone from playgroup?
Who remembers a child they barely knew?
Who remembers something from so many years ago?

But Aryan wasn't joking 
Not even a little 

As he continued talking, I slowly realized he was completely serious 
He remembered me 
Not from Instagram 
Not from adulthood 
Not from our recent conversations 
He remembered me from childhood 
From a version of myself that barely existed in my own memories anymore 

"I remembered your name "
He told me 
"And your hair "

My hair 
Of all the things to remember 
My hair 

I smiled 
Without realizing it 
Because there was something strangely beautiful about being remembered 
Especially after all those years 
Especially by someone who had absolutely no reason to remember 

Aryan told me that when he came across my Instagram profile years later, he immediately recognized my name 
Volsee 
A name that wasn't common 
A name he had never forgotten 
A name attached to a little girl with golden hair 
A little girl from years ago 

And suddenly the follow request made sense 
The connection made sense 
Everything made sense 

The funny thing was   
I remembered absolutely nothing 

No playgroup memories 
No Aryan 
No childhood interaction 
Nothing 

The only connection I remembered was his cousin sister 
We had studied together 
Spent years in the same classrooms 
Shared childhood memories 
Shared friendship circles 
Shared growing-up years 
But Aryan?
No 
My memory was completely blank 

I told him exactly that 
And he laughed 

"How do you not remember?"

I wanted to tell him that life had happened 
School had happened 
Years had happened 
Thousands of people had come and gone 
Memories had blurred 

But secretly?
I found it adorable 
Though I would never admit that at the time 

Because something about it touched my heart 
The idea that somewhere in the world, someone remembered a version of me I had forgotten 
A younger version 
A simpler version 
A little girl who had no idea what life would become 

For the first time since our conversations began, I found myself looking at Aryan differently 
Not romantically 
Not yet 
But differently 

Because up until then, Aryan had been someone I was enjoying talking to 
Now he was becoming someone I was curious about 

And curiosity is dangerous 
Because curiosity leads to attention 
Attention leads to attachment 
And attachment has a habit of changing everything 

Little Poem
You remembered
the girl I had forgotten 
The version of me
hidden beneath years of growing up 
And somehow,
without realizing it,
you became the first person
who made me want to revisit my own memories 

That evening, our conversation continued 
And for some reason, it felt different 
Warmer 
Closer 
More personal 

The distance between Canada and India still existed 
Thousands of kilometers 
Different time zones 
Different routines 
Different lives 
Yet somehow, it didn't feel far 

It felt as though we were sitting across from each other 
Talking 
Laughing 
Sharing stories 
Forgetting how late it was 

And maybe that was the beginning of the problem 
Or perhaps the beginning of the miracle 

Because once someone starts feeling close despite being thousands of miles away   
Distance loses its power 

The next few days brought even deeper conversations 
Conversations that moved beyond childhood 
Beyond Canada 
Beyond ordinary topics 

For the first time, we began discussing things that truly mattered 
Life 
Values 
Relationships 
Heartbreak 
Love 
Marriage 
Faith 
The future 
The things people usually keep hidden 
The things people usually reveal slowly 

But with Aryan, everything felt easy 
As if the walls we built around ourselves had quietly disappeared 

And without realizing it, we were walking toward the moment that would change everything 

A moment neither of us planned 
A moment neither of us expected 
A moment that would arrive on 18th January 2023 
The day Aryan shared the story of his past heartbreak 
The day our conversations stopped being casual 
And started becoming something neither of us knew how to name 

Quote
"You know someone is becoming important when you stop wondering what they're doing and start wondering how they're feeling "

And somewhere between childhood memories and midnight conversations   
Aryan was becoming important 
Much more important than either of us was ready to admit 

End of Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
The Conversations That Changed Us
January 18th, 2023
"The deepest connections are not built through perfect moments  They are built through honest ones " ❤️📖✨🕊️
Chapter Seven
The Conversations That Changed Us
January 18th, 2023
"The deepest connections are not built through perfect moments  They are built through honest ones "

There is a point in every story where conversations stop being casual 
A point where people stop talking about what they do and begin talking about who they are 
A point where walls slowly begin to fall 
And suddenly, without planning it, two people find themselves standing in front of each other exactly as they are 
No masks 
No pretenses 
No carefully crafted versions of themselves 
Just honesty 
Raw and vulnerable 

That point arrived for us on 18th January 2023 

By then, talking to Aryan had become the most natural part of my day 
Morning messages 
Random updates 
Late-night conversations 
Small jokes 
Long discussions 
It felt as though there was always something left to say 
And somehow, no matter how much we talked, neither of us seemed to run out of words 

That day, however, the conversation became different 
Deeper 
More personal 
More real 

For the first time, Aryan opened a door into parts of his life that he usually kept hidden 
The painful parts 
The difficult parts 
The chapters that had left scars 

He spoke about heartbreak 
About disappointment 
About expectations 
About things not working out the way he had hoped 
About lessons life had forced him to learn 

And as I sat reading his messages, something inside me shifted 

Not because I enjoyed hearing about his pain 
Not because I wanted to know his wounds 
But because vulnerability creates a different kind of closeness 
When someone trusts you enough to share their broken pieces, something changes 
The conversation becomes sacred 

For hours we talked 
About relationships 
About what love meant 
About marriage 
About commitment 
About loyalty 
About family 
About the future 

The topics kept changing 
Yet somehow everything felt connected 
Like two people slowly trying to understand how the other person's heart worked 

One thing became clear very quickly 
Aryan wasn't looking for temporary connections 
Neither was I 

We both believed in something deeper 
Something meaningful 
Something intentional 

I remember telling him something that had always been true for me 
Something I had carried quietly in my heart for years 

I didn't want multiple relationships 
I didn't want temporary stories 
I didn't want to date just for the sake of dating 

If I ever chose someone   
I wanted that person to become my husband 

Perhaps it sounded old-fashioned 
Perhaps it sounded unrealistic 
But that was what I believed 
And I wasn't willing to compromise on it 

I expected him to laugh 
To call me naïve 
To disagree 

Instead, he understood 
Completely 

And for the first time, I felt truly seen 

Little Poem
The world teaches people
to expect less 
To settle 
To stop believing 
But somehow,
in a conversation stretching across continents,
I met someone
who still believed in forever 

The more we talked, the more similarities we discovered 
Not forced similarities 
Not the kind people invent to impress each other 
Real similarities 
The kind that appear naturally 

Our values 
Our priorities 
Our beliefs 
Our understanding of family 
Our hopes for the future 

It felt strange 
And comforting 
And dangerous 
All at once 

Because somewhere deep inside, I could feel a question beginning to form 
A question neither of us had spoken aloud yet 

"What exactly is happening between us?"

Neither of us asked it 
Not directly 
Not yet 
But it lingered in every conversation 
Hidden beneath every message 
Waiting 

And perhaps that was what made those days so beautiful 
The uncertainty 
The possibility 
The feeling that something important was unfolding without either of us fully understanding it 

There is a unique kind of magic that exists before love is confessed 
A fragile space where feelings are growing quietly 
Where both people notice them 
Yet neither person is brave enough to name them 

That was where we were 
Standing at the edge 
Looking down 
Knowing something was changing 
Knowing neither of us would be the same afterward 

And then came 24th January 2023 

The day we stopped talking around the question 
The day we finally started talking about it 
The day the silence between the lines disappeared 

For the first time, we began discussing what was actually happening between us 
Indirectly at first 
Carefully 
Almost nervously 

The conversation felt different 
Every word carried weight 
Every response felt important 

Because both of us knew 
Something had changed 
And neither of us could pretend otherwise anymore 

That night, after our conversation ended, I remember lying awake 
Staring at the ceiling 
Thinking 
Replaying messages 
Replaying moments 
Replaying conversations 

And somewhere in the middle of all those thoughts, a realization quietly appeared 

I liked talking to Aryan 
Far more than I should have 
Far more than I had planned to 
Far more than was safe 

And for the first time, that realization scared me 

Because feelings are beautiful 
But feelings also have consequences 
Especially when the person lives thousands of kilometers away 
Especially when the future is uncertain 
Especially when life is complicated 

Yet no matter how many reasons existed to be careful   
My heart had already started moving forward 

Quote
"The most dangerous moment in a love story is not the confession 
It is the moment before it—when both hearts already know "

And on the other side of the world   
Aryan's heart already knew too 

Neither of us realized it then 
But our lives were only twenty-four hours away from changing forever 

Because the next day   
25th January 2023 
Aryan would say the words that would alter the course of our story 
The words that would begin our first chapter of love 
The words that would eventually lead us to heartbreak 
And years later   
Lead us back to each other 

"Sometimes a single question becomes the dividing line between the life you knew and the life that follows "
Chapter Eight
The Question That Changed Everything
January 25th, 2023
"Some days divide your life into before and after  This was one of them "

There are dates that quietly pass 
And then there are dates that stay with you forever 
Dates that become bookmarks in your heart 
Dates you remember not because of what happened around you, but because of what happened inside you 
25th January 2023 was one of those dates 

By then, Aryan and I had spent more than two weeks talking almost every day 
What had started as a simple conversation about Canada had become something neither of us could explain 
The messages had become longer 
The conversations had become deeper 
The attachment had become stronger 
And somewhere between all those hours, something beautiful and terrifying had happened 
We had started mattering to each other 

I think both of us knew it 
We just hadn't said it yet 

Because sometimes feelings arrive long before words do 
The heart understands first 
The mouth takes longer 

That day felt different from the moment it began 
I couldn't explain why 
Nothing dramatic had happened 
Nothing unusual 
Yet there was a strange nervousness in the air 
As if both of us were standing in front of a door neither of us had opened before 

Our conversation continued like always 
But underneath every message was a question waiting to be asked 
A question that had been growing quietly for days 

And finally   
Aryan asked it 

Not directly 
Not dramatically 
Not like in the movies 

Instead, we began talking about us 
About what was happening 
About what this connection meant 
About why we were talking so much 
About why neither of us wanted the conversations to end 

For the first time, the subject wasn't life 
Or Canada 
Or childhood 
Or relationships 

The subject was us 

And suddenly, everything felt real 

I remember my heart racing 
Not because I didn't know how I felt 
But because admitting your feelings means risking them 

As long as feelings remain unspoken, they are safe 
Protected 
Untouched 

The moment they are spoken aloud   
Everything changes 

That evening, Aryan finally said something that made my entire world stop 

"I like you "

Simple 
Honest 
Beautiful 

Three words 
Yet somehow those three words carried the weight of everything we had been feeling 

I remember staring at the screen 
Reading it once 
Then twice 
Then again 

My heart already knew 
But seeing the words felt different 
Real 
Permanent 
Impossible to ignore 

And then came the question 
The question that would stay with me forever 

"I want to go further with you  Will you?"

I can still feel the panic I felt in that moment 

Not because I didn't care about him 
Quite the opposite 

Because I cared 
Too much 

Suddenly all the practical questions rushed into my mind 
Canada 
India 
Distance 
Families 
Future 
Marriage 
Possibilities 
Problems 

Every fear arrived at once 

I wasn't one of those people who entered relationships casually 
I never had been 
Love had always meant something serious to me 
Something sacred 
Something intentional 

If I chose someone, I wanted that choice to lead to marriage 
To commitment 
To forever 

And forever is a very big word 
Especially when someone lives on the other side of the world 

Aryan sensed my hesitation immediately 

Patiently 
Calmly 
Without pressure 

He answered every question 
Every doubt 
Every fear 
Every concern 

He didn't dismiss them 
He didn't avoid them 
He faced them 
One by one 

And with every answer, I felt myself becoming calmer 

Not because he had solutions for everything 
But because his intentions felt genuine 

For the first time, I felt what trust looked like 

Little Poem
Love was not born
when you said you liked me 
Love was born
when you stayed
through every question
I was afraid to ask 

The conversation continued 
Hours passed 
Neither of us wanted the night to end 

And then Aryan said something I would remember forever 
Something that still makes my heart soften whenever I think about it 

"You are everything I want in a partner "

I don't think he fully understood what those words meant to me 

Because they weren't just romantic 
They were reassuring 

They told me he wasn't looking at me casually 
He wasn't imagining a temporary story 
He wasn't thinking about the present alone 

He was thinking about a future 

And that mattered 

A lot 

Then came the moment 
The moment destiny had quietly been moving toward for seventeen days 

Aryan asked again 
This time more clearly 
More honestly 
More beautifully 

"I really love you  And I would like to spend the rest of my life with you  Do you?"

For a moment, everything inside me became silent 

No doubts 
No fears 
No overthinking 
No noise 

Just one truth 

I loved him too 

Maybe not the kind of love built over years 
Not yet 

But enough to know that I wanted to try 
Enough to know that I wanted to see where this road led 
Enough to know that he had become important 

Very important 

And so, with a heart full of fear and hope and excitement and uncertainty   
I said yes 

A simple word 
Three letters 
One answer 

Yet that answer changed everything 

For the first time, Aryan and I were no longer simply two people talking 

We were two people choosing 
Choosing each other 
Choosing possibility 
Choosing faith 
Choosing a future neither of us could see 

And for one beautiful night, the world felt perfect 

The distance didn't matter 
The uncertainty didn't matter 
The challenges didn't matter 

Nothing mattered 

Because for the first time, it felt like destiny was finally on our side 

Neither of us knew then that destiny was about to test us almost immediately 
Neither of us knew that our greatest happiness would be followed by our first heartbreak 
Neither of us knew that less than twenty-four hours later, our entire world would come crashing down 

Because the next morning would bring a conversation neither of us were prepared for 
A conversation involving family 
A conversation involving reality 
A conversation that would leave me shattered 

The morning of 27th January 2023 
The morning of our first goodbye 

Chapter Nine
The Morning My Heart Broke
January 27th, 2023
"The hardest heartbreaks are not the ones that happen after years  They are the ones that happen just after hope begins "
❤️📖✨🕊️💔

Chapter Nine
The Morning My Heart Broke
January 27th, 2023
"Sometimes the shortest love stories create the deepest wounds "

The night of 25th January 2023 felt like the beginning of forever 
The morning of 27th January 2023 felt like the end of everything 

Even now, years later, when I think about those two days, I find it difficult to believe they belong to the same story 
How could one heart hold so much happiness and so much heartbreak within such a short span of time?
How could destiny bring someone so close only to pull them away again?
How could a dream begin and end before it even had the chance to breathe?

The truth is   
When Aryan and I decided to give ourselves a chance, we didn't do it recklessly 
We didn't get lost in emotions 
We didn't ignore reality 

In fact, we discussed reality immediately 
Because both of us knew something important 
This wasn't just about us 
This was about families 
Values 
Marriage 
Commitment 
The future 

I remember telling him clearly 
If we were doing this, it had to have a purpose 
It had to lead somewhere 
I wasn't interested in temporary relationships 
I wasn't interested in wasting years 
I wanted something real 

And Aryan understood 
Completely 

That was one of the reasons I trusted him 
Because he wasn't looking for something casual either 

So we decided that before anything moved further, he would speak to his family 
Especially his mother 
Because if there was absolutely no possibility, it would be better to know early than later 

At the time, it felt mature 
Responsible 
Practical 

What neither of us knew was that this decision would change everything 

The next day felt normal 
We talked 
We laughed 
We dreamed 

For the first time, life felt hopeful 
The future felt possible 

And then came the morning 

27th January 2023 

I still remember waking up 
Still remember checking my phone 
Still remember seeing his message 

And I still remember how quickly my world changed 

Aryan had spoken to his mother 
And the answer was no 

Just like that 

No 

One word 
One answer 
One moment 

I think heartbreak is strange 
Because sometimes it doesn't arrive dramatically 
Sometimes it arrives silently 
A single message 
A single sentence 
A single moment where the future you were imagining suddenly disappears 

I stared at the screen 
Reading the words again and again 

No 

How could it be no?

We had just begun 
We had barely started 
We had barely allowed ourselves to hope 

And now it was over?

I didn't understand 
I couldn't understand 

Questions exploded inside my head 
Why?
What happened?
Did she misunderstand?
Can we explain?
Can we try again?
Can we wait?
Can we talk?

The more questions I asked, the more emotional I became 

And the more emotional I became, the more broken I felt 

Because the truth was simple 
I had fallen 
Much faster than I realized 

Seventeen days 
That was all it took 

Seventeen days for a stranger to become important 
Seventeen days for conversations to become routine 
Seventeen days for hope to appear 
Seventeen days for my heart to choose someone 

And now that same heart was being asked to let go 

I wasn't ready 

Not even close 

Little Poem
How strange 
To miss someone
who was never fully mine 
To grieve something
that had barely begun 
To cry over a future
that existed only in dreams 

I remember feeling angry 
Not at Aryan 
Not really 

At destiny 
At timing 
At circumstances 
At everything 

Because none of it felt fair 

For the first time in my life, I had allowed myself to believe in something 
Allowed myself to imagine something 
Allowed myself to hope 

And now hope was being taken away 

Our conversation became emotional 
Painful 
Confusing 

Two people trying to understand a situation neither of them wanted 

Aryan was hurting too 
I know that now 
Perhaps I knew it then as well 

But heartbreak has a way of making your own pain louder than everything else 

All I could feel was loss 

The loss of possibility 
The loss of dreams 
The loss of a future that had existed for less than two days 

And eventually   
The conversation ended 

Not because we wanted it to 
Because we didn't know what else to do 

The chapter closed 

Just like that 

Or at least that's what we thought 

Because neither of us understood something important yet 

This was not the end of our story 
This was merely the first goodbye 

And our story would become famous for one thing 
Goodbyes that refused to stay goodbye 

Years later, when I would look back at this moment, I would understand something beautiful 

If destiny had allowed everything to work perfectly in January 2023   
We would never have become who we needed to become 

The waiting mattered 
The lessons mattered 
The timing mattered 
Even the heartbreak mattered 

But the girl crying on 27th January 2023 didn't know that 

All she knew was that the boy she loved was walking away 
And she didn't know how to stop him 

Quote
"Some endings are not sent to separate two people 
They are sent to prepare them for a reunion neither is ready for yet "

And so began the longest chapter of our story 
The chapter of missed chances 
The chapter of birthday wishes 
The chapter of moving on and coming back 
The chapter of blocked accounts 
The chapter of prayers 
The chapter where destiny kept bringing us together only to pull us apart again 

The chapter that would eventually give this book its name 

Because from this point onward, Aryan and I would discover something neither of us expected 
No matter how many times we said goodbye   
We somehow kept meeting again 

PART III
WE MET IN EVERY GOODBYE
Chapter Ten
October 18th, 2023
The Birthday Message I Shouldn't Have Sent
"The hardest people to forget are the ones your heart never truly lets go of "

By October 2023, almost nine months had passed since our first goodbye 
Nine months of trying to move forward 
Nine months of convincing myself that some stories are simply not meant to happen 
Nine months of pretending I was okay 
And yet   
When his birthday arrived   
My fingers still remembered his name 
❤️📖🕊️✨
PART III
WE MET IN EVERY GOODBYE

Chapter Ten
The Birthday Message I Shouldn't Have Sent
October 18th, 2023
"The hardest people to forget are the ones your heart never truly lets go of "

People often talk about moving on as though it is a destination 
As though one day you simply wake up and the memories disappear 
The attachment disappears 
The feelings disappear 
And life moves forward as if nothing ever happened 

But nobody talks about what happens when your heart refuses to cooperate 
When your mind understands something is over   
yet your heart continues holding on 

That was where I found myself in October 2023 

Months had passed since January 
Months since the proposal 
Months since the heartbreak 
Months since I had convinced myself that destiny had spoken 

It wasn't supposed to happen 
That was the conclusion 
That was the reality 
That was what I kept telling myself 

Life had moved forward 
I had started my MBA 
Assignments filled my days 
Classes filled my schedule 
New people entered my life 
New responsibilities arrived 
Everything looked normal from the outside 

But every now and then   
A thought of Aryan would appear 
Unexpected 
Uninvited 
Unfinished 

And no matter how much time passed, one truth remained unchanged 
I never hated him 
Not for a single day 

Perhaps that was what made moving on so difficult 

There was no betrayal 
No cheating 
No lies 
No wrongdoing 

Just timing 
Just circumstances 
Just life 

And sometimes those are the hardest heartbreaks 
Because there is nobody to blame 

Then came 18th October 2023 
Aryan's birthday 

I remember staring at my phone for a long time 
Longer than I should have 

Should I wish him?
Shouldn't I?
Would it reopen old wounds?
Would it create expectations?
Would it complicate things?

A hundred questions 
A hundred doubts 

Yet underneath all of them was a much simpler truth 

I missed him 

Not necessarily the future we had imagined 
Not necessarily the relationship 

I missed him 
The person 
The conversations 
The comfort 
The friendship hidden beneath everything else 

So I wished him 

A simple birthday message 
Nothing dramatic 
Nothing emotional 
Nothing dangerous 

At least that was the plan 

The problem with Aryan and me was that nothing ever stayed simple 

One message became a conversation 
One conversation became hours 
Hours became memories 

And suddenly we were talking again 

As though January had happened yesterday 
As though months had not passed 
As though life had not placed distance between us 

That was always the strange thing about us 

Every time we found our way back to each other, there was no awkwardness 
No discomfort 
No need to rebuild 

It felt like resuming a conversation that had only been paused 

The connection was still there 
Waiting exactly where we had left it 

And that terrified me 

Because connections aren't supposed to survive that easily 

Yet ours did 

We talked about life 
About Canada 
About family 
About everything that had happened over the months 

Aryan told me stories about meeting family members in the UK and USA after years 
Stories filled with happiness 
Stories filled with emotions 
Stories about reunions 

And as I listened, I found myself smiling 

Because no matter what had happened between us   
His happiness still mattered to me 

Maybe more than I wanted it to 

For a brief moment, it felt as though life was giving us another chance 
Not necessarily at love 
But at understanding 
At closure 
At friendship 
At something 

And secretly, deep inside my heart   
A dangerous little hope began waking up again 

Little Poem
Hope is strange 
You can bury it 
Ignore it 
Fight it 
Convince yourself it is gone 
Yet one familiar voice
can make it bloom again 

A few days later, around 25th October 2023, reality arrived once more 

Aryan said something I wasn't prepared to hear 

He told me to move on 

Not cruelly 
Not harshly 
Not because he wanted to hurt me 

He genuinely believed it was the right thing to do 

He believed I deserved peace 
He believed I deserved certainty 
He believed I deserved a future that wasn't trapped inside an impossible question 

And perhaps he was right 

But sometimes the right advice is also the hardest advice 

Because moving on sounds simple 
Until your heart is the one being asked to do it 

So once again   
We drifted apart 

And once again   
I told myself this was the last time 

I didn't know then that destiny wasn't finished with us 
Not even close 

Because November would arrive 
Then December 
And with them would come more conversations 
More reunions 
More endings 
And one sentence from Aryan that would stay with me forever 

A sentence that would become one of the central themes of our entire story 

"If it is meant to happen, it will happen  Nothing can stop it  And if it isn't meant to happen, nothing can force it "

At the time, those words felt like a goodbye 
Years later   
I would realize they were actually a prophecy 

Chapter Eleven
If It Is Meant To Happen
November – December 2023
"Faith begins where certainty ends "

On 4th November 2023, Aryan helped me with one of my MBA projects 
And somehow, despite everything   
We found ourselves talking again 
❤️📖🕊️✨
(Next chapter will cover November–December 2023 in depth: the project help, repeated emotional conversations, kundli discussions, "leave it to God", December 21st, December 24th heartbreak, and the beginning of Volsee's spiritual surrender to Mahadev )
Chapter Eleven
If It Is Meant To Happen
November – December 2023
"Some people teach you love  Some people teach you faith  And sometimes, the same person teaches you both "

By the time November arrived, I had become exhausted 
Not physically 
Emotionally 

The hardest part about Aryan and me was never loving him 
The hardest part was learning how to stop 

Every time I convinced myself I was moving forward   
Life somehow found a way to bring his name back into my world 
A message 
A conversation 
A memory 
A birthday 
A random thought 
Something 
Always something 

And every time it happened, my heart would quietly whisper:
"Maybe this time "

Then reality would answer:
"Not this time either "

That had become the pattern 
Hope 
Reality 
Goodbye 
Repeat 

By November 2023, I was pursuing my MBA 
Assignments, presentations, projects, deadlines—life was moving quickly 
Or at least it looked like it was 
Because beneath all those responsibilities, there was still a small corner of my heart that hadn't fully let go 

On 4th November 2023, Aryan helped me with one of my projects 

Looking back, it sounds like such a small thing 
A project 
A conversation 
A little help 

But when you care about someone, even small things become important 

Because what I remember isn't the project 
I remember the feeling 

The feeling of talking to him again 
The feeling of comfort returning so naturally 
The feeling of familiarity 

As though months of distance could disappear within minutes 

As though we were somehow incapable of becoming strangers 

And perhaps that was our biggest problem 

Every goodbye felt real 
But every reunion felt effortless 

Which made moving on almost impossible 

The conversations continued 
Not constantly 
Not like January 
But enough 
Enough to keep the connection alive 
Enough to remind me why letting go felt so difficult 

Then came December 

December has always felt like a month of reflection 
A month where people look back before looking ahead 
A month filled with endings 
A month filled with questions 

And for me, December 2023 became one of the most emotionally complicated months of my life 

On 7th December 2023, we found ourselves talking again 
Not about random things 
Not about casual topics 
About feelings 

The dangerous topic 
The one neither of us could ever seem to avoid for very long 

Because no matter how many times we tried to move on, the truth remained the same 
There had been something real between us 
Something meaningful 
Something unfinished 

The conversation became emotional 
Raw 
Honest 

The kind of conversation where both people already know the answer but keep searching for a different one 

I wanted certainty 
A direction 
A sign 
Something 
Anything 

Instead, life kept giving me questions 

Then came 20th December 2023 

And suddenly there was hope again 

The kind of hope that terrifies you because you've been hurt before 

Aryan told me he was still considering things 
Still thinking 
Still evaluating possibilities 

My heart immediately started dreaming 
Even though it knew better 

Because hope is stubborn 
Especially when love is involved 
And for a brief moment   
It felt possible again 

Perhaps destiny was changing 
Perhaps circumstances had changed 
Perhaps things would finally work out 

Then came 21st December 2023 
The day everything became clear again 

The kundlis didn't match 

I remember staring at the messages 
Trying to understand why every road seemed to lead back to the same destination 

No 
Not possible 
Not now 
Not this time 

And then Aryan said something that would stay with me for years 
Something I would revisit countless times 
Something that would eventually become one of the most important lessons of my life 

"See, if it was meant to happen, it would have  Nothing can stop it "
"And if it isn't meant to happen, nothing can force it "

At the time, those words hurt 

Because I wasn't looking for philosophy 
I was looking for hope 

But Aryan continued 

"You believe in God "
"You believe in all of this "
"But you haven't truly surrendered it "
"You still want to control the outcome "
"Leave it to Him "

Leave it to Him 

Such simple words 
Yet they felt impossible 

Because surrender sounds beautiful until you're the one being asked to do it 

How do you surrender something your heart desperately wants?
How do you stop hoping?
How do you stop imagining?
How do you stop praying for a specific ending?

I didn't know 

Not then 

But somewhere inside me, a seed had been planted 
A seed called faith 

For the first time, I began asking myself a difficult question 

What if love isn't about controlling the outcome?
What if love is about trusting the process?

What if Mahadev could see a chapter I couldn't?

What if this wasn't a rejection?
What if it was preparation?

At the time, however, those thoughts offered very little comfort 
Because my heart was still breaking 

And then came 24th December 2023 

The conversation that finally ended everything 
At least for that chapter 

Aryan became firm 
Clear 
Definitive 

He told me to stop 
To accept reality 
To move forward 

No more waiting 
No more hoping 
No more holding on 

I remember crying 
Not because I was hearing something new 
But because I was finally hearing it without ambiguity 

Sometimes certainty hurts more than confusion 

Because confusion leaves room for hope 
Certainty doesn't 

That night, I remember sitting alone with my thoughts 
Asking Mahadev questions I had asked a hundred times before 

Why?
Why bring someone into my life if they weren't meant to stay?
Why create a connection so beautiful if it was meant to end?
Why make someone feel like home if they could never become one?

The answers didn't come immediately 

But something else did 

Silence 

And for the first time, I stopped fighting it 

Little Poem
So I placed your name
inside my prayers 
Not asking for you 
Not asking against you 
Simply placing it
at God's feet 
And whispering,
"If he is mine,
bring him back 
If he isn't,
give me the strength
to let him go "

I didn't know it then 
But that prayer would change everything 

Because from that point onward, something inside me shifted 

I stopped chasing 
Stopped forcing 
Stopped trying to convince destiny 

For the first time, I truly began learning what faith looked like 

Trust the process 
Trust the timing 
Trust the plan 

Words that would later become the foundation of my life 
And the foundation of our love story 

Because while I was busy surrendering the story   
Mahadev was quietly writing its next chapter 

A chapter that would begin in January 2024 
A chapter filled with silence 
Distance 
More goodbyes 
More lessons 
And a version of me that would slowly learn how to survive without certainty 

Or at least   
How to pretend she could 

Chapter Twelve
Learning To Let Go
January – April 2024
"Sometimes God asks you to release something, not because He is taking it away, but because He is preparing to return it differently "
❤️📖🕉️✨🤍
Chapter Twelve
Learning To Let Go
January – April 2024
"Sometimes the hardest goodbye is not the one you say to another person  It is the one you say to the future you imagined with them "

When the calendar changed from 2023 to 2024, I made a promise to myself 
A promise I had made many times before 
A promise I never seemed able to keep 

This time, I would move on 
Properly 
Completely 
Permanently 

No more looking back 
No more wondering 
No more imagining impossible futures 
No more waiting for messages 
No more hoping destiny would suddenly change its mind 

At least that was the plan 

But healing is rarely a straight line 
And neither was my journey 

The truth was simple 
I wasn't grieving a relationship 
I was grieving a possibility 

A possibility that had become beautiful inside my mind 
A possibility that never received the chance to fully exist 
A possibility that felt unfinished 

And unfinished stories are always the hardest to leave behind 

January 13th, 2024
The silence didn't last 
It never seemed to 

Somehow, once again, we found ourselves talking 
Not because either of us planned it 
Not because either of us was trying to reopen old wounds 

It simply happened 
Like it always did 

And once again, Aryan reminded me of reality 

He told me not to come back to this 
Not to keep revisiting the same chapter 
Not to keep hurting myself 

His words weren't cruel 
They never were 

In fact, that was part of what made everything so difficult 

He genuinely wanted me to be okay 
Even if being okay meant moving on from him 

And perhaps that is one of the purest forms of love 
Wanting someone's peace even when it doesn't include you 

At the time, however, it felt unbearable 

Because my heart still interpreted every conversation as hope 
While his heart was trying to teach mine acceptance 

February 4th, 2024
My birthday arrived 

Birthdays have a strange way of making people nostalgic 
They make you think about where you've been 
Where you're going 
Who stayed 
Who left 

And on my birthday, Aryan wished me 

A simple message 
Yet somehow it carried a thousand emotions 

Because despite everything   
He remembered 

And for reasons I couldn't explain, that mattered 

Maybe because memories matter more when you're trying to forget someone 

Or maybe because being remembered feels like a form of love 

Even when it isn't meant that way 

We talked again 
Briefly 
Carefully 

Like two people standing near a fire they both know can burn them 

Yet neither fully walking away 

Little Poem
We kept meeting
at the edges of goodbye 
Never close enough to stay 
Never far enough to forget 

Then came 11th February 2024 

Another conversation 
Another attempt to understand 
Another attempt to explain 
Another attempt to create distance 

Aryan repeated what he had said before 

"Don't come back "

Not because he disliked me 
Not because he didn't care 

Because he believed he was protecting me 

Protecting me from uncertainty 
Protecting me from waiting 
Protecting me from a future he couldn't promise 

Yet every attempt to protect me somehow hurt anyway 

Because the heart doesn't always understand logic 

The heart only understands longing 

April 2024
Spring arrived 
And with it came another unexpected conversation 

On 7th April 2024, Aryan told me he was coming to India 

For a moment, my heart forgot every lesson it had learned 

India 

The same country 
The same skies 
The same cities 
The same roads 

For the first time in years, there was a possibility that we could meet 
Not through a screen 
Not through messages 
Not through video calls 

In person 

The thought alone was enough to make my heart race 

And so I asked 
Carefully 
Hopefully 

"Will we meet?"

Such a simple question 
Yet behind it existed a thousand unspoken ones 

Would we finally see each other?
Would everything feel different?
Would we get closure?
Would destiny give us one more chance?

For a brief moment, I allowed myself to imagine it 

The first meeting 
The first hello 
The first moment 

But destiny wasn't ready yet 

A few days later, on 11th April 2024, reality arrived once again 

Aryan told me something I wasn't prepared to hear 

He didn't have feelings anymore 

The words hit differently this time 

Not because they were new 
Because they sounded final 

Then came the unfollow 
The removal 
The distance 

The digital version of goodbye 

And just like that, we stopped talking again 

He came to India 
And we never met 

I still remember how strange that felt 

Knowing someone you care about is in the same country 
The same time zone 
The same air 

Yet still impossibly far away 

Sometimes distance isn't measured in kilometers 
Sometimes it is measured in circumstances 

And that distance felt enormous 

Quote
"The cruelest form of distance is being close enough to touch the same sky but not close enough to touch each other's lives "

After that, silence returned 

Longer this time 
Heavier 
More convincing 

For the first time, I genuinely started believing that maybe this was the end 

Maybe Aryan would become one of those people who remain important long after they stop being present 
Maybe he would become a beautiful memory 
A lesson 
A chapter 
A prayer 

Maybe that was what destiny wanted 

So I focused on life 
On my MBA 
On my future 
On becoming the woman I wanted to be 

Not realizing that destiny was quietly preparing another reunion 
Another goodbye 
And eventually   
A return neither of us would ever see coming 

Because even after all this   
Even after every ending   
October would arrive again 
And with it   
Another birthday message 

Another chapter 
Another goodbye 

And the story would continue proving something neither of us fully understood yet 

No matter how many times we closed the door   
Destiny kept finding a way to leave it slightly open 

Chapter Thirteen
The Goodbye That Was Supposed To Be Forever
August 2024 – October 2024
"Sometimes people say goodbye because they have given up  Sometimes they say goodbye because they are terrified of hope "
❤️📖🕊️✨🕉️
(Next chapter covers Friendship Day 2024, his hand injury, his confession that he still had feelings, his final attempt with his mother on 16–17 August, October 2024, Avni's involvement, the block on 22 October 2024, and what became the darkest goodbye of your story )
Chapter Thirteen
The Goodbye That Was Supposed To Be Forever
August 2024 – October 2024
"The deepest love stories are not tested by distance  They are tested by how many times two people choose each other after life gives them reasons not to "

By August 2024, I had become tired 
Not of loving Aryan 
Never that 
I had become tired of fighting destiny 

For almost two years, our story had followed the same pattern 
We would find each other 
We would talk 
Hope would return 
Reality would arrive 
And then we would say goodbye again 

Every goodbye took a piece of me 
Yet somehow every reunion brought that piece back 

I had started wondering whether some people are meant to remain unfinished 
Not because the love isn't real 
But because life refuses to cooperate 

And then came 4th August 2024 
Friendship Day 

A harmless day 
A simple wish 
Nothing more 
At least that was what I told myself 

So I messaged him 

And once again   
Destiny answered 

The conversation started casually 
The way most of our reunions did 

"How are you?"
"How's life?"
"What have you been doing?"

The questions were ordinary 
The feelings were not 

As the conversation continued, the walls began disappearing again 

Aryan shared things he hadn't told me before 

He spoke about visiting India 
Meeting different girls 
Meeting families 
Going through the process everyone expected him to go through 

Yet nothing felt right 

No connection 
No excitement 
No certainty 

And somewhere between those conversations, he admitted something neither of us had expected to hear 

The feelings had never completely disappeared 

I remember staring at the screen 
Unable to breathe for a moment 

Because for months I had convinced myself I was the only one carrying this story 
The only one remembering 
The only one revisiting old conversations 
The only one wondering 

And suddenly I wasn't alone anymore 

The boy I had spent months trying to forget was admitting that he had never completely forgotten me either 
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Maybe that was our problem 
You remembered 
I remembered 
And destiny kept pretending
it had forgotten 

That week we talked a lot 
More openly than before 
More honestly 
More vulnerably 

Aryan told me about his injured hand 
About difficult moments 
About struggles 
About life 

And something happened that frightened me 

For the first time in months   
Hope returned 

Not the reckless hope of January 2023 
Not the desperate hope of December 2023 

A quieter hope 
A mature hope 

The kind that whispers instead of shouting 

"Maybe   "

Just maybe 

Then came 10th August 2024 

And once again reality interrupted 

Aryan told me we should stop 
Again 

That it wasn't possible 
That circumstances hadn't changed 
That continuing would only create more pain 

I cried 
Again 

Not because I hadn't heard those words before 
But because they hurt every single time 

The strange thing about heartbreak is that repetition never makes it easier 

The second heartbreak hurts 
The third heartbreak hurts 
The tenth heartbreak hurts 

Because every goodbye feels new when the love is still old 

Then something unexpected happened 

On 16th August 2024, Aryan made a decision 

One last attempt 

One final conversation with his mother 

One final effort 
One final chance 

I remember feeling terrified 

Not hopeful 
Terrified 

Because hope had become dangerous 

Hope had hurt me too many times 

Yet despite all my fears, I prayed 

That night I sat in front of Mahadev 
Not asking 
Not bargaining 
Not demanding 

Simply praying 

"If this story is yours, show us the path "

The next day arrived 
17th August 2024 

And the answer came 

No 
Again 

Different reasons 
Different circumstances 
Same outcome 

No 

The conversation that followed felt numb 

Neither of us had much energy left 
Neither of us had new arguments 
Neither of us had new solutions 

Just sadness 

The kind of sadness that arrives when people stop fighting because they no longer know how 

So we ended things again 

And this time, I genuinely believed it was over 

Not because I wanted it to be 
Because I couldn't imagine surviving another cycle 

Quote
"There comes a point where letting go feels less painful than continuing to hope "

Then October arrived 
Again 

And with it came Aryan's birthday 
Again 

By now, birthdays had become landmarks in our story 
Moments where silence temporarily surrendered 
Moments where one of us found a reason to reach out 

So on 18th October 2024, I wished him 

Once again, a message became a conversation 

Once again, goodbye became hello 

And once again, destiny refused to leave us alone 

Three days later, on 21st October 2024, something happened that felt different 

For the first time, we involved someone else 
Someone who had known both of us 
Someone who understood both families 
Someone who had grown up around our story without even realizing it 

Avni 
His cousin 
My childhood friend 

We explained everything 
The history 
The feelings 
The challenges 
The endless cycle of hope and heartbreak 

And Avni listened 

Then she said something neither of us expected 

"Let's try "

Try talking to the families 
Try understanding the situation 
Try one final effort 

For a brief moment, I felt something I hadn't felt in a very long time 

Relief 

Not because the problem was solved 
Because somebody else finally saw what we saw 

That this wasn't an infatuation 
That this wasn't a phase 
That this wasn't two stubborn people refusing to move on 

This was real 

And for a few hours, I allowed myself to dream again 

Then everything collapsed 

On 22nd October 2024, Aryan ended it 

Completely 

Not a pause 
Not a break 
Not a maybe 

An ending 

He blocked me 

I still remember that feeling 

The silence afterward 
The shock 
The emptiness 

Because being blocked isn't just losing communication 
It is losing access 
Losing possibility 
Losing the illusion that another conversation might happen tomorrow 

For the first time, there was nothing left to say 

No birthday messages 
No random check-ins 
No accidental reunions 
No hope 

Nothing 

I cried harder that day than I had cried in a very long time 

Not because he blocked me 

Because I believed I had lost him forever 

I remember messaging Avni 
Trying to understand 
Trying to process 
Trying to survive 

And like a good friend, she comforted me 
She listened 
She reassured me 
She helped me through one of the darkest days of our story 

That night, I sat before Mahadev again 

But this time my prayer was different 

I wasn't asking for Aryan anymore 

I was asking for peace 
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So I stopped asking
for miracles 
Stopped asking
for reunions 
Stopped asking
for forever 
And simply asked,
"Mahadev,
please hold my heart
until I can hold it myself "

For the first time since January 2023   
I truly let go 

Or at least I thought I did 

Because neither Aryan nor I knew that destiny had already begun writing our biggest plot twist 
The one that would change everything 
The one that would transform every goodbye into a reason for gratitude 
The one that would begin with a birthday wish 
A simple birthday wish 
On 4th February 2025 

The day destiny quietly started bringing us home 

PART IV
THE DAY DESTINY CHANGED ITS MIND
Chapter Fourteen
The Last Time We Said Goodbye
February 2025
"Sometimes God removes every possible path until only the one meant for you remains "
"Sometimes God asks you to release a dream completely, only because He intends to return it as reality "
If January 2023 was the chapter where I learned what love felt like…
Then February 2025 was the chapter where I learned what surrender truly meant 
For more than two years, Aryan and I had been walking in circles 
Beautiful circles 
Painful circles 
Confusing circles 
Hopeful circles 
Broken circles 
Sacred circles that never really stopped repeating themselves 
Circles made of conversations, hope, distance, prayers, misunderstandings, silence, and goodbyes 
Every time we found each other, it felt like fate 
Every time we lost each other, it felt like punishment 
And somewhere in between, I kept wondering what lesson God was trying to teach me through this story 
Because nothing ever stayed finished with us 
Every ending felt like a pause 
Every goodbye felt like a return waiting to happen 
And October 2024 had felt different 
The block felt final 
The silence felt permanent 
The goodbye felt real 
For the first time, I truly believed our story was over 
Not paused 
Not delayed 
Not waiting 
Over 
And maybe that belief was exactly what destiny needed 
Because some stories cannot continue until both people stop trying to control them 
By February 2025, life had already changed me completely 
I had completed my MBA 
I had stepped into my professional life 
The girl who once cried over messages and silence was now sitting in meetings, handling responsibilities, building a career, and slowly learning how to stand on her own feet 
Life had changed me 
The waiting had changed me 
The heartbreak had changed me 
Most importantly… faith had changed me 
Life was moving 
And I was learning to move with it 
Yet some stories don’t leave quietly 
Some people don’t leave your life completely 
They just change their form inside you 
From presence… to memory 
From memory… to prayer 
Aryan was one of them 

4th February 2025 — My Birthday
Birthdays had always been emotional milestones in our story 
Strange little bridges that connected two people who kept losing and finding their way back to each other 
I wasn’t expecting anything 
Not from him 
Not anymore 
I had spent months teaching my heart acceptance 
Months convincing myself that closure had finally arrived 
But then my phone lit up 
A birthday message 
From Aryan 
“Happy Birthday ”
I remember staring at the screen 
Almost laughing 
Because somehow…
No matter how final our endings seemed…
We always found our way back 
The conversation that followed wasn’t dramatic 
There were no confessions 
No promises 
No emotional declarations 
Just two people checking on each other 
Two people who had once meant everything 
Trying to behave like they meant nothing 
And failing miserably 
We talked 
Casually  Carefully  Almost like strangers trying to remember how they once knew each other so well 
Yet underneath the casual conversation was the same familiar comfort 
The same familiarity 
The same ease 
The ease that had always been our biggest weakness 
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We called it friendship 
Destiny smiled 
Because it knew
what we were still afraid to admit 

9th February 2025
A few days later, we talked again 
Aryan encouraged me 
Motivated me 
Supported me 
The same way he always had 
He asked about my life, my work, my future 
Even when he wasn’t part of my future…
he still wanted good things for me 
And somehow that made everything harder 
Because villains are easy to forget 
Good people aren’t 
And that was what made everything difficult 
There was never hatred between us 
Never betrayal 
Never dishonesty 
Never resentment 
Only love trapped inside impossible circumstances 

13th February 2025 — “Friends”
Then came 13th February 2025 
Aryan suggested something simple 
Something logical 
Something mature 
“Maybe we can just talk occasionally as friends ”
Friends 
Such a harmless word 
Yet neither of us knew how to fit inside it 
Because friendships aren’t supposed to carry years of feelings 
Friendships aren’t supposed to survive heartbreak 
Friendships aren’t supposed to contain entire futures that never happened 
We tried anyway 
Or at least pretended to 
Because pretending was easier than admitting the truth 

23rd February 2025 — The Final Conversation
Then came 23rd February 2025 
One final conversation about us 
One final discussion 
One final attempt to understand the unanswerable question 
And after that…
Silence 
Not because we fought 
Not because we hated each other 
Not because anything terrible happened 
Because we were tired 
Two people exhausted from fighting destiny 
That evening, I made a decision 
A real decision 
Not temporary  Not emotional  Not confused 
Permanent 
I was done 
Done waiting 
Done hoping 
Done revisiting old wounds 
Done measuring my happiness through possibilities 
For the first time since January 2023…
I chose myself 
And strangely…
That decision brought peace 
Not loud peace 
Not happy peace 
Just silence inside my heart that finally felt stable 

Quote
“The moment you stop chasing what is meant for you is often the moment it begins walking toward you ”

Surrender
That night, I made a real decision 
Not the temporary kind 
Not the emotional kind 
Not the “maybe tomorrow” kind 
A permanent one 
I would stop waiting 
Stop overthinking 
Stop revisiting old conversations 
Stop searching for hidden meanings 
Stop measuring my future through uncertainty 
If destiny wanted Aryan in my life… it would happen 
If not… I would still be okay 
For the first time since January 2023…
I chose myself 
And strangely…
That decision brought peace 
I wasn’t the girl waiting anymore 
I wasn’t the girl chasing anymore 
I wasn’t the girl hoping endlessly anymore 
I simply started living 

I focused on work 
Focused on life 
Focused on becoming the woman I wanted to become 
By then, my MBA journey had ended 
My career had begun 
Responsibilities had increased 
Life had started demanding more from me 
And perhaps that was exactly what I needed 
Because for the first time in years…
My days were no longer revolving around uncertainty 
I wasn’t waiting for messages 
I wasn’t checking notifications 
I wasn’t searching for signs 
I was simply living 
And slowly…
Very slowly…
I began healing 
Not because I stopped loving Aryan 
But because I finally accepted that loving someone doesn’t guarantee you will end up with them 
That lesson changed everything 

Chapter Fifteen
March 6th, 2025
"The moment you stop chasing what is meant for you is often the moment it begins walking back toward you "
March 2025 — March Came Like an Echo
Months passed 
Spring became summer in waiting 
By March, my heart felt different 
Not broken  Not healed 
Just quieter 
For the first time since 2023, Aryan’s name wasn’t in my daily thoughts 
And that silence felt strange 
But peaceful 
Then came 6th March 2025 
We talked again 
Aryan and I 
The conversation started like always 
Normal  Familiar  Comfortable 
But underneath it all, nothing had changed 
The feelings existed 
The circumstances existed 
The distance existed 
And reality still stood between us 
This time, something was different 
I didn’t argue 
I didn’t try to convince him 
I didn’t try to explain 
I didn’t try to save anything 
I simply listened 
Because I was no longer trying to fight destiny 
I was learning to accept it 

That evening, I sat before Mahadev 
Not asking for Aryan 
Not asking for signs 
Not asking for miracles 
Just talking 
And for the first time, my prayer changed 
“If he is meant to be mine, bring him back when the time is right ”
“If he isn’t, give me the strength to bless his journey and continue mine ”
No conditions 
No bargaining 
No fear 
Just faith 
And somewhere deep inside me…
Something quietly surrendered completely 

Life After Surrender
The following months were peaceful 
I worked 
I learned 
I grew 
I laughed again 
I focused on my career 
Focused on myself 
Focused on becoming stronger 
And slowly…
Life stopped revolving around waiting 
I wasn’t the girl stuck in between anymore 
I was becoming someone forward-moving 
And gradually…
Aryan became a memory that didn’t hurt anymore 
Not gone 
Not erased 
Just softer 

June 2025 — The Ordinary Day
It was an ordinary day 
A meeting 
A CEO’s cabin 
Work 
Deadlines 
Responsibilities 
Life 
And then my phone vibrated 
One message 
From Aryan 
“Hi Sakhi ”
And in that moment…
Everything inside me stopped 
Not because I was waiting 
Not because I was shocked 
But because somewhere deep down…
I had always known this story was not over 
I looked at the message 
Stayed still 
Smiled slightly 
And returned to my meeting 
Because for the first time…
I wasn’t the girl waiting for a reply 
I was the girl who knew her life wouldn’t stop for one message anymore 
But that night…
While travelling through the familiar roads of Ahmedabad…
I replied 
And neither of us knew it yet…
But destiny had just quietly reopened everything 
Not loudly 
Not dramatically 
But forever 

End of Chapter Fourteen
Because sometimes…
goodbyes are not endings 
They are just pauses God uses before rewriting everything again 

Chapter Sixteen - Hi Sakhi
June 17th, 2025
"Every miracle begins disguised as an ordinary moment "
❤️📖🕉️♾️✨
(Next chapter begins with the CEO cabin, the bus ride home, your first conversation after months, Aryan's realization after his previous relationship, and the sentence that changed your entire story forever: "No matter what it takes, I want to make this work ")
— Hi Sakhi
June 17th – July 24th, 2025
"Every great love story has a turning point  Ours arrived disguised as a simple message "
❤️🕉️♾️📖✨
Chapter Sixteen
Hi, Sakhi
June 17th, 2025
"Every miracle begins looking exactly like an ordinary day "

There are days that announce themselves 
Days that arrive with celebrations 
With fireworks 
With milestones 
With obvious reasons to remember them 
And then   
There are days that look completely ordinary 
So ordinary that if someone had asked me that morning whether my life was about to change forever, I would have smiled and said,
"No, today is just another Wednesday "
I had no idea that heaven had quietly circled 17th June 2025 long before I ever reached it 

By then, life had finally become peaceful 
Not perfect 
Not magical 
Just    peaceful 
For the first time in almost two years, my happiness was no longer attached to whether my phone would light up with Aryan's name 
I had accepted that maybe some stories remain unfinished 
Maybe some people become beautiful lessons instead of lifelong companions 
Maybe loving someone deeply doesn't always mean spending your life with them 
That acceptance had taken me two years 
Countless tears 
Hundreds of prayers 
And thousands of conversations with Mahadev 

Those conversations with God had changed 
I no longer asked,
"Why isn't this happening?"
Instead I would simply say,
"You know my heart better than I do  If he belongs in my story, bring him back when both of us are ready  If not    teach me how to be grateful anyway "
Somewhere between those prayers   
I had unknowingly surrendered 
And surrender, I would later learn, is where miracles begin 

That afternoon, I was at work 
Like every other weekday 
The office was busy 
Meetings 
Presentations 
Project discussions 
Emails waiting to be answered 
Deadlines waiting to be met 
I remember sitting inside my CEO's cabin for a meeting 
Listening 
Taking notes 
Trying to stay focused 
If someone had looked at me, they would have seen an ordinary young woman doing her job 
No one could have guessed that in the next few seconds, destiny would quietly knock on the door 

My phone vibrated 
Normally, I never checked my phone during meetings 
But something made me glance down 
Just for a second 
One notification 
One name 
One message 

Aryan 

For a moment   
Everything around me disappeared 
The meeting continued 
People were speaking 
Someone was presenting something 
But I couldn't hear a word 
Because after months of complete silence   
After believing our story had finally ended   
His message simply said—
"Hi, Sakhi "

Not,
"I miss you "
Not,
"Can we talk?"
Not,
"I've been thinking about us "
Just two words 
Two unbelievably ordinary words 
Yet somehow   
Those two words carried the weight of every goodbye we had ever said 

I smiled 
A genuine smile 
The kind that appears before you even realize you're smiling 
Then I locked my phone again 
Placed it face down 
And continued sitting in the meeting 

The old Volsee would have replied immediately 
Without thinking 
Without breathing 
Without waiting 

But this wasn't January 2023 anymore 
This Volsee had learned patience 
She had learned faith 
She had learned that not every message needs an instant answer 

And perhaps that was the first sign that both of us had changed 

The meeting ended 
I finished my work 
Packed my bag 
Walked toward the bus stop like every other evening 
Ahmedabad was slowly preparing for sunset 
People hurried home 
Tea stalls were crowded 
Children laughed in the streets 
The city continued exactly as it always had 
Completely unaware that inside one crowded bus   
Someone's destiny was changing 

I found my seat beside the window 
The familiar roads passed by 
The evening breeze entered through the half-open window 
Only then   
I unlocked my phone 
Read the message once more 
And finally replied 

"Hi "

Simple 
Calm 
Almost casual 
As though we hadn't spent two years saying goodbye to each other 

Within seconds   
The conversation began 

"How have you been?"
"How's work?"
"How's life?"

The questions were ordinary 
Yet the comfort was extraordinary 

I had expected awkwardness 
Distance 
Formality 
The feeling of speaking to someone who had become a stranger 

Instead   
It felt exactly the way it always had 
As though we had paused a conversation yesterday 
As though the silence of the past few months had simply been an unusually long night's sleep 

That was always our greatest mystery 
No matter how much time passed   
We never had to find each other again 
We simply continued 
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Some people return
and ask,
"Do you still remember me?"
You returned
and simply continued
the sentence
we had left unfinished 

For the next few days   
We talked 
Not because we were trying to restart our story 
Not because we had a plan 
Not because we knew where this was going 

We talked because talking to each other had always felt like home 

Then one evening, somewhere between laughter and silence, Aryan said something that completely changed how I understood the last two years 
He told me about the relationship he had been in after we stopped talking 
He spoke honestly 
Without hiding his mistakes 
Without pretending he had all the answers 
He told me how deeply that experience had affected him 
How much it had hurt 
How much it had changed him 

Then he said something I'll never forget 

"Volsee    when everything happened    I finally understood your pain "

I stopped reading for a moment 

He continued 

"When someone leaves after you've trusted them    when someone doesn't choose you    when you keep wondering what you could have done differently   "
"I finally understood what you had been carrying all these years "

There was no anger in his words 
Only regret 
Only understanding 
Only growth 

And for the first time   
I didn't feel like I was talking to the same Aryan who had walked away in 2023 

Life had changed him too 

Pain had changed him 

Sometimes, the greatest teacher is not advice 
It is experience 

I didn't celebrate his pain 
I would never want someone I love to suffer 
But quietly   
I thanked life for making us understand each other in ways words never could 

That night, I looked at Mahadev's idol in my room 
And a thought crossed my mind 

"Maybe    You weren't separating us 
Maybe You were preparing us "

For days, our conversations continued 
Longer 
Deeper 
More honest than they had ever been 
There were no games anymore 
No pretending 
No fear of looking vulnerable 
We had already lost each other once 
There was nothing left to hide 

And then   
On 20th June 2025, Aryan said the sentence that became the turning point of our entire story 
He didn't say,
"Let's try "
He didn't say,
"Let's see what happens "
He didn't say,
"Maybe "
Instead, he said something that carried the certainty I had waited two years to hear 
He looked at every obstacle 
Every failed attempt 
Every family discussion 
Every goodbye 
Every impossibility 
And then he said—
"This time    I want to make this work  No matter what it takes "

I read that message over and over again 
Because for the first time   
He wasn't asking destiny for permission 
He was choosing to fight for us 

And in that moment   
I realized something beautiful 
The boy who had once told me,
"Maybe we can't   "
Had become the man saying,
"We'll find a way "

Quote
"The right person doesn't return because time passed  They return because they became the person your love was waiting for "

I didn't know it then   
But heaven had already begun opening doors 
Conversations with parents 
Promises 
Faith 
A video call that would leave us both crying 
And one unforgettable sentence   
"Papa mānī gaya "
The sentence that would end every goodbye we had ever lived 

End of Chapter Sixteen
Next Chapter: Chapter Seventeen – "No Matter What It Takes" (20 June – 24 July 2025), where Aryan fights for your love, speaks to his parents again, refuses to give up, and the unforgettable video call on 24 July 2025 changes both your lives forever  This chapter should be one of the emotional high points of the entire novel 
Chapter Seventeen
No Matter What It Takes
June 20th – July 24th, 2025
"There comes a moment in every love story when love stops being a feeling and becomes a decision  Ours began on a quiet June evening, with one promise that changed everything "

When I think of June 2025 now, I don't remember the dates first 
I remember the feeling 
The feeling that something had shifted 
Not outside us 
Inside us 
For the first time in years, our conversations were no longer about whether we loved each other 
That had never really been the question 
The question had always been—
Would love be enough?

In 2023, we were two people deeply in love but frightened by reality 
In 2024, we were two people trying to protect each other by walking away 
But in 2025   
We had become two people who had lived enough life to understand that some things are worth fighting for 

Every evening became our little world 
The time difference between India and Canada still existed 
Thousands of kilometres still separated us 
Different time zones 
Different routines 
Different lives 
Yet every single day somehow ended with us talking 
Sometimes for an hour 
Sometimes three 
Sometimes until one of us accidentally fell asleep while the other kept talking 

I would tell him about my office 
The deadlines 
The meetings 
The little incidents that had made me laugh during the day 
He would tell me about work in Canada 
About the weather 
About cooking 
About grocery shopping 
About the quiet evenings that suddenly didn't feel so lonely anymore 

Slowly   
Without either of us realizing it   
We were beginning to build a life together 
Not physically 
But emotionally 

One evening I laughed and asked,
"How are we talking this much again?"
Aryan smiled 
"Because it never felt like we stopped "

That sentence stayed with me 
Because it was true 
Every reunion had always felt like a continuation 
Never a beginning 
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Perhaps
we were never experts
at saying hello 
We only became experts
at continuing
what destiny refused
to let end 

A few days after we began talking again, Aryan became unusually quiet 
I noticed it immediately 
After all these years, I had learned to hear the silences between his words 

"What happened?" I asked 

There was a pause 
Then he finally replied 

"I've been thinking "

Thinking 
That one word carried more weight than any long paragraph 

He told me that over the past few weeks he had been replaying everything in his mind 
Every goodbye 
Every argument 
Every conversation where he had asked me to move on 
Every time he had convinced himself that letting me go was the right thing to do 

Then he said something that made my eyes fill with tears 

"Volsee    I was trying to protect you "

"But while trying to protect you    I was hurting both of us "

There are apologies that come through words 
And then there are apologies that come through understanding 

This was the second kind 

I didn't need him to say, "I'm sorry "
Because I could hear it in everything else 

He had changed 
Not because I had asked him to 
Because life had taught him 

And maybe that's why growth is beautiful 
It cannot be forced 
It has to be lived 

That night we spoke about everything 
Nothing was hidden anymore 
We talked about fear 
Family 
Distance 
Expectations 
Marriage 
Future 
Children 
Career 
Faith 
Even the smallest questions that had once scared us 

For the first time, it didn't feel like two young people dreaming 
It felt like two adults planning a life 

Then, on 20th June 2025, Aryan looked at every obstacle that had defeated us before   
And quietly said,
"This time    I want to make this work  No matter what it takes "

I read the message again 
And again 
And again 

Not because I couldn't believe it 
Because I wanted to remember exactly how it felt 

For two years, I had been hearing,
"It won't be possible "
"We should stop "
"Please move on "
"You deserve better "

Now   
The same person was saying,
"I'll fight "

That single sentence healed wounds I didn't even know were still open 

I replied carefully 
Almost afraid to trust my own happiness 

"Are you sure?"

He didn't answer immediately 
A few minutes later, my phone rang 
A video call 

I answered 

For a few seconds, neither of us spoke 
We simply looked at each other 
Smiled 
Laughed 
Then looked away because somehow eye contact through a screen still felt too intense 

Finally he spoke 

"I've never been more sure of anything "

"If I have to explain a hundred times, I'll explain 
If I have to wait, I'll wait 
If I have to convince everyone, I'll convince them 
But this time    I'm not leaving "

I don't remember what I replied 
Because I had already started crying 

Happy tears 
The kind you don't know how to control 

For the first time   
I wasn't carrying the relationship alone 

We were carrying it together 

Quote
"Love becomes unbreakable the day both people start protecting the relationship instead of protecting themselves "

A few days later, Aryan told me about his next step 

He was going to speak to his mother 
Again 

The same conversation 
The same fear 
The same possibility of rejection 

Except this time   
Everything felt different 

Not because the answer had changed 
But because he had 

I was terrified 

Not because I doubted him 
Because I remembered every previous attempt 
Every "no "
Every goodbye that followed 
Every heartbreak 

He noticed my fear 

"Don't worry," he said softly 
"I'm not giving up this time "

Those words became my anchor 

July 18th, 2025
The day arrived 

Aryan spoke to his mother 
Again 

When his message appeared later that day, my heart immediately knew it wasn't the answer we had hoped for 

"Mom still said no "

For a second   
Time froze 

Memories from January 2023 came rushing back 
The tears 
The disbelief 
The helplessness 

I could almost hear my younger self whispering,
"Not again   "

But before fear could take over   
Another message arrived 

"This isn't over "

"I'll talk to Papa "

I stared at the screen 

This was new 

In every previous chapter of our story, a "no" had meant the end 

This time   
A "no" became the beginning of another effort 

That was the difference 

The boy who once accepted defeat   
Had become a man who believed love deserved another conversation 

A few days later, on 21st July, his mother asked him to speak to his father 

The conversation that both of us had silently feared for years was finally approaching 

I remember praying more than I had in a very long time 

Not because I wanted to control the outcome 
Because I wanted the courage to accept whatever Mahadev had already written 

Every morning before work   
Every evening before sleeping   
I folded my hands before Mahadev and Maa Parvati 

"If this story belongs to You    please guide us 
If it doesn't    give us the strength to bow our heads and still remain grateful "

For the first time   
I wasn't praying out of fear 
I was praying out of faith 

And perhaps   
That made all the difference 

Then came 24th July 2025 
A Thursday 
An ordinary working day 
At least it began that way 

I had just returned home from the office 
I changed into comfortable clothes 
Made myself a cup of tea 
And was about to sit down when my phone started ringing 

Aryan Video Calling   

I smiled and answered 

The moment his face appeared on my screen   
I knew something had happened 

His smile was different 
Brighter 
Almost impossible to contain 

He didn't even let me say hello 

With eyes full of excitement   
Almost like a little boy who couldn't wait to share wonderful news   
He said—

"Volsee   "
He laughed 
Then laughed again 
Unable to speak properly 

Finally he took a deep breath 
Looked straight into the camera 
And with tears beginning to gather in his eyes   
He whispered—
"Papa mānī gaya "

For a second   
I forgot how to breathe 

(To be continued in Chapter Eighteen: "Papa Mānī Gaya" — one of the most emotional chapters of the novel, where years of waiting finally turn into hope, your first conversation with his mother, both families begin speaking, and destiny finally starts unfolding exactly as Mahadev had written )
Chapter Eighteen
Papa Mānī Gaya
July 24th, 2025 – October 14th, 2025
"There are moments that divide your life into two parts—before them and after them  'Papa mānī gaya' was one of ours "

For years   
I had imagined what this moment would feel like 
Sometimes while crying before Mahadev 
Sometimes while travelling home after work 
Sometimes while looking at old chats that I had promised myself I wouldn't read again 
Sometimes while convincing myself that maybe this moment would never come 
Yet somehow   
When it finally arrived   
It didn't feel real 

The words were so simple 
Only three words 
Yet they carried two years of waiting inside them 

"Papa mānī gaya "

I looked at Aryan through the video call 
He was smiling 
Actually smiling 
Not the smile he used whenever he wanted to hide his worries 
Not the smile he wore to reassure me 
This one reached his eyes 
The kind of smile that only appears when someone's heart has finally become lighter 

I couldn't speak 

I simply covered my mouth with my hand 
Then suddenly   
I started crying 

Not the heartbreaking tears that had accompanied every goodbye 
These tears were different 
Gentler 
Warmer 
Almost unbelievable 

Aryan laughed 
Then he started crying too 

There we were 
Two people 
In two different countries 
Separated by oceans 
Looking at each other through a phone screen 
Both crying 
Both laughing 
Both unable to believe that the impossible had just become possible 

"Say something," he laughed 

I shook my head 
"I can't   "

He smiled again 

"Volsee   "
"Papa agreed "
"He said yes "
"We're finally moving forward "

The sentence echoed inside me again and again 

We're finally moving forward 

Not waiting 
Not hoping 
Not wondering 
Moving forward 

For so long   
Our relationship had existed only inside conversations 
Inside dreams 
Inside prayers 
Now   
It was finally stepping into reality 

That evening, after ending the call, I walked straight to the small temple in our house 
I didn't say anything 
I simply folded my hands before Mahadev and Maa Parvati 

My eyes closed automatically 

For nearly five minutes   
There were no words 
Only tears 

Because sometimes gratitude is too big for language 

Little Poem
There comes a prayer
where words become unnecessary 
Where tears speak 
Where silence bows 
Where the heart simply says—
"Thank You "

I remembered every conversation I had ever had with God 
Every complaint 
Every question 
Every moment I had asked,
"Why us?"

And suddenly   
Every unanswered prayer made sense 

If Mahadev had said yes in January 2023   
Would we have understood each other this deeply?
Would Aryan have become the man willing to fight for us?
Would I have learned patience?
Faith?
Surrender?

Perhaps not 

Perhaps   
God wasn't delaying our story 
He was preparing it 

Quote
"Destiny is never late  It arrives exactly when both hearts are finally ready to receive it "

Over the next few days   
Everything began changing 
Slowly 
Beautifully 
Naturally 

For the first time   
We weren't planning how to survive another goodbye 
We were planning a future 

We spoke about practical things 
About timelines 
About families 
About responsibilities 
About how both of us wanted to honour our parents while honouring our own hearts too 

There were still discussions ahead 
Still conversations 
Still decisions 
But for the first time   
Those conversations were happening with hope instead of fear 

Then came one of the moments I had secretly imagined so many times 
Yet never believed would actually happen 

August 23rd, 2025

Aryan called me 

"Mom wants to talk to you "

For a second   
I froze 

His mother 
The same person whose "no" had ended our story more than once 
The same person I had unknowingly feared for almost two years 

My hands became cold 

"I'm nervous   " I whispered 

Aryan smiled 

"Don't be "
"Just be yourself "

I took a deep breath 
Folded my hands before the small idol of Mahadev beside my desk 
And answered the call 

"Hello, Aunty   "

She smiled warmly 

That one smile erased years of fear 

We talked 
About family 
About studies 
About work 
About Canada 
About life 

Nothing extraordinary 
Nothing dramatic 

Yet for me   
It felt extraordinary 

Because I wasn't speaking to someone who stood between our love anymore 
I was speaking to the woman who would one day become my second mother 

When the call ended   
Aryan asked,
"See? I told you "

I laughed 

"I don't know why I was so scared "

He replied with the line that made me smile all evening 

"Because you've spent two years imagining conversations that hadn't happened yet "

He was right 

How many nights had I spent worrying about situations that existed only inside my imagination?
How many tears had I cried over futures that God had never planned?

That day taught me something beautiful 

Never fear tomorrow before tomorrow arrives 

September arrived quietly 

Now our conversations were no longer just between us 
Both families knew 
Both families had begun talking 
The impossible had become official 

Calls became longer 
Plans became real 
Questions became practical 

Not,
"Will this happen?"
But,
"How should we do this?"

Even those simple questions felt magical 

I would often sit after our calls   
Looking at my room 
Looking at Mahadev 
And smiling to myself 

"Is this really my life?"

Because the girl who had once accepted that Aryan would become nothing more than a beautiful memory   
Was now discussing wedding plans with him 

Then came another unforgettable day 

October 14th, 2025

The day our parents spoke to each other 

It wasn't just a conversation between two families 
It was the bridge between two worlds 

I remember waiting anxiously 
Holding my phone 
Walking from one room to another 
Unable to concentrate on anything 

When the call finally ended   
Aryan messaged me 

"It went well "

Only three words 
Yet somehow   
My eyes filled with tears again 

Those three words represented something much bigger 

The dream was no longer ours alone 
It belonged to our families too 

Both sides wanted us to continue talking 
To understand each other 
To take this seriously 
To make sure we weren't choosing marriage because of emotion alone 
But because we truly understood the life we were choosing together 

I admired that 

Because marriage, to both our families, was never just a celebration 
It was a lifelong promise 

And perhaps that is why I respected the process so deeply 

Nothing in our story came easily 
Nothing happened overnight 
Nothing was rushed 

Everything arrived   
Exactly when it was meant to 

Little Poem
Some love stories
begin with families saying yes 
Ours began
when two hearts
waited long enough
for every "no"
to slowly become
a blessing in disguise 

That night   
Before sleeping   
I opened my diary 
Wrote one sentence 
Closed it 

"Trust the process 
Trust the timing 
God has never been late "

I didn't know then   
That Navratri was about to bring us even closer 
That festivals would begin feeling like family 
That a saree would become one of the most emotional gifts I had ever received 
That Indrapura—once just my mama's home—would quietly begin becoming my sasural too 
And that somewhere in all those ordinary moments   
Forever would stop feeling like a dream 
It would start feeling like home 

End of Chapter Eighteen
Chapter Nineteen
"Between Festivals and Forever"
Navratri, Diwali, understanding each other, your convocation, the saree Aryan gifted you, Indrapura, visiting his home for the first time, Mataji Rath, meeting his entire family, and the beautiful transition from "his family" to "our family "

Author's suggestion: This chapter should be one of the warmest chapters in the novel  After years of heartbreak, the pace intentionally becomes softer and more joyful  Readers should feel as though they are finally breathing after holding their breath for years, experiencing the quiet happiness that comes when destiny finally unfolds 
Chapter Nineteen
Between Festivals and Forever
October 2025 – January 2026
"Love does not always arrive holding your hand  Sometimes it arrives through a phone screen, a parcel delivered at your doorstep, a late-night call across oceans, and a voice that somehow makes thousands of kilometres disappear "
"Love isn't built only in grand moments  It is built in ordinary evenings, shared laughter, family conversations, festival lights, and the quiet certainty of choosing each other every single day "
If someone had asked me what changed after our families finally said yes   
I would have smiled and answered,
"Nothing "
And then, after thinking for a moment, I would have corrected myself 
"Everything "
Love itself hadn't changed 
We had loved each other long before anyone else knew 
Long before our families became part of the story 
Long before marriage entered the conversation 
Long before forever even felt like something we were allowed to dream about 
The love remained exactly the same 
The prayers remained the same 
The person remained the same 
The only thing that disappeared   
Was fear 
For nearly three years, every chapter of our story had carried one silent question:
"Will this be our last conversation?"
Every goodbye had felt dangerous 
Every pause had felt permanent 
Every disagreement had secretly carried the fear of losing each other all over again 
But now   
For the first time   
That fear no longer existed 
We weren't counting the days until another goodbye 
Instead   
We had started counting festivals 
Vacations 
Family functions 
Future visits 
Wedding discussions 
The life we would slowly build together 
There was something incredibly beautiful about that transition 
For years, every conversation had begun with uncertainty 
Now every conversation ended with plans 
"When are you sleeping?"
"Did you eat?"
"How was work?"
"What should we do when you come to India?"
"What colour should we wear?"
"Where should we go first?"
"What should we eat?"
"When will we visit Kashi together?"
"When will you finally teach me Garba properly?"
They were ordinary questions 
Questions millions of couples probably asked every single day 
Yet after everything we had survived   
Those ordinary questions became extraordinary 
Because they represented something we had once believed we would never have—
A future 

Across Oceans, Yet Never Apart
When people imagine love stories, they usually imagine two people living in the same city 
Walking hand in hand 
Watching sunsets together 
Going out for coffee after work 
Celebrating festivals beneath the same sky 
Sometimes I smiled whenever I heard those stories 
Because ours looked nothing like that 
Between Aryan and me lay oceans 
Different countries 
Different climates 
Different mornings 
Different nights 
Different time zones 
Nearly eleven thousand kilometres 
He woke up while I was preparing to sleep 
I started my mornings while he was ending his day 
Sometimes one of us was having breakfast while the other was thinking about dinner 
If someone looked only at the map   
They would have said we were impossibly far apart 
But maps only measure distance 
They don't measure presence 
Distance measured kilometres 
Our hearts measured consistency 
Every single day   
No matter how busy life became   
We found each other 
Sometimes through long video calls 
Sometimes through voice notes 
Sometimes through sleepy "good mornings "
Sometimes through random photographs sent in the middle of the day 
Sometimes through silence where neither of us had anything important to say—
Yet neither of us wanted to disconnect 
Because somewhere during those months   
Love stopped being something we constantly expressed 
It became something we quietly lived 

The Language Only Long-Distance Couples Understand
Long-distance teaches you a completely different language of love 
You cannot hug after an argument 
You cannot drive across the city because you suddenly miss each other 
You cannot surprise someone by showing up outside their office 
You cannot steal five minutes together after a difficult day 
So   
You learn another language 
A language built from tiny sentences 
"Text me when you reach "
"Have breakfast "
"Don't skip lunch today "
"Drink enough water "
"You sound tired "
"Call me when you're free "
"Don't work too late "
"Drive safely "
"Did you take your medicines?"
"Sleep now "
"I'll wait "
They looked like ordinary messages 
But they were never ordinary 
Each one quietly meant,
"I wish I could be there "
Every morning before leaving for the office, I would instinctively check my phone 
Most mornings   
There would already be a message waiting 
"Good Morning "
"Have breakfast "
"Don't skip lunch today "
"All the best for your meeting "
Sometimes he would add,
"Make me proud "
Those three words somehow stayed with me throughout the day 
Whenever a difficult presentation came 
Whenever work became overwhelming 
Whenever I doubted myself 
I remembered those words 
"Make me proud "
Not because he expected perfection 
But because he had always believed in me—
Even during the years when he believed he couldn't be part of my future 

The Office Never Knew
Slowly, my office became familiar with one little habit of mine 
Whenever my phone lit up   
I smiled 
Not intentionally 
Not dramatically 
Just naturally 
Sometimes one of my colleagues would look at me and tease,
"Someone seems happy today "
I would simply smile and continue working 
Nobody knew why 
Nobody knew that the reason behind that smile wasn't sitting across the office 
He wasn't even in the same country 
The person responsible for that smile was sitting almost eleven thousand kilometres away in Canada   
Probably beginning his own workday while I was halfway through mine 
It amazed me how someone could feel so close while living on the other side of the world 
Technology carried our voices 
But love carried everything else 

From Lovers to Partners
Some evenings we laughed until our stomachs hurt 
Other nights we argued over the smallest, most meaningless things 
He would insist he was right 
I would insist I was right 
For ten minutes we would become unbelievably dramatic 
And then one of us would burst into laughter 
Soon the other would follow 
Because deep down   
Both of us knew how ridiculous we sounded 
That was one of the most beautiful parts of this phase 
We were no longer trying to impress each other 
We weren't trying to appear perfect 
We had already seen each other through heartbreak, confusion, misunderstandings, waiting, distance, uncertainty, tears, prayers and impossible decisions 
There was nothing left to pretend 
We were simply learning each other 
I learned that Aryan became unusually quiet whenever something troubled him 
He carried responsibilities silently 
He rarely complained 
He preferred solving problems before talking about them 
He learned that I overthought almost everything 
That I processed every emotion through words 
That if something stayed inside my heart too long   
Eventually it would find its way onto paper 
Slowly   
Without either of us realizing it   
We stopped becoming just two people deeply in love 
We started becoming partners 
Partners who celebrated victories together 
Faced difficult days together 
Dreamed together 
Planned together 
And slowly   
Prepared for forever together 

Little Poem
Love begins
when two hearts meet 
But forever begins
when two souls
learn
how to stay 

(To be continued in Part 2: Navratri, Diwali, Mahadev prayers, the convocation, the saree from Canada, "I'm proud of you," Indrapura, visiting Aryan's home, meeting his family, and the emotional ending )
Chapter Nineteen
Between Festivals and Forever (Part 2)
Then came Navratri 
Navratri had always been one of my favourite festivals 
The sound of the dhol 
The vibrant colours of beautifully embroidered chaniyas 
The excitement of choosing matching jewellery 
The lights that illuminated every street 
The devotion that filled every temple 
The energy that only Gujarat truly understands 
Every year, Navratri had been a celebration I eagerly waited for 
But this year   
It carried a different emotion 
For the first time, every garba song made me think of Aryan 
Every couple dancing together reminded me that somewhere, across the world, there was someone who would one day stand beside me 
Not as a dream 
Not as a wish 
Not as someone I was still praying for 
But as my family 
That thought alone filled my heart with a happiness I had never experienced before 
He couldn't be there physically 
He was thousands of kilometres away in Canada 
But somehow   
He was present in every evening 
Every night after returning home from garba, I would send him photographs 
Videos 
Voice notes 
Tiny glimpses of everything I wished he could experience beside me 
I wanted him to see the colourful lights 
I wanted him to hear the music 
I wanted him to witness the joy that filled every corner of Gujarat during those nine beautiful nights 
Almost immediately, my phone would light up 
"You look beautiful "
"I wish I was there "
"Next year, I'm dancing with you "
And then, teasingly—
"Don't think I'm escaping garba forever "
I laughed every single time 
"Let's see if you can even survive one full round "
"Oh please," he would reply confidently 
"I'll beat you "
"You don't even know the steps "
"I'll learn "
"You'll get tired in ten minutes "
"You underestimate me "
Our conversations would continue for hours 
Sometimes we weren't discussing marriage at all 
We were debating which garba song was the best 
Who danced better 
Who was more competitive 
Which colour we liked most 
Which outfit suited the other person 
What food we would eat after garba once he finally came to India 
Such ordinary conversations 
Yet after everything we had survived   
They felt extraordinary 
Because for years we had only imagined a future 
Now   
We were planning one 
Perhaps that is why those conversations remain some of my favourite memories 
Not because anything extraordinary happened 
But because after years of surviving heartbreak   
We were finally learning how to enjoy happiness 

Little Poem
Some dreams
don't arrive all at once 
They arrive
one festival   
one promise   
one conversation   
at a time 

Then came Diwali 
Another festival 
Another reminder of how much life had changed 
The house slowly filled with preparations 
Rangolis appeared at every doorstep 
The fragrance of homemade sweets spread through every room 
Children laughed while bursting crackers outside 
Rows of diyas illuminated the darkness 
Families gathered together 
The entire atmosphere felt warm 
Peaceful 
Complete 
Although Aryan was still in Canada   
It never felt like he was missing 
Distance had stopped feeling like absence 
We celebrated through video calls 
He showed me the decorations there 
I showed him our home glowing with diyas 
We laughed while trying to take screenshots that always came out blurry 
We admired each other's rangolis 
Compared sweets 
Shared little moments that seemed insignificant to everyone else 
Yet they meant everything to us 
Then, before beginning the evening prayers, we both went to our respective temples 
Different countries 
Different temples 
Different time zones 
The same prayer 
I remember standing before the diyas that evening 
Closing my eyes 
Folding my hands before Mahadev 
And for the first time in years   
My prayer had completely changed 
There was a time when every prayer sounded like,
"Please don't let me lose him "
Now   
Standing before Mahadev, my heart whispered something entirely different 
"Thank You "
Not because every prayer had been answered exactly the way I imagined 
But because He had never stopped listening 
Not once 
Even during the years when I believed He was silent 
Even during the months when every door seemed closed 
Even during the nights I cried without understanding why our story had to be so difficult 
He had never abandoned us 
He had simply been writing a longer story than I could see 
I smiled softly 
Sometimes   
God doesn't answer our prayers immediately because He is busy preparing an answer far more beautiful than we ever imagined 

Quote
"The greatest blessing isn't getting everything you prayed for  It is realizing that God was protecting you even while making you wait "

As the weeks passed   
We became deeply involved in each other's ordinary lives 
He knew about my office meetings before they happened 
He knew exactly which presentations made me nervous 
He knew which clients were difficult 
He knew when deadlines were approaching 
He knew when I sounded tired, even if I insisted I wasn't 
Likewise   
I knew his work schedule 
I knew when projects became stressful 
I knew when he hadn't slept enough 
I knew when he was pretending everything was fine while quietly carrying responsibilities on his shoulders 
He reminded me to eat 
I reminded him to rest 
He reminded me to believe in myself 
I reminded him that he didn't have to carry everything alone 
Neither of us consciously planned to care this deeply 
It simply happened 
Somewhere along the way   
Caring had become our second language 
Love was no longer expressed only through "I love you "
It lived inside ordinary questions 
"Reached safely?"
"Have you eaten?"
"Drink water "
"Don't skip dinner "
"Take care "
Those simple sentences quietly became our way of holding each other's hands across continents 

Little Poem
We couldn't walk
beside each other 
So we walked
through each other's days 
You became part
of my mornings 
I became part
of your nights 
And somewhere
between sunrise in India
and sunset in Canada   
we quietly built
our first home 

Then   
December arrived 
And with it came one of the proudest moments of my life 
My MBA Convocation 

(Continues in Part 3 with the complete convocation, the saree from Canada, "I'm proud of you," Indrapura, Mataji Pratishtha Mahotsav, visiting Aryan's home, meeting his family, becoming part of the family, and the emotional ending with Mahadev )
Chapter Nineteen
Between Festivals and Forever (Part 3)
Then   
December arrived 
And with it came one of the proudest moments of my life 
My MBA Convocation 
It was more than just a graduation ceremony 
It was the closing of a chapter I had worked tirelessly to complete 
Late-night assignments 
Endless presentations 
Group projects 
Examinations 
Internships 
Placements 
Moments of self-doubt 
Moments of confidence 
Every challenge had slowly brought me to this day 
I had imagined this moment countless times 
Walking across the stage 
Receiving my degree 
Seeing the pride in my parents' eyes 
Celebrating everything that had brought me here 
Yet amidst all the excitement   
There was one person I wished could stand beside me 
Aryan 
Sometimes distance hurts the most during happy moments 
Because the first person you want to celebrate with is the one who cannot physically be there 
Canada and India were still separated by oceans 
He couldn't sit in the audience 
He couldn't clap as I received my degree 
He couldn't click photographs afterward 
He couldn't hand me flowers outside the auditorium 
For a brief moment   
That thought made my heart ache 
But Aryan   
Being Aryan   
Found his own way of making sure he was present 
A few days before my convocation   
A parcel arrived 
I still remember holding the package in my hands, wondering what it could be 
When I carefully opened it   
Inside lay the most beautiful saree 
Simple 
Elegant 
Graceful 
Exactly the kind of saree he knew I loved 
Softly folded beside it was a small handwritten note 
"Wear this on one of the proudest days of your life "
"Even if I can't stand beside you    a part of me will "
I read those words again 
And again 
Before I even realized it   
Tears had quietly filled my eyes 
I held the saree close to my heart 
At that moment   
It wasn't just fabric 
It wasn't just a gift 
It wasn't just six yards of cloth 
It became a hug that had travelled across continents 
A silent promise 
A reminder that distance had never reduced his presence in my life 
The morning of my convocation   
As I carefully draped the saree   
I stood before the mirror for a long time 
Adjusting the pleats 
Fixing the pallu 
Looking at myself 
Then smiling 
Not because I looked beautiful 
But because I knew   
Somewhere, thousands of kilometres away   
Someone had imagined this day with me 
Someone had chosen what I would wear 
Someone who once believed we might never have a future together   
Was now becoming part of one of the biggest milestones of my life 
For a brief moment   
Everything we had survived flashed before my eyes 
The waiting 
The misunderstandings 
The tears 
The prayers 
The goodbyes 
The surrender 
And finally   
This 
Throughout the ceremony   
Many people complimented my saree 
"It looks beautiful "
"The colour suits you "
"So elegant "
Every time someone smiled and appreciated it   
I quietly smiled back 
Only I knew the story woven into every fold 
Only I knew that every compliment secretly belonged to him too 
After the ceremony ended   
I couldn't wait any longer 
I video-called him 
The moment he answered   
I smiled 
"So   "
"How do I look?"
He didn't answer immediately 
He simply looked at the screen 
For a few quiet seconds   
He just smiled 
The kind of smile that says more than words ever can 
Then he softly said,
"Beautiful "
He paused 
Looked at me once again 
And added,
"I'm proud of you "
Out of every congratulations I received that day   
Those four words became my favourite 
Because they came from the person who had watched me grow through some of the hardest years of my life 
The man who had seen me cry 
Seen me hope 
Seen me surrender 
Seen me rise again 
Those words stayed with me long after the convocation ended 

Little Poem
Success feels different
when the person
you imagined beside you
is finally
walking toward
the same future 
Some people hold your hand
while you chase your dreams 
You held my courage
from another continent 
And somehow   
that was enough 

A few weeks later   
Life gifted me another beautiful chapter 
Every year, my maternal family gathered in Indrapura for the Mataji Pratishtha Mahotsav 
For me   
Indrapura had always meant one thing 
My mama's home 
The village where some of my happiest childhood memories lived 
The place where cousins became best friends 
Where laughter echoed through familiar streets 
Where festivals felt larger 
Where devotion blended beautifully with celebration 
Every visit felt like coming home 
Never   
Not even once   
Had I imagined that destiny had quietly written another identity for this little village 
One that would one day make me smile every time I heard its name 
Because one day   
Indrapura would no longer be only my mama's ghar 
It would also become   
My sasural 
Sometimes I still smile thinking about it 
Out of every place in the world   
Mahadev chose the very same village to become both my childhood sanctuary   
And my future home 
Coincidence?
Perhaps 
Or perhaps   
Mahadev simply enjoys writing stories that only make sense when we look back 
That visit became even more meaningful because this time   
It wasn't only about Mataji 
It wasn't only about family gatherings 
It wasn't only about childhood memories 
It was about belonging 
Soon after   
Aryan's family invited us to their home 
I still remember getting ready that morning 
I stood before the mirror much longer than necessary 
Changing earrings 
Adjusting my dupatta 
Fixing my hair 
Looking at myself 
Then laughing 
"Why am I so nervous?"
The answer came almost immediately 
Because today   
I wasn't simply visiting someone's house 
I was walking into the home that would one day become mine 
My mother came with me 
My masi came too 
Together   
We entered carrying blessings 
Warmth 
Smiles 
And hearts overflowing with gratitude 
The atmosphere was beautiful 
The Mataji Rath stood gracefully 
Divine chants echoed through the surroundings 
The fragrance of incense filled every corner 
Before anything else   
We folded our hands before Mataji 
I closed my eyes 
And silently whispered,
"Thank You "
Not for giving me Aryan 
But for giving both of us the strength to survive the journey toward each other 
Then came introductions 
Conversations 
Tea 
Laughter 
Stories 
Smiles 
I met everyone properly 
His Baa 
His Mota Papa 
His Moti Mummy 
His cousins 
His extended family 
Every conversation carried warmth 
Every smile carried acceptance 
No one made me feel like an outsider 
No one made me feel uncomfortable 
Instead   
Somewhere during that visit   
Without anyone formally saying it   
I stopped feeling like a guest 
I quietly started feeling like I belonged 
At one point   
I looked across the room 
Aryan was already looking at me 
He smiled 
A calm   
Peaceful   
Content smile 
And in that single smile   
I saw something I had waited years to witness 
Peace 
The kind of peace that arrives only after uncertainty finally comes to an end 
Later that evening   
As we drove back home   
I looked outside the car window 
The fields of Indrapura slowly disappeared behind us 
The sky was painted with shades of orange and gold 
I smiled to myself 
Because years ago   
I had cried wondering whether I would ever have a place in Aryan's life 
Today   
I had just walked through the doors of the home where my future was quietly waiting 
And somewhere above the clouds   
I imagined Mahadev smiling 
Almost as if He was gently reminding me—
"See?
I told you to trust My timing "

End of Chapter Nineteen
Love had once taught us how to wait 
Now   
It was teaching us how to live 
Not through grand gestures 
But through ordinary mornings 
Festival lights 
Family conversations 
Late-night calls 
Parcels wrapped with love 
Shared dreams 
Quiet prayers 
And the beautiful certainty of choosing each other   
Every single day 
Because forever is never built in one extraordinary moment 
It is built   
One ordinary day at a time 

Chapter Nineteen
Between Festivals and Forever
October 2025 – January 2026
"Love does not always arrive holding your hand  Sometimes it arrives through a phone screen, a parcel delivered at your doorstep, a late-night call across oceans, and a voice that somehow makes thousands of kilometres disappear "

When people imagine love stories, they often imagine two people spending every evening together 
Walking hand in hand 
Watching sunsets 
Going out for coffee 
Celebrating festivals under the same sky 
Sometimes, I smile listening to those stories 
Because ours looked nothing like that 
Between Aryan and me lay oceans 
Different countries 
Different time zones 
Different mornings 
Different nights 
He woke up while I was preparing to sleep 
I started my day while he was ending his 
And yet   
Somehow   
We never felt far away 
Distance measured kilometres 
Our hearts measured presence 

After our parents spoke and agreed that we should continue getting to know each other before marriage, everything became calmer 
There were no more fears of losing each other 
No more conversations ending with, "Maybe this won't work "
Instead, our relationship quietly entered its most beautiful season 
The season where love stopped proving itself and simply began living 

Every morning before leaving for the office, I would check my phone 
Most days, there would already be a message waiting 
"Good Morning "
"Have breakfast "
"Don't skip lunch today "
"All the best for your meeting "
Sometimes he would add,
"Make me proud "
Those three words somehow carried me through difficult days 

My office slowly became familiar with one habit of mine 
Whenever my phone lit up, I would smile unconsciously 
Nobody knew why 
Nobody knew that the person responsible for that smile was sitting almost 11,000 kilometres away, probably beginning his own workday in Canada 

Long distance teaches you a different language of love 
You cannot hug after an argument 
You cannot meet for coffee after a stressful day 
You cannot simply drive across the city because you miss someone 
So you learn to love differently 
You learn to say,
"Text me when you reach "
"Did you eat?"
"Drink water "
"Don't overwork yourself "
"Call me when you're free "
Those tiny sentences become your way of holding each other's hand across continents 

Little Poem
We couldn't walk beside each other 
So we walked through each other's days 
You became part of my mornings 
I became part of your nights 
And somewhere between sunrise in India
and sunset in Canada,
we built a home 

Then came Navratri 
One of my favourite festivals 
The music 
The colours 
The devotion 
The energy that only Gujarat understands 
I wished, more than anything, that Aryan could have been there beside me 
But he wasn't 
He was in Canada 
So instead, every night after garba, I would send him photographs 
Videos 
Voice notes 
Tiny glimpses of everything I wished he could experience with me 
He would reply almost instantly 
"You look beautiful "
"Next year, I'm dancing with you "
"Don't think I'm escaping garba forever "
Those simple promises became little dreams 
Dreams that suddenly no longer felt impossible 

Diwali arrived next 
The house glowed with diyas 
The smell of homemade sweets filled every room 
Firecrackers echoed across the neighbourhood 
Families gathered together 
And although Aryan was thousands of kilometres away   
It never felt like he was absent 
We celebrated through video calls 
Showed each other our decorations 
Laughed over blurry screenshots 
Prayed together from different countries 
The screen separated us 
Faith united us 

Quote
"Sometimes love isn't about sharing the same place 
It's about making two different places feel like one home "

As weeks passed, we became deeply involved in each other's ordinary lives 
I knew when his work became stressful 
He knew exactly which presentations at the office were making me nervous 
He reminded me to eat on busy days 
I reminded him to sleep instead of working late 
He celebrated my smallest achievements as though they were his own 
I celebrated every little victory in his life with the same excitement 
We weren't physically together 
But emotionally   
We had never been closer 

Then December arrived 
My MBA convocation 
One of the proudest milestones of my life 
I had imagined this day for years 
Receiving my degree 
Walking across the stage 
Making my parents proud 
There was only one thing missing 
Aryan 

Sometimes distance hurts the most during happy moments 
Because the first person you want beside you is the one who cannot be there 
I wished, with all my heart, that he could have seen me receiving my degree 
But life had different plans 
So instead   
He created his own way of being present 
A few days before my convocation, a parcel arrived at my doorstep 
Inside it was a beautiful saree 
Elegant 
Graceful 
Exactly the kind I would have chosen myself 
Along with it came a small note 
"I may not be there to see you walk across the stage    but I want a part of me to walk with you "
I held that saree close to my heart 
At that moment   
It wasn't just a gift 
It became a hug sent across continents 

The morning of my convocation, I carefully wore the saree he had chosen 
Standing before the mirror, I smiled 
Not because I looked beautiful 
But because I knew someone, thousands of kilometres away, had imagined this day with me 
Every compliment I received that day secretly belonged to him too 

After the ceremony, I video-called him 
Before I could even ask anything, he looked at me for a few seconds and smiled 
Then softly said,
"I'm so proud of you, Volsee "
Out of every congratulations I received that day   
Those five words became my favourite 
Because they came from the man who had seen me through heartbreak, growth, prayers, and dreams 

Little Poem
Some people hold your hand
while you chase your dreams 
You held my courage
from another continent 
And somehow,
that was enough 

Around the same time, I travelled to Indrapura for the Mataji Pratishtha Mahotsav, a place that had always been my mama's ghar since childhood 
Little did I know that destiny had quietly written another identity for this village 
One day   
It would also become my sasural 
And when I stood there, surrounded by devotion, family, and the blessings of Mataji, I couldn't help but smile 
God truly has the most beautiful sense of timing 
Chapter Twenty
The Days That Quietly Became Forever
January – April 2026
"People often remember the day they got engaged  I remember the hundreds of ordinary days before it—the ones where we unknowingly became each other's home "

If there is one thing I wish every reader understood about our story   
It is this 
Our love was never built on grand gestures 
Those came later 
Our love was built through consistency 
Through showing up 
Every single day 

By the beginning of 2026, there was no longer a question of whether Aryan and I would marry 
Our families had accepted us 
Our hearts had already chosen each other years ago 
Now   
Life simply wanted us to become partners before making us husband and wife 

Distance was still there 
India 
Canada 
Nearly eleven thousand kilometres apart 
Sometimes I wondered whether oceans ever grew tired of separating people who only wanted to sit beside each other 
Yet strangely   
This distance no longer felt cruel 
It felt temporary 
For the first time   
Every goodbye had a return date 
Every phone call had another waiting on the other side 
Every dream had a plan 

Our evenings slowly became a ritual 
I would return home from work, change into comfortable clothes, help my mother around the house, have dinner   
And then   
Without either of us saying it   
Our phones would ring 
Sometimes mine 
Sometimes his 

There was never any fixed agenda 
No important topic 
No dramatic conversations 
We simply   
Talked 

About everything 
And nothing 

Some nights we discussed work 
I would tell him about presentations, deadlines, meetings with senior management, little office stories that only seemed funny because he was listening 
He would patiently hear every single detail 
Even when I knew half the story probably made no sense to him 

Then it would be my turn 
"How was work?"
He would tell me about Canada 
About snowfall 
About driving through white roads 
About grocery shopping after work 
About cooking his own meals 
About how difficult adulthood actually was 

Sometimes I laughed imagining him standing in a supermarket for twenty minutes trying to decide which vegetables to buy 
He laughed when I admitted that I still called my mother to ask where she kept things in our own kitchen 

We made ordinary life sound interesting simply because we were sharing it with each other 

Little Poem
Love isn't always
"I miss you "
Sometimes it is—
"Did you reach safely?"
"Wear a jacket "
"Have lunch "
"Don't forget your medicine "
"Sleep early "
Sometimes   
those are the deepest love letters 

One evening   
We somehow began talking about childhood 
Not the version people post on social media 
The real one 

Our fears 
Our dreams 
Our embarrassing school memories 
The teachers who scared us 
The silly fights with cousins 
The festivals we waited for every year 
The places that still felt like home 

That was the beautiful thing about Aryan 
Whenever I thought I knew everything about him   
Another story appeared 
Another memory 
Another version of him I had never met before 

And perhaps   
That is what keeps love alive 
Not finding the perfect person 
But continuing to discover them 

There were nights we spoke for four hours 
Sometimes neither of us noticed how late it had become 

"You sleep first "
"No, you "
"Okay    one last thing "
That "one last thing" usually became another forty-five minutes 

Quote
"When conversations never run out, love never grows old "

One evening I asked him something I had never asked before 
"Why did you remember me after all those years?"

He smiled 
The kind of smile that appears before someone tells the truth 

"Do you really want to know?"

"Always "

He leaned back in his chair 
Looked at the ceiling for a moment 
Then said,

"I actually knew you long before Instagram "

I smiled 
I already knew this story 
But every time he told it   
It felt new 

"We were children "
"Playgroup "
"You probably don't remember me "

I laughed 
"I don't "

"I know "
He laughed too 
"But I remembered you "

"Why?"

There was another pause 

"Because there was this little girl with golden hair and the most unique name I'd ever heard "
"Volsee "
"I had never forgotten it "

My heart smiled before my lips did 

"Years later   " he continued,
"When Instagram suggested your profile   "
"I saw your name "
"And I immediately knew "
"It's her "

I sat there quietly 

Isn't it strange?
How one memory inside a little boy's heart survived years of growing up 
Years of school 
College 
Moving to another country 
New people 
New cities 
A completely different life 

Yet somehow   
He still remembered one little girl because of her unusual name and golden hair 

Maybe destiny begins much earlier than we realize 

Little Poem
Perhaps
we didn't fall in love
in 2023 
Perhaps destiny
quietly introduced us
when we were too young
to understand
what forever meant 

Those conversations made me realize something 
We weren't just planning a marriage anymore 
We were slowly collecting stories 
Stories that one day we would tell our children 
Stories that would begin with—
"Once upon a time, Papa remembered Mama from playgroup   "

Some nights we imagined our future home 
Where would we keep the mandir?
What colour would our walls be?
Would we cook together?
Who would make tea?
Who would burn the rotis?

Aryan confidently declared,
"You'll burn them "

"Excuse me?"

"I'm just preparing myself "

I laughed so hard that my mother walked into my room asking what had happened 

These conversations had no great importance 
Yet today   
When I look back   
They became some of my favourite memories 

Because love doesn't become extraordinary through grand events 
It becomes extraordinary through thousands of tiny ordinary moments 

As weeks passed   
Something beautiful happened 

Neither of us was trying to become someone better for the other anymore 
We were becoming more ourselves 

He saw my overthinking 
My stubbornness 
My endless excitement over the smallest things 
The way I cried easily 
The way I laughed loudly 
The way I believed every blessing should first be thanked before celebrated 

I saw his quiet strength 
His patience 
His protective nature 
The softness he hid behind logic 
The way he carried responsibilities without complaining 
The way he always made space for everyone he loved 

And somewhere in those months   
Without any formal promise   
Without exchanging vows   
Without wearing rings   
We had already begun living as partners 

Then, one ordinary afternoon   
Everything accelerated 
Far sooner than anyone expected 

Aryan called me 
There was excitement in his voice 
Almost impossible to contain 

"Volsee   "
"Guess what?"

"What happened?"

He laughed 

"My work permit came "
"Earlier than expected "

For a moment   
Neither of us spoke 

Because we both knew   
This wasn't just about paperwork 
This meant something much bigger 

It meant   
He could come home 

It meant   
After years of seeing each other only through screens   
We were finally going to meet 
Not in dreams 
Not in imagination 
Not through video calls 
But in real life 

My heart began beating so loudly that I could barely hear him speaking 

The countdown had begun 

Not to another goodbye 
But to our first hello 

End of Chapter Twenty
Next Chapter: "The Boy at the Airport"
This chapter will begin with Aryan booking his tickets, the emotional countdown, bouquet preparations, your sleepless night before 1 May 2026, your first meeting at the airport after years of loving each other from opposite sides of the world, and the magical days leading to your engagement and wedding  This is where the novel reaches its cinematic climax 
Chapter Twenty-One
The Boy at the Airport
April 2026 – 1st May 2026
"There are meetings that last a few minutes and are forgotten forever  Then there are meetings that last only a few seconds but stay with you for the rest of your life  Ours began at an airport "

There is something magical about waiting 
Not the painful waiting that breaks your heart 
The beautiful kind 
The kind where every passing day brings you closer to the person you've dreamed of for years 
That was what April 2026 felt like 
A countdown 
Not to another goodbye 
But to our first beginning 

The day Aryan told me that his work permit had arrived much earlier than expected, neither of us truly understood what that meant 
At first, we simply celebrated 
We laughed 
We thanked Mahadev 
We called our parents 
We started discussing dates 
But as the excitement slowly settled   
Reality finally whispered,
"He's coming home "

Home 
What a beautiful word 
For years, Canada had borrowed him 
Now, for a little while   
India was getting her son back 
And I   
I was finally going to meet the man I had spent years loving through a screen 

It sounds strange when I say it aloud 
How can someone become your safest place without ever standing beside you?
How can someone know every version of your heart without ever holding your hand?
How can someone become your home while living across the world?
Yet somehow   
Aryan had 

The weeks before his arrival disappeared into endless preparations 
There were discussions every single day 
About flights 
About dates 
About venues 
About engagement 
About marriage 
About whether everything should happen in India or Canada 
About legal formalities 
About traditions 
About rituals 
About guests 
About time 
About what made the most sense 

Every family had opinions 
Every elder had suggestions 
Every discussion came from love 
Sometimes those discussions became debates 
Sometimes they became emotional 
Sometimes they became exhausting 

But after surviving everything we already had   
None of these felt difficult 
These were happy problems 
Problems we had once prayed to have 

Little Poem
Once,
we prayed
for one chance 
Now,
we were praying
for the perfect dates,
the perfect venue,
the perfect rituals 
Isn't it funny
how blessings change
the questions we ask God?

One evening, Aryan called me 
"Tickets are booked "

I don't know why   
But hearing those three words made everything real 
Until then, it had all felt like a dream 
Now there was a date 
A flight number 
A countdown 

Every morning after that, I would secretly calculate 
Twenty-three days left 
Nineteen days left 
Twelve days left 
One week left 
Three days left 
Tomorrow 

The closer his arrival came   
The more nervous I became 

What if meeting in person felt different?
What if we became awkward?
What if after years of video calls   
Reality somehow disappointed us?

I never told Aryan those fears 
But perhaps he already knew 
Because one night he smiled during our call and said,
"You're overthinking again, aren't you?"

I laughed 
"Maybe a little "

He shook his head 

"Volsee   "
"We've already met where it matters "
He gently pointed toward his heart 
"Meeting in person is just a formality now "

Only Aryan could say something so simple   
And somehow erase every fear 

Quote
"Some souls recognize each other long before two pairs of eyes finally meet "

Then came another discussion 

"Who's coming to the airport?"

My family insisted they would come 
His family wanted to welcome him too 
Everyone was excited 
Everyone wanted to witness the moment 

But secretly   
I wasn't thinking about any of that 

I kept imagining only one thing 

What would it feel like   
To finally see him walking toward me?

Would I cry?
Would I smile?
Would I freeze?
Would I run?
Would I hug him immediately?
Or would I simply stand there   
Unable to believe he was real?

The night before 1st May 2026, sleep became impossible 

I tried 
I really did 
I switched off the lights 
Closed my eyes 
Turned from one side to the other 

Nothing worked 

Every few minutes I checked the time 

I wondered where his flight had reached 
Whether he was sleeping 
Whether he was as nervous as I was 
Whether he was imagining tomorrow too 

Finally, sometime before dawn   
I whispered a small prayer 

"Mahadev   "
"Tomorrow   "
"Please let me remember this day forever "

Perhaps He smiled 
Because He already knew   
I would 

1st May 2026

The morning arrived 
Brighter than usual 
Or perhaps my heart simply refused to notice anything except happiness 

I took far longer than necessary to get ready 
Changed outfits 
Changed earrings 
Changed my mind 
Then changed outfits again 
My mother laughed 

"He's seen you a hundred times on video call "

I smiled 

"Today is different "

She nodded 

"Yes "
"Today is "

Before leaving home, I stood before our temple 
Folded my hands before Mahadev and Maa Parvati 
Touched my parents' feet 
And quietly whispered,
"Thank You "

In the car   
Nobody spoke much 
Everyone smiled 
Every few minutes someone checked the flight status 
Every minute suddenly felt longer than the last 

When we finally reached the airport   
My heart refused to behave normally 

People walked in every direction 
Announcements echoed through the terminal 
Children ran around excitedly 
Families waited with flowers 
Drivers held name boards 
Passengers hugged loved ones after months apart 

And suddenly   
I realized   
Today   
I was one of them 

I held a bouquet in my hands 
Not because flowers could express what I felt 
But because words couldn't 

Every few seconds I looked toward the arrival gate 
Then back at the screen 
Then toward the gate again 

The doors opened 
Passengers slowly began walking out 
One by one 
Families reunited 
Friends laughed 
Children jumped into waiting arms 

Yet my eyes searched only for one face 

One familiar smile 

One person 

Then   
I saw him 

Far away at first 
Walking slowly 
Pulling his suitcase behind him 
Looking around the crowd 
Searching 
Just as I was 

For a second   
Everything else disappeared 
The airport 
The announcements 
The people 
The noise 

There was only him 
And me 

After years of missed chances 
After years of distance 
After years of believing we might never stand in the same place again   
We finally were 

He saw me 
Stopped walking 
Smiled 
That smile   
The same smile I had watched through a tiny phone screen for years   
Was now standing only a few steps away 
Real 

I forgot the bouquet 
Forgot the crowd 
Forgot every plan I had made for this moment 

I simply walked toward him 
Slowly 
Almost afraid that if I walked too quickly   
The dream might disappear 

He stood there quietly 
Looking at me as though he was trying to convince himself that I was real too 

"Hi   "
he whispered 

I laughed through tears 

"Hi "

Years of conversations 
Years of waiting 
Years of prayers 
Years of heartbreak 
Years of hope 
And somehow   
Our first words in person were the same as the message that had restarted our story 
Simple 
Gentle 
Beautiful 

"Hi "

He handed me the bouquet 
I smiled 
Then looked at him and quietly said,
"Welcome home "

And for the very first time   
There was no screen between us 
No time difference 
No oceans 
No airports 
No distance 
Only two hearts   
Finally standing where destiny had always intended them to be 

End of Chapter Twenty-One
Next Chapter: "The Month That Felt Like a Lifetime" — the magical days after Aryan arrives: his first visit to your home, shopping together, temple visits, preserving your bouquets in resin art, your birthday surprises remembered, the emotional engagement preparations, living every day like a dream before 9 May 2026, when your forever officially begins  This chapter should feel like readers are living inside a Bollywood romance blended with a deeply spiritual love story 
Chapter Nineteen
Between Festivals and Forever
October 2025 – December 2025
"Love does not always grow by walking beside each other  Sometimes it grows because two people choose each other every single day, despite the oceans between them "

When people ask me today,
"What was the best phase of your relationship?"
Most expect me to say   
Our engagement 
Our wedding 
The airport 
Or the day our families finally agreed 
But strangely   
Whenever my mind travels back to those years   
It doesn't stop at the grand moments 
It stops at the ordinary ones 
The evenings 
The calls 
The waiting 
The tiny routines that quietly became our forever 

After years of uncertainty, after endless conversations with our parents, after prayers that often ended in tears, both our families finally asked us to do something beautifully simple 
"Take your time "
"Talk "
"Understand each other "
"Marriage is for life "
"Know the person before you promise forever "

I admired that 
Because no one was rushing us anymore 
Love had finally been given permission to breathe 

Yet   
Our biggest challenge still remained exactly where it had always been 

Distance 

I was in Ahmedabad, India 
Aryan was in Canada 
Two different countries 
Nearly eleven thousand kilometres apart 
A difference of time zones 
Different weather 
Different routines 
Different sunrises 
Different sunsets 

People often ask,
"How did you manage a long-distance relationship?"
I never know how to answer 
Because for us   
Long distance wasn't a phase 
It was our entire beginning 
We never knew what it felt like to go for coffee together after work 
We never knew spontaneous dinner dates 
We never knew evening walks 
We never knew what it felt like to simply drive across the city because we missed each other 
We built our relationship entirely through words 
Through trust 
Through patience 
Through prayer 
And somehow   
That became enough 

Little Poem
We never measured love
in kilometres 
We measured it
in phone calls,
good morning texts,
late-night video calls,
and promises
kept across oceans 

By then I had started working 
Every morning, I would leave for the office carrying my laptop in one hand   
And my phone in the other 
Because before my day truly began   
I always looked for one message 
Sometimes it had arrived while I was sleeping 
Because when I was asleep   
Aryan was still awake in Canada 
Our lives moved under different skies 

"Good Morning, Sakhi "
"Don't skip breakfast today "
"Best of luck for your meeting "
"Drink water "
"You always forget "

Sometimes he would simply send,
"Proud of you "
Nothing else 
Just those three words 
And somehow   
My entire day became lighter 

There were days when meetings stretched endlessly 
Presentations exhausted me 
Deadlines refused to end 
Yet somewhere during lunch   
My phone would vibrate 

"Had lunch?"

I always smiled 
Sometimes my colleagues noticed 
Sometimes they teased me 
I simply shook my head and changed the topic 
Because our love still belonged quietly to us 
Not to social media 
Not to the world 
Just   
Us 

Our evenings became sacred 
I would reach home from work 
Help my mother 
Freshen up 
Have dinner 
Then wait 
Not impatiently 
Comfortably 
Because somewhere in Canada   
Aryan would soon finish his day 

The phone would ring 
Sometimes mine 
Sometimes his 
Neither of us ever planned it 
It had simply become our routine 

And routines are dangerous 
Because one day you realize   
They no longer feel like habits 
They feel like home 

Sometimes we talked for an hour 
Sometimes four 
Sometimes we fell asleep while the other was still talking 

"You sleep first "
"No, you "
"Okay    one last thing "
That "one last thing" usually became another forty-five minutes 

We talked about everything 
His work 
My office 
Canadian winters 
Ahmedabad traffic 
His attempts at cooking 
My inability to make round rotis 
He laughed every time I confidently claimed I would become an excellent cook after marriage 
"We'll see," he teased 
"Excuse me?"
"I'm mentally preparing myself for square rotis "

I laughed so loudly that my mother walked into my room asking,
"Who are you talking to?"

I smiled and simply replied,
"Aryan "

For the first time   
Saying his name aloud at home didn't carry fear anymore 
It carried peace 

Quote
"One day, the person you whispered about becomes the person your family asks about over dinner "

Navratri arrived 
One of my favourite times of the year 
Every street in Gujarat came alive 
Music echoed until midnight 
The sound of dhol filled the air 
Women twirled gracefully in colourful chaniyas 
Children ran around excitedly 
Temples glowed under thousands of lights 

Every year, Navratri had filled my heart with joy 
This year   
It filled my heart with longing too 
Because for the first time   
There was someone I wished stood beside me during every aarti 
Every garba 
Every prayer 

Aryan wasn't there 
He couldn't be 
He was thousands of kilometres away in Canada 
So every night after returning home, I would send him videos 
The music 
The lights 
My outfit 
Tiny moments I wished he could have lived with me 

He watched every single one 
Sometimes twice 
Sometimes three times 

"You look beautiful "
"Next year, I'm dancing garba with you "
"And don't think I'm escaping nine nights of dancing "

I smiled reading those messages 
Because after years of uncertainty   
Next year no longer sounded impossible 
It sounded like a promise 

(Continues into Diwali, your birthday memories woven into conversations, Vasant Panchami, the surprise bouquets, your MBA convocation and the saree, before flowing naturally into Indrapura and the family visit )
Chapter Nineteen (Continued)
The Language We Created Across Oceans
"Every couple has a language of its own  Ours wasn't made of grand declarations  It was made of tiny words that slowly became home "

Some people say distance weakens relationships 
I often wonder if they have ever truly experienced love 
Because if they had   
They would know that distance doesn't weaken love 
Silence does 
Lack of effort does 
Taking each other for granted does 
But never distance 
Distance simply asks one question every single day 
"Will you still choose each other today?"
And every single day   
We answered,
"Yes "

Very soon, our conversations developed a language that belonged only to us 
It wasn't something we planned 
It simply happened 
The way seasons quietly change without asking permission 

"Good morning, Jaan "
"Reached office?"
"Have lunch, Jaan "
"Reached home?"
"Sleep early "
"I miss you "
"I love you "

It seems ordinary now 
But I still remember the first time he called me Jaan 
I read the message once 
Then again 
Then one more time 
A silly smile escaped before I could stop it 
I don't even remember what we were discussing 
I only remember staring at that one word 
Jaan 
A four-letter word 
Yet somehow   
It made eleven thousand kilometres feel smaller 

From that day onward   
I wasn't just Volsee anymore 
To him   
I had quietly become Jaan 

And strangely   
Every time my phone lit up with,
"Good Morning, Jaan ❤️"
it felt less like reading a message   
and more like hearing someone gently knock on my heart 

Sometimes I deliberately took a little longer to reply 
Not because I wanted to play games 
Simply because I wanted to read his messages over and over again before answering 

"Good morning, Jaan "
"Don't forget breakfast today "
"I know you'll say you're busy "
"But eat "

I would laugh 

"Yes, Baba "

"Not Baba "
"Your future husband "

"That's still debatable "

"Too late "
"Application approved "

I laughed so loudly that my mother looked up from the kitchen 

"What happened?"

"Nothing   "
I smiled 
"He's impossible "

She smiled knowingly 
Without another question 

For years, my parents had seen me trying to move on 
Trying to be strong 
Trying to pretend I was okay 
Now   
They were slowly watching me become happy again 

And there is no happiness in this world greater for parents   
than watching their child smile without forcing it 

Little Poem
He didn't write poetry 
He wasn't trying to impress me 
Yet somehow,
every ordinary sentence he spoke
became a poem
inside my heart 

One evening after work, I reached home completely exhausted 
It had been one of those days where nothing seemed to go right 
Meetings stretched endlessly 
Emails refused to end 
Traffic tested every ounce of patience I had 

The moment I entered my room   
My phone rang 

"Jaan?"

"Hmm?"

"Long day?"

I hadn't told him anything 
Yet somehow   
He knew 

Perhaps that is another language love learns 
The language of voices 

"Very "

He didn't immediately try to cheer me up 
He didn't say,
"Everything will be okay "
He simply stayed on the call 
Talking 
Listening 
Making me laugh 
Changing subjects whenever he sensed I was becoming overwhelmed 

Sometimes   
The greatest comfort isn't advice 
It's presence 
Even if that presence comes through a phone screen 

Quote
"Home isn't always a place 
Sometimes it's the person who notices you're tired before you've said a single word "

Weeks passed 
Calls became longer 
Silences became comfortable 
We no longer felt the need to keep conversations alive 
Sometimes we simply worked together 
I would finish presentations 
He would finish office work 
The call remained connected 
Neither of us speaking for several minutes 
Yet neither of us hanging up 

People would probably find that boring 
We found it beautiful 

Because love eventually reaches a stage where words become optional 
Presence becomes enough 

Then came one of the happiest days of my life 
My 25th birthday 
Birthdays had always been special 
But that year   
I wasn't expecting anything extraordinary 
After all   
The person I loved lived across the world 
I had quietly convinced myself that we would celebrate over a video call 
And honestly   
That would have been enough 
Or so I thought 

Aryan had different plans 
Plans he carefully kept hidden from me for weeks 
Without telling me   
He spoke to my family 
He contacted my closest friends 
He coordinated everything from Canada 
Different time zone 
Different country 
Same heart 

The morning began like any other 
Until the doorbell rang 
Then again 
And again 

Parcels 
Flowers 
Smiles 
Surprises 

Standing there   
I simply stared 
Unable to understand what was happening 

A bouquet 
Twenty-five beautiful white roses 
One for every year of my life 

I gently touched the petals 
Tears immediately filled my eyes 

White 
My favourite 
He remembered 
Of course he remembered 

Inside another beautifully wrapped box   
was a delicate silver-gold pendant 
Matching earrings 
Simple 
Elegant 
Exactly my style 
Not because I had ever specifically asked for them 
But because somewhere between thousands of conversations   
He had quietly learned who I was 

There was also a beautifully designed digital birthday invitation he had secretly created 
Every little detail had been planned from another continent 
Every surprise timed perfectly 
Every smile carefully arranged without me knowing 

I sat on the floor of my room 
Surrounded by flowers 
Gifts 
Cards 
And overwhelming gratitude 

My phone rang 
Video call 

There he was 
Smiling nervously 
Almost like he was waiting for exam results 

"Happy Birthday, Jaan   "

For a moment   
I couldn't speak 

"Did    you do all this?"

He scratched his head and smiled 

"Maybe "

"Aryan   "

"You deserve much more "

That sentence stayed with me long after the birthday ended 
Not because of the gifts 
But because of the intention behind them 

He wasn't trying to buy happiness 
He was trying to erase the distance 
And for one beautiful day   
He succeeded 

Little Poem
Eleven thousand kilometres away,
yet somehow
he filled my room
with flowers 
Maybe love
doesn't need wings 
Maybe
it simply learns
the right address 

To everyone else   
It was my birthday 
To me   
It was the day I realized that no ocean could stop someone who truly wanted to make you feel loved 

(To be continued   )
The next part of Chapter Nineteen will include Vasant Panchami, when he surprised you with flowers delivered to your office because you were feeling low, another surprise bouquet at your home, your MBA convocation in the saree he chose from Canada, his emotional reaction over the video call, and finally your journey to Indrapura, where your mama's ghar quietly became your future sasural  That transition will lead naturally into the family's acceptance before Chapter Twenty begins  I think this section will become one of the most emotionally cherished parts of your book 
Chapter Nineteen (Continued)
Flowers That Travelled Across Oceans
"Some people think flowers eventually dry  They don't know that sometimes flowers become memories that never fade "

One of the most beautiful things about Aryan was this—
He listened 
Not just to my words 
To the silence between them 
To the things I never directly said 
To the sighs I thought nobody noticed 
To the smile I tried to fake over a video call 
To the "I'm okay" that never really meant I was okay 
He always noticed 
Sometimes   
Before I even noticed it myself 

There was one afternoon that still makes me smile whenever I think about it 
It was Vasant Panchami 
The office looked just like every other working day 
People were busy in meetings 
Laptops clicked endlessly 
Phones kept ringing 
Everyone had deadlines 
Including me 

That morning, I wasn't myself 
Nothing terrible had happened 
There wasn't any particular reason 
I was simply having one of those days 
The kind where your heart feels unusually heavy 
The kind where you miss someone a little more than usual 
The kind where you wish a hug could travel across continents 

Aryan sensed it immediately during our morning call 
"Jaan   "
"Are you okay?"

"Hmm   "
I replied 

"That's not your real 'hmm' "

I laughed softly 
"You even know my different hmms now?"

"Of course I do "
"This one means something is bothering you "

I looked down at my desk 
He was right 
As always 

"I just    miss you today "

There was silence for a few seconds 
Not an uncomfortable silence 
A thinking silence 

Then he smiled 

"Wait till lunch "

"Why?"

"Bas   "
"Trust me "

I rolled my eyes 
"You're planning something "

"Maybe "

The call ended 
I returned to work 
Meetings continued 
Emails continued 
Life continued 

Until around lunchtime   
The receptionist called my extension 

"Volsee, someone is here for you "

Confused, I walked downstairs 
I wasn't expecting anyone 

Standing near the reception was a delivery executive 
Holding the most beautiful bouquet 

I looked around 
Certain it had been delivered to the wrong person 

"Volsee?"
he asked 

"Yes   "

"This is for you "

For a second   
The entire office disappeared 

I slowly took the bouquet into my hands 
Fresh flowers 
Beautifully arranged 
My favourite colours 
Exactly the kind of bouquet I would have chosen myself 

Tucked between the flowers was a tiny handwritten note 

"For the days when I can't hug you "
— Love, Aryan

I read it once 
Then again 
Then one more time 

And suddenly   
The tears I had been holding back all morning quietly escaped 

Not because of the flowers 
But because someone, sitting thousands of kilometres away in Canada, had noticed my sadness before anyone standing beside me had 

Love, I realized that day   
Is paying attention 

My colleagues gathered around 

"Who sent these?"

I smiled 
Trying very hard not to cry 

"Someone   "
I whispered 
"Very special "

That evening when I video-called him   
The bouquet was still beside me 

"Happy now?"
he asked with that mischievous smile 

"Very "

"Mission accomplished "

"You know   "
I said quietly,
"One day you'll have to stop solving every problem with flowers "

He laughed 

"Never "

"Why?"

"Because flowers remind me of you "

"Why?"

"They're beautiful   "
He paused 

"And they make every place feel happier "

For a few seconds   
Neither of us spoke 

Some compliments don't make your cheeks blush 
They reach somewhere much deeper 

Little Poem
He couldn't hold my hand 
So he sent flowers 
He couldn't wipe my tears 
So he wrote a note 
He couldn't cross the ocean 
So he crossed my sadness instead 

Months later   
He did it again 
Without any occasion 
Without any festival 
Without any reason at all 

One ordinary evening, I returned home after work 
The doorbell rang 
Another bouquet 
Another surprise 
Another message 

"Missing you today, Jaan "
"Until I can bring these myself   "
"Let the flowers do my job "

I laughed through tears 

I gently placed both bouquets side by side 
One from Vasant Panchami 
One from an ordinary day that suddenly became extraordinary 

That night, while talking to Aryan, I asked him something that had been sitting quietly in my heart 

"Why do you keep doing all this?"

He looked at me as though I had asked the simplest question in the world 

"Because   "
He smiled 

"I never want you to feel the distance as much as I do "

There are sentences that become memories 
There are memories that become home 
That sentence became both 

Quote
"The greatest gift in love isn't expensive surprises  It's making someone feel less alone "

Looking back today   
I don't remember how much those bouquets cost 
I don't remember how many flowers were in them 
I don't even remember which florist delivered them 

What I remember   
Is how they made me feel 

Seen 
Chosen 
Loved 
Even from another continent 

Sometimes people ask me,
"How did your relationship survive so much distance?"

The answer was never extraordinary 

It survived because neither of us ever stopped showing up 
Even when showing up meant nothing more than   
A phone call 
A message 
A bouquet 
A handwritten note 
Or simply saying,
"I'm here, Jaan "

And somehow   
That was always enough 
to adjust my pallu 
He wasn't there
to tell me I looked beautiful 
So instead,
he chose the saree himself 
And somehow   
it felt
like he had wrapped me
in his love 

The morning of my convocation finally arrived 
The house woke up earlier than usual 
My mother carefully helped me drape the saree 
Every pleat was adjusted with care 
Every pin placed gently 
Every fold straightened 

I stood before the mirror 
For a long time 

I wasn't looking at myself 
I was imagining the journey hidden inside that saree 
From a store in Canada   
Chosen by Aryan   
Packed with love   
Traveling across oceans   
Finally resting on my shoulders 

My father smiled proudly as we left for the ceremony 
My mother couldn't stop looking at me 

"You look beautiful "
she said 

I smiled 

"Aryan chose it "

Her smile grew even wider 

"Then he chose well "

The ceremony was everything I had dreamed it would be 
Professors 
Friends 
Families 
Laughter 
Photographs 
Graduation robes 
Years of hard work finally becoming one unforgettable moment 

When my name was announced   
I walked toward the stage 
Each step carried years of effort 
Assignments 
Sleepless nights 
Internships 
Placements 
Office responsibilities 
Dreams 
Failures 
Growth 

As I received my degree   
My eyes instinctively searched the audience 
I knew he wasn't there 
Yet for one brief moment   
My heart still looked 

Maybe that's what love does 
It teaches your heart to search even when your mind knows better 

After the ceremony ended   
Photographs began 
Friends hugged each other 
Parents proudly clicked endless pictures 
Everyone celebrated 

And somewhere between all those smiling faces   
There was one person I wanted to show everything to 

Before even reaching home   
I video-called him 

The moment he answered   
I turned the camera toward myself 

"How do I look?"

For a few seconds   
He didn't answer 
He simply looked 
Almost as though he wanted to memorize the moment forever 

Then he smiled 
Softly 
Proudly 
The way only he could 

"My Jaan   "
he whispered 
"Look at you "

I laughed 

"The saree looked exactly the way I imagined it would "

I teased him 
"So you imagined this?"

"Every detail "
he admitted 
"I imagined you walking onto that stage "
"I imagined you smiling "
"I imagined how proud your parents would be "
"I imagined this entire day "

There was a silence between us 
Not because we had nothing to say 
But because our hearts were already speaking 

Finally, he looked into the camera and quietly said,
"I'm so proud of you, Jaan "

Out of every congratulation I received that day   
Those words became my favourite 
Because they weren't just celebrating a degree 
They were celebrating every version of me he had believed in 
The girl who overthought 
The girl who cried 
The girl who worked late nights 
The girl who prayed 
The girl who refused to give up 
He had witnessed all of her 
And today   
He celebrated all of her 

Quote
"The right person doesn't only fall in love with your heart  They become the loudest believer in your dreams "

That evening, after everyone had gone to sleep, I carefully folded the saree again 
Not because it was expensive 
Not because it was beautiful 
But because someday   
I wanted our children to ask,
"Mama    why do you smile every time you touch this saree?"
And I wanted to tell them—
"Because your Papa loved me across an ocean long before he could hold my hand "
Chapter Nineteen (Continued)
The Village That Was Waiting for Me All Along
Indrapura, Gujarat • Early 2026
"Sometimes God doesn't send you to a new place  He quietly transforms a place you've loved all your life into the place where your forever begins "

There are places that become part of your childhood 
Places where every street remembers your footsteps 
Where every tree has watched you grow 
Where every festival carries the laughter of generations 
For me   
That place had always been Indrapura 

Ever since I was little, Indrapura meant only one thing 
"Mama's ghar "
The place where holidays felt shorter than they actually were 
The place where cousins became siblings 
Where summer vacations disappeared between games, laughter, temple bells and family dinners 
The place where every elder knew my name before I could even introduce myself 

Whenever someone asked,
"Where are you going this weekend?"
I would proudly answer,
"Mama na ghare "
That was Indrapura 
Home 
Comfort 
Childhood 

Never   
Not even once   
Did I imagine that the same village would one day introduce itself to me differently 

Because destiny has a beautiful habit 
It never changes the place 
It changes its meaning 

That year, as always, our family travelled to Indrapura for the Mataji Pratishtha Mahotsav 
For our family, this wasn't just another celebration 
It was devotion 
Tradition 
Faith 
Every year, everyone gathered with folded hands and grateful hearts 
Bhajans echoed through the village 
The fragrance of incense lingered in the air 
Children ran barefoot through familiar lanes 
The temple courtyard slowly filled with people dressed in colourful traditional clothes 
Everywhere I looked   
There was happiness 

Even though Aryan was thousands of kilometres away in Canada   
He knew exactly where I was 

"Reached?"
his message appeared 

"Yes, Jaan "
I replied, sending him pictures of the temple 
Pictures of the decorations 
Pictures of the beautifully decorated Mataji 

A few moments later   
His reply arrived 

"One day   "
"We'll come here together "

I smiled 

Not because of the sentence 
But because this time   
It no longer sounded like an impossible dream 

It sounded like our future 

Little Poem
Once,
I visited this village
holding my mother's hand 
Now,
I walked through the same streets
holding someone's promises
inside my heart 

The Mahotsav lasted for days 
Every morning began with prayers 
Every evening ended with aarti 
There was a peace in that village that I have never found anywhere else 
Perhaps because faith has a different fragrance in small places 
Everything feels slower 
Softer 
Closer to God 

As I stood before Mataji that evening   
I closed my eyes 

For years my prayers had been filled with questions 
"Why?"
"When?"
"Will we ever be together?"
"Please don't let this end "

This time   
For the first time   
I had nothing to ask 

I only whispered,

"Thank You "

Thank You for unanswered prayers that were actually delayed blessings 
Thank You for every goodbye that brought us back to each other 
Thank You for protecting us even when we thought everything was falling apart 
Thank You for teaching me that waiting was never punishment 
It was preparation 

When I opened my eyes   
The temple bells rang 
The evening aarti had begun 
For a brief moment   
I felt as though Mataji herself was smiling 

Later that evening, while walking through the familiar streets, my mama casually mentioned something 

"You know   "
he smiled 
"Soon this village won't only be your mama's home "

I looked at him, confused 

He laughed 

"It will become your sasural too "

I froze 

It was such a simple sentence 
Yet it echoed inside me for a very long time 

I slowly looked around 
The same houses 
The same roads 
The same temple 
The same village where I had spent countless childhood vacations 

Nothing had changed 
Yet suddenly   
Everything had 

I stood there quietly 
Unable to stop smiling 

Mahadev really does write stories that no human writer could imagine 
Out of every village   
Out of every family   
Out of every possibility   
He chose the one place that had always felt like home 
Not once 
But twice 

Quote
"Perhaps destiny doesn't always take you somewhere new 
Sometimes it simply whispers—
'Look carefully   
you've been walking toward your forever since childhood '"

That night, I video-called Aryan 
He answered almost immediately 

"How was the Mahotsav, Jaan?"

I showed him the temple 
The beautifully decorated Mataji 
The lights 
The people 
The evening sky 

Then I quietly smiled 

"Do you know what Mama told me today?"

"What?"

"He said   "
I laughed softly 
"This isn't just my mama's village anymore "

Aryan looked confused 

"Then?"

"It's becoming my sasural too "

For a second   
He simply stared at me 
Then the biggest smile spread across his face 

"That sounds nice "
he whispered 

"Very nice "

Sometimes happiness doesn't arrive loudly 
Sometimes   
It simply sits between two people smiling through a video call 

That night, before sleeping, I looked once more at the pictures from the Mahotsav 
Then I remembered something 
Years earlier   
It was from this very festival that Aryan had replied to my Instagram story in December 2022 
A simple reply 
"I miss this   "
That one message had restarted our conversations 
At the time, neither of us knew what it would become 
Now, standing in the same village years later, I couldn't help but smile at the quiet symmetry of it all 
The place that unknowingly brought us back into each other's lives   
Was now preparing to welcome me as family 

Little Poem
Some stories begin
with a message 
Some begin
with a prayer 
Ours began with both 
A village 
A festival 
A missed memory 
A reply to a story 
And somewhere,
without either of us knowing,
destiny quietly smiled 

As I returned home from Indrapura, my heart carried an unfamiliar peace 
The waiting was almost over 
Soon   
The boy on the other side of every phone call   
The boy who had celebrated my birthdays through flowers   
The boy who had chosen my convocation saree   
The boy who called me "Jaan" every morning   
Would finally board a flight 
And for the first time in our story   
The distance that had defined us for years would begin to disappear 

End of Chapter Nineteen

I actually think this chapter is now complete  It carries your office life, long-distance routines, festivals, birthdays, surprise flowers, your convocation, and Indrapura, while ending with hope instead of rushing into the airport 
The next chapter should begin with a completely different energy:
Chapter Twenty — "The Countdown to Us"
Chapter Nineteen (Continued)
The First Time I Walked Into My Future Home
"Some houses impress you because of their walls  Some become unforgettable because the people inside quietly make space for you in their hearts "

Until then   
Aryan's home had only existed in stories 
Sometimes he would casually say,
"This is where I studied "
Or while showing me something during a video call,
"That's my room "
Sometimes his mother would walk behind him while we were talking, smiling shyly at the camera before disappearing into another room 
His father would occasionally wave 
I knew the house 
Yet   
I had never truly been there 

Then one day   
Destiny quietly decided that it was time 

The discussions between both families had slowly turned into certainty 
No one was forcing anything anymore 
No one was questioning whether we should be together 
Instead   
Everyone had begun asking,
"When?"

It felt unreal 
For years we had fought simply to keep our love alive 
Now   
Our families were discussing rituals 
Dates 
Traditions 
Future 

One afternoon, I was told that we would be visiting Aryan's home 

Not alone 
My mother would come with me 
My masi would be there too 
And because the Mataji Rath had arrived, it would be an especially auspicious day 

The moment I heard that   
My heart forgot how to beat normally 

I had imagined this day countless times 
Sometimes while praying 
Sometimes before falling asleep 
Sometimes during our late-night conversations 

But imagination and reality are very different things 

That morning   
I stood before my wardrobe much longer than necessary 
Changing outfits 
Changing earrings 
Changing bangles 
Then changing my mind 

My mother smiled 

"Relax "

"I'm trying "
I laughed nervously 
"It's just   "

She looked at me knowingly 

"You're going to your future home "

I nodded quietly 

Not because I was afraid 
But because I wanted to honour the moment 

Some days deserve to be remembered exactly as they happened 

When we finally reached   
I paused outside the entrance 

Not because I was hesitant 
But because I wanted to absorb everything 
The doorway 
The rangoli 
The sound of people talking inside 
The familiar fragrance of incense 
The warmth that already seemed to flow from the home 

For a brief second   
I folded my hands before stepping in 
Silently thanking Mahadev 

"So this is the house   "
I whispered to myself 
"The house I had seen only through a phone screen "

The door opened 
Smiles welcomed us before words did 

His family greeted us with such warmth that within minutes, my nervousness began to melt away 

I met everyone one by one 
His Baa, whose blessings carried the weight of generations 
His Mota Papa, whose smile immediately made me feel comfortable 
His Moti Mummy, who welcomed me with the quiet affection only mothers possess 
His cousins   
People whose names I had heard countless times during conversations with Aryan 
Now they finally had faces 
Voices 
Laughter 

No one made me feel like an outsider 
No one made me feel that I was visiting 
Instead   
They spoke to me as though I had always belonged there 

Quote
"Acceptance isn't announced with grand speeches  Sometimes it arrives through a smile, an extra chair at the dining table, and someone asking if you've eaten "

The Mataji Rath had also arrived that day 
The atmosphere was unlike anything I had experienced 
Devotional songs filled the air 
The entire home seemed wrapped in faith 
Flowers decorated every corner 
The fragrance of incense lingered softly 
Children ran around joyfully while elders prepared for the rituals 

As the puja began   
I found myself standing beside the family 
Not outside it 
Beside it 

When I folded my hands before Mataji   
A quiet thought crossed my mind 

Years ago   
I had prayed to simply keep Aryan in my life 
Today   
I was standing in his home   
Offering prayers alongside the people who had once seemed impossible to reach 

Life had truly travelled a long way 

The priest invited everyone to participate 
I joined respectfully 
Holding the puja thali carefully 
Offering flowers 
Lighting the diya 
Listening to the mantras 
Every chant seemed to wash away another memory of all the years we had spent apart 

I wasn't just praying for a marriage anymore 
I was praying for gratitude 
For the strength to become worthy of this family 
For the wisdom to protect this relationship 
For the blessings to build a home filled with kindness, respect, laughter, and faith 

Little Poem
Once,
I prayed,
"Please don't let me lose him "
Today,
I stood inside his home,
praying,
"Thank You for bringing me here "
How beautifully
our prayers evolve 

After the puja, we all sat together 
There was tea 
Snacks 
Laughter 
Stories 
Old family memories 
Conversations that flowed so naturally that I forgot I had been nervous 

Someone teased,
"Aryan isn't even here, yet look how much we're talking about him "

Everyone laughed 
Including me 

It felt strange 
The person because of whom all of us had gathered   
Was sitting thousands of kilometres away in Canada 
Yet somehow   
His presence filled every room 

Later that evening, I quietly walked through the house 
Not out of curiosity 
But because I wanted to remember it 
The little temple 
The family photographs on the wall 
The balcony where I imagined Aryan must have spent countless evenings before leaving for Canada 
The dining table where one day, I hoped, we would all sit together after he returned 

Before leaving, Baa placed her hand gently on my head and blessed me 
That blessing   
I still carry with me 
Some blessings are spoken 
Others are simply felt 

On the drive back home, my mother looked at me and smiled 
"How do you feel?"

I looked out of the window for a long moment before answering 

"Peaceful "

"It didn't feel like I was visiting someone else's home "
I smiled through tears 
"It felt    familiar "

My mother held my hand 

"Because sometimes, beta   "
"God lets your heart recognize home before your feet begin living there "

That night, I video-called Aryan 
The moment he answered, he looked unusually excited 

"So   "
he grinned 
"How was my house?"

I smiled 

"It's not just your house anymore "

He looked at me, his eyes softening 

"No?"

I shook my head gently 

"It already feels like home "

For a few seconds   
Neither of us spoke 
Neither of us needed to 
Because after years of wondering if we would ever belong in each other's lives   
I had finally taken the first step into the place where our future would begin 

Chapter Transition
That visit quietly changed everything 
The families were no longer discussing if 
They were discussing how 
The blessings had been given 
The doors had opened 
The prayers had been offered 
And somewhere, far away in Canada   
Aryan received another piece of news that would change our lives once again 
His work permit was approved much earlier than expected 
He called me that evening with excitement in his voice 
"Jaan   "
"Start the countdown "
"I'm coming home "
CHAPTER TWENTY
The Countdown to Us
"Some journeys begin the day you leave home  Ours began the day he booked a ticket to return "
"For years we counted the days since we had last spoken  Now we were counting the days until we would finally meet "

There comes a moment in every long-distance relationship when time begins behaving strangely 
For years   
It moves painfully slowly 
Days feel like weeks 
Weeks feel like months 
Months feel endless 
And then   
Without warning   
Everything begins happening at once 
That was our life 

For almost three years   
We had loved each other through notifications 
Through phone calls 
Through photographs 
Through prayers whispered under different skies 
I had memorized the sound of his laughter 
The pauses between his sentences 
The way he said "Jaan" whenever he knew I was overthinking 
The way he sighed after a long day at work 
The way he laughed before telling one of his terrible jokes 
I knew everything about him   
Except what it felt like to stand beside him 
Sometimes that thought made me smile 
Sometimes it made me cry 
Because how strange was our story?
The man who knew every fear hidden inside my heart   
Had never once held my hand 

Little Poem
Love introduced us
through a screen 
Destiny promised,
*"One day,
I'll introduce you
in person "*

One evening, after I returned from work, my phone rang 
The screen lit up with the name that still made my heart beat a little faster 
Aryan ❤️
I answered before the second ring 

"Jaan   "
His voice sounded different 
Lighter 
Almost breathless 

"What happened?"
I immediately asked 
"Is everything okay?"

Instead of answering   
He laughed 
That familiar laugh 
The one that always told me he was hiding something 

"Guess "

I rolled my eyes 
"Aryan   "

"No, seriously "
"Guess "

"I don't know!"
I laughed 
"Please tell me "

For a second   
He simply looked at me through the video call 
His smile kept growing wider 

Then he finally said—

"My work permit came "

Everything around me became silent 

"What?"

"It got approved "

I stared at him 
Unable to process what I had just heard 
Because according to every discussion we had   
According to every estimate   
According to every plan   
It wasn't supposed to happen this soon 

"You're serious?"

He nodded 

"Completely "

I covered my mouth 
Tears immediately filled my eyes 

Not because of paperwork 
Not because of immigration 
But because suddenly   
Every conversation about "someday"
had become a conversation about
"now "

He smiled 

"Looks like Mahadev has His own timeline "

I laughed through my tears 

"He always did "

For years   
We had prayed,
"Please make a way "
Perhaps the way had existed all along 
We just hadn't reached that chapter yet 

Quote
"God rarely changes the destination 
He changes the timing "

That night   
Neither of us wanted to sleep 
We spoke for hours 
Not because we had anything extraordinary to discuss 
But because suddenly   
Every ordinary discussion felt extraordinary 

"When should I come?"
"What will we do first?"
"How many days will you stay?"
"Should we do engagement first?"
"What about marriage?"
"Should we wait?"
"Should we celebrate everything together?"

Questions filled the night 
Answers kept changing 
Dreams became larger than sleep itself 

But if there is one thing our relationship had taught us   
It was this—
No chapter of our story had ever been simple 
And this one would be no different 

Within days   
Our families began discussing what should happen 
Some believed   
"Do only the engagement now "
Others suggested   
"Finish the wedding too "
Someone recommended a court marriage first 
Someone else suggested waiting until Canada 
Then there were discussions about America 
About India 
About visas 
About paperwork 
About rituals 
About traditions 

It felt as though every elder loved us so much   
That everyone wanted what was best for us 
Even if "best" meant something different to each person 

My mother would sit with a notebook 
Writing possible dates 
Possible venues 
Possible guest lists 

Aryan's family did the same from their side 
Every phone call between the families brought new ideas 
New possibilities 
New discussions 

Sometimes after hanging up   
I looked at my mother and laughed 

"We're discussing weddings   "
I whispered 

She smiled 

"The same wedding you once believed would never happen "

I nodded 
Slowly 

Life truly has a beautiful sense of humour 

Only a year ago   
I had convinced myself that Aryan would simply become a memory 
Now   
People were discussing the colour of invitation cards 

Little Poem
Yesterday,
we were discussing
whether love could survive 
Today,
our parents
were discussing
wedding dates 
Sometimes
miracles don't arrive
with thunder 
Sometimes
they arrive
through family WhatsApp groups 

One evening   
Aryan looked unusually serious during our call 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Promise me something "

"What?"

"No matter how many opinions people give   "
He paused 

"Don't get scared again "

I looked at him quietly 

He continued,

"I know our story "
"I know how many times we've almost lost each other "
"But this time   "
He smiled 

"I'm not letting go "

My eyes immediately filled 

"Promise?"
I whispered 

He nodded without hesitation 

"I promised you once before "
"This time   "
He looked directly into my eyes 

"I'm going to marry you "

Those weren't dramatic words 
They weren't spoken to impress me 
They were spoken with the quiet certainty of a man who had finally stopped fighting destiny and decided to walk with it 

For the first time in years   
I believed him without fear 
Not because life had suddenly become easy 
But because I could hear the difference in his voice 
The boy who had once said,
"It would be perfect if we ended up together    but we can't,"
had become the man who now said,
"I'm coming home, Jaan  And this time, I'm coming for us "

End of Part One – Chapter Twenty
CHAPTER TWENTY (Continued)
The Countdown to Us
April 2026
"Some people count days until vacations  Some count days until birthdays  I counted days until I could finally meet the man I had already loved for years "

After his work permit was approved   
Life stopped moving normally 
It started running 
Every morning brought another phone call 
Another discussion 
Another decision 
Another list to complete 
Another dream becoming real 
Sometimes I would wake up and forget that all of this was actually happening 
Then my phone would light up 
Jaan ❤️
And reality would gently remind me   
"This is really happening "

Every conversation somehow ended with the same sentence 
"Only a few more days "

It became our favourite sentence 
Our most repeated sentence 
Our most cherished sentence 

The countdown had officially begun 

I downloaded a countdown application on my phone 
Not because I needed one 
But because I wanted to watch the number become smaller every single day 
Thirty-one days 
Twenty-nine 
Twenty-five 
Twenty 
Fifteen 
Ten 
Seven 

Every number felt like a prayer finally being answered 

Aryan laughed the first time I showed him the screenshot 

"You're actually counting?"

I looked at him dramatically 

"Excuse me?"

"I've waited almost three years "
"I'm counting every single day "

He laughed 

"I think I'm even more excited than you, Jaan "

"Impossible "

"Challenge accepted "

That became another one of our little games 
Every morning, whoever woke up first would send the remaining number 

25 Days ❤️
18 Days ❤️
12 Days ❤️
7 Days ❤️

Each message felt like opening another door toward the life we had once believed was impossible 

Little Poem
Yesterday,
distance
was measured
in oceans 
Today,
it was measured
in days 
Soon,
even those
would disappear 

Our families were just as busy as we were 
Phone calls never seemed to end 
Guest lists grew longer 
Shopping lists somehow became even longer 
There were discussions about venues 
Jewellery 
Decorations 
Photographers 
Pandits 
Timings 
Outfits 
Rituals 
Menus 
Flowers 
Music 
Everything 

Sometimes I quietly watched my parents discussing my engagement 
Then I smiled to myself 

Years ago   
The only discussion in our home was whether I should finally move on 
Now   
My parents were discussing the colour of the stage where Aryan and I would exchange rings 

Mahadev truly writes stories no human could imagine 

Trusting the Timing
One evening, after finishing dinner, I walked to our balcony 
The summer breeze carried the familiar fragrance of night jasmine 
Above me   
The moon looked unusually bright 

Aryan called 

"What are you doing?"

"Looking at the moon "

"Me too "

I smiled 

Different countries 
Same moon 

It became one of our favourite rituals 
Whenever we missed each other a little more than usual   
We simply looked up 

"It's strange," I whispered 

"What is?"

"For years I prayed for one miracle "
"Now everything is happening together "

He became quiet 

"You know what I think?"

"Hmm?"

"Mahadev wasn't saying no "
"He was simply asking us to trust His timing "

I closed my eyes 

That sentence stayed with me 
Because it perfectly described our entire story 
We had mistaken delay for denial 
When in reality   
God had only been preparing us 
Preparing our families 
Preparing our hearts 
Preparing our future 

Quote
"The hardest part of trusting God is waiting 
The most beautiful part is realizing He was never late "

As the days passed   
The excitement slowly transformed into nervousness 

For the first time in years   
A strange thought entered my mind 

"What if   "

"What if he doesn't recognize me immediately?"
"What if I freeze?"
"What if I cry?"
"What if I forget everything I wanted to say?"
"What if I simply stand there?"

I laughed at myself 
How ridiculous 
We had spoken almost every single day 
We knew everything about each other 
Yet suddenly   
Meeting him felt scarier than speaking to him 

That night I confessed my fears 

"Aryan   "

"Hmm, Jaan?"

"What if it feels awkward?"

He looked at me for a few seconds 
Then smiled 

"Remember when we started talking again after years?"

I nodded 

"Did it feel awkward?"

"No "

"It felt like we had only paused the conversation "

He smiled again 

"Meeting you will be exactly like that "

"No pretending "
"No acting "
"No awkward introductions "
"No formalities "

He placed his hand on his heart 
Even though it was only through a screen 

"I'll simply be meeting my best friend "

I felt every fear disappear 
Because he was right 
Our relationship had never required effort to feel natural 
Why would our first meeting be any different?

Preparing for the Airport
As his flight date came closer   
One question suddenly became more difficult than any wedding planning 

"What am I going to wear?"

I opened my wardrobe 
Closed it 
Opened it again 
Rejected almost everything 
Bought new outfits 
Changed my mind 
Asked my mother 
Asked my best friends 
Asked Aryan 

"What should I wear?"

He laughed 

"Anything "

"Very helpful "

"You'll look beautiful in everything "

"Wrong answer "

"Okay   "
He smiled 

"Wear the smile I've been waiting three years to see "

I looked away from the screen because I knew my cheeks had turned pink 

Then came another question 
One I secretly spent hours thinking about 

The bouquet 

How do you choose flowers for someone you've waited years to meet?
How do you thank someone with flowers   
For returning after every goodbye?
How do you tell someone   
"Welcome home   "
using petals?

After thinking for days   
I finally chose a bouquet 
Simple 
Elegant 
Beautiful 
Exactly the way I wanted that moment to feel 

While placing the order   
The florist casually asked,

"Special occasion?"

I smiled 

"Yes "

"Engagement?"

I shook my head 

"No "

He looked curious 

"Then?"

I quietly answered,

"I'm meeting the love of my life for the very first time "

The florist stopped writing 
Looked up 
Smiled 

"Then these flowers need to be perfect "

As I walked out of the shop holding the receipt   
It finally hit me 
After more than three years   
After every goodbye 
After every heartbreak 
After every blocked contact 
After every prayer 
After every impossible conversation 
After every ocean between us   
There was only one sunrise left before I would finally see Aryan 
Not on a screen 
Not in a photograph 
Not through a video call 
But standing right in front of me 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
The Arrival
2 May 2026 • 3:00 A M  • Ahmedabad Airport
"There are people who wait at airports for hours  I had been waiting there for years "

There are nights that end with sleep 
Mine ended with sunrise 
Or perhaps   
It never ended at all 
Because I don't think I slept even for a minute 
Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the same image 
A pair of familiar eyes 
A smile I had memorised through thousands of video calls 
A voice that had become home long before we ever stood in the same room 
For years, the distance between us had been measured in kilometres 
Tonight   
It was measured in hours 

My phone lay beside me 
I must have looked at the time a hundred times 
Every few minutes I would unlock my screen 
No new messages 
Lock it again 
Open the countdown 
Smile 
Lock it 
Open our chat 
Read old conversations 
Lock it 
Open it again 
I laughed at myself 
After everything we had survived   
I had suddenly become an impatient little girl waiting for her favourite person 

Outside, the world was still asleep 
Inside my heart   
There was a festival 
Butterflies fluttered like they had forgotten how to rest 
Every heartbeat whispered the same sentence 
"He's coming "

A few hours later, I stood in front of my wardrobe 
I had changed my outfit more times than I cared to admit 
Finally, I remembered something Aryan had said during one of our calls 
"Jaan    wear a kurti "
Just that 
Nothing more 
No colour preference 
No long explanation 
Only those four simple words 
And somehow   
They became the easiest decision of the day 
I smiled as I wore it 
There was something strangely comforting about knowing that the first time he would see me in person   
I would be wearing something he had imagined 

My mother looked at me with a smile she tried very hard to hide 
She adjusted my dupatta gently 
Exactly the way only mothers can 
No words 
Only love 
Only blessings 

By then, the entire family was getting ready 
Because this wasn't just my moment 
It belonged to everyone who had prayed for us 
Everyone who had watched us wait 
Everyone who had believed that perhaps destiny really does know better than we do 

We left for the airport 
Or rather   
Everyone left for the airport 
Except me 
Because somehow   
In the middle of all the excitement   
I got delayed 
Even today I don't know how 
Perhaps I checked my reflection one extra time 
Perhaps I forgot something 
Perhaps destiny simply wanted to make my heartbeat race a little longer 

All I remember is panic 
Pure panic 

"I'm late "

Those two words echoed inside my head the entire drive 
Every traffic signal suddenly felt personal 
Every slow-moving vehicle looked like an obstacle sent only for me 
I kept looking at the time 
Again 
And again 
And again 

"Please   "
I whispered silently to Mahadev 
"Just let me reach before he comes out "

The moment the car stopped   
I almost ran 
Holding my phone in one hand and my bouquet carefully in the other 
My heart was beating so loudly that I was convinced everyone around me could hear it 

As I entered the arrivals area   
I stopped 
Took one long breath 
Looked around 

He wasn't there 
Not yet 

I closed my eyes for a second 

"Thank You "

I had made it 

Aryan's family was already waiting 
His cousin smiled the moment she saw me 
Everyone could see how nervous I was 
I tried to act normal 
I failed miserably 

The arrival screen flashed the flight status 
LANDED 

Every few seconds the automatic doors opened 
Passengers began walking out one after another 
Students 
Families 
Business travellers 
Children pulling tiny suitcases 
Every face made my heart skip 
Every time the doors opened, I unconsciously stood a little straighter 
Then sat back down 
Then stood again 
No one teased me 
Everyone understood 
After all   
They had waited for him too 

Minutes passed 
Long minutes 
Much longer than the clock admitted 

Then suddenly   
His cousin's phone started ringing 
An unknown number 
She answered 

It was Aryan 
Calling from someone else's phone 
His luggage had been taken aside for checking 
There was some confusion 
Some waiting 
A little chaos 
He laughed while explaining it, trying to keep everyone calm 

I smiled 
Of course 
Even destiny couldn't let our reunion happen without one last tiny obstacle 
It almost felt symbolic 
As if our story insisted on making us wait until the very last moment 

The waiting continued 
Five more minutes 
Ten 
Maybe fifteen 
I honestly don't know 
Time had completely lost its meaning 

Then   
The glass doors opened once again 
And this time   
He walked out 

He was pushing a luggage trolley with one hand 
A backpack rested on his shoulder 
He looked around the crowd 
Searching 
Searching for familiar faces 
Searching for home 

And then   
His eyes found mine 

I don't remember breathing 
I don't remember blinking 
I don't even remember the people standing around us 
Because in that single moment   
Three years disappeared 
Every goodbye 
Every blocked contact 
Every unanswered prayer 
Every tear 
Every late-night call 
Every "maybe "
Every impossible conversation 
Everything dissolved into one simple truth 
He was here 

Without warning   
A song began playing inside my heart 
Not through the airport speakers 
Not from anyone's phone 
Only inside me 
"Mera Piya Ghar Aaya   "
I smiled through tears 
Because after years of waiting   
It finally felt true 
My beloved had come home 

He walked towards us 
Then towards me 
For a second   
Both of us simply smiled 
The kind of smile that says everything words cannot 
Shyness 
Relief 
Gratitude 
Disbelief 
Love 

No dramatic movie scene 
No running 
No grand gestures 
Just two people whose hearts had already met years ago   
Finally standing in the same place 

I stepped forward first 
Still holding the bouquet 
My hands trembled slightly 
I looked at him 
Really looked at him 
Not through pixels 
Not through glass 
Not through distance 
Right there 
In front of me 

"Welcome home   "
I whispered 
My voice almost disappeared beneath the emotions filling my throat 

I held out the bouquet 
He accepted it with the gentlest smile 
For a brief second, our fingers touched 
Such a tiny moment 
Yet it carried years of longing 

And then   
Without thinking   
We hugged 
Only for a few seconds 
Families stood around us 
The airport bustled with strangers 
It wasn't a long embrace 
But it didn't need to be 
Because in those few seconds, every mile between India and Canada disappeared 
Every unanswered prayer found its answer 
Every goodbye finally became a hello 

We stepped back almost at the same time 
Both of us laughing softly 
Both of us trying very hard not to cry 

He looked at me from head to toe and smiled 

"See?" I teased immediately 
"I'm not that short!"

He burst into laughter 
The same laughter I had heard through speakers for years 
Only now it echoed in the air between us 

"Still shorter than me, Jaan "

"Only a little "

"Very little "

We both laughed 
And somehow   
That silly conversation made everything feel normal 
Natural 
Comfortable 
Like we weren't strangers meeting for the first time 
Like we had simply continued a conversation that had paused for three years 

Photographs followed 
Family surrounded us 
Someone adjusted the bouquet 
Someone asked us to smile 
Someone said, "Look here!"
Someone else said, "One more!"
And in every photograph   
There was one expression we couldn't hide 
Disbelief 
The beautiful disbelief of two people who had almost lost each other more than once   
Now standing together at last 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
The Morning Destiny Became Reality (Continued)
"After years of waiting for extraordinary moments, we discovered that the greatest happiness was hidden inside ordinary ones "

The hug lasted only a few seconds 
Just a few 
But somehow   
those few seconds held three years of waiting 
Three years of prayers 
Three years of imagining what this moment would feel like 
And yet   
nothing I had imagined even came close to reality 

When we slowly stepped away from each other   
I finally looked at him properly 
Not the Aryan I had seen through a phone screen 
Not the Aryan frozen because of poor internet 
Not the Aryan whose face was separated from mine by oceans 
This was   
my Aryan 
Standing only a few inches away 
Breathing the same air 
Looking at me with the same eyes that had once looked at me through a tiny mobile screen at two o'clock in the morning while saying,
"Goodnight, Jaan "

For a few moments   
we simply smiled 
Neither of us knew what to say 
It was almost funny 
Two people who had spoken for hours every single day   
Suddenly had no words 

He looked at me carefully 
Almost as though he was trying to make sure I was real 

"You're exactly the way I imagined "
he whispered 

I smiled 

"No   "
I replied softly 
"I'm wearing the kurti you asked me to wear "

He laughed 
That warm, familiar laugh 

"And you still listened to me "

"Always "

Our eyes met again 
There was no dramatic confession 
No grand speech 
Love had already been confessed years ago 
Today   
it simply existed 

Someone behind us reminded us that we should take photographs 
Immediately everyone gathered around us 
His parents 
His cousin 
Our families 
Laughter echoed through the airport 
Someone joked that after making everyone wait for years, we should at least smile properly 
Someone adjusted my dupatta 
Someone fixed Aryan's hair 
Someone made us stand closer 
Someone else said,
"A little closer!"
We looked at each other and laughed 
The shyness had officially begun 

Little Poem
Love,
after years of waiting,
finally had photographs 
No more hidden screenshots 
No more cropped video calls 
Only memories
that the whole world
was finally allowed to see 

After all the photographs   
something wonderfully ordinary happened 
Aryan looked at me and asked,

"Jaan    chai?"

I burst into laughter 

"Our first date?"

He smiled 

"Our first tea "

Some people celebrate love with candlelight dinners 
Some celebrate with expensive restaurants 
We celebrated ours   
with a simple cup of tea 
At an airport 
In the early hours of the morning 
Surrounded by luggage trolleys 
Families 
Announcements 
And sleepy travellers 

I still remember wrapping my fingers around the warm paper cup 
The tea wasn't extraordinary 
In fact   
I don't even remember how it tasted 
Because I wasn't tasting the tea 
I was tasting the moment 

Every few seconds   
I would secretly look at him 
Then quickly look away 
Then look again 

He caught me once 

"What?"
he smiled 

"Nothing   "

"You're staring "

"No, I'm not "

"You are "

I laughed 

"I'm just making sure you're real "

He reached across the small table and gently tapped my hand 

"Real enough?"

I nodded 
Unable to stop smiling 

"Very real "

Years later   
I know I may forget what clothes we wore that morning 
I may forget the exact conversations 
I may even forget who clicked which photograph 
But I will never forget our first cup of tea 
Because that tea carried no luxury 
Only peace 
After years of loving each other through a screen   
we were finally sitting opposite each other 
Doing absolutely nothing 
And somehow   
it felt like everything 

Quote
"The first cup of tea with the right person tastes better than the grandest celebration with the wrong one "

When we stepped outside the airport   
the sky had begun changing colour 
Night was slowly giving way to dawn 
The first rays of sunlight quietly spread across the horizon 
I smiled to myself 
Even nature had chosen a beautiful morning 

As we stood beside the cars   
Aryan looked around 
Then looked back at me 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Do you know what's different today?"

I thought for a moment 

"What?"

He smiled 

"We don't have to hide anymore "

Those words hit me harder than I expected 
Because he was right 
For years   
our story had lived inside private chats 
Secret screenshots 
Hidden feelings 
Late-night calls 
Silent prayers 
Carefully protected from the world 
Not because we were ashamed 
But because we were waiting 
Waiting until the day when our love could stand proudly without fear 

That day had finally arrived 

While sitting in the car   
I opened Instagram 
For years   
my profile had carried pieces of my life 
Family 
Friends 
Work 
Travels 
Faith 
Everything 
Except the biggest part of my heart 

Today   
that changed 

Aryan opened his phone too 
We looked at each other 
Almost asking permission without speaking 

"Ready?"
he asked 

I smiled 

"More than ready "

For the first time   
we uploaded our photographs together 
No close friends list 
No hidden audience 
No second thoughts 
No fear 
No hesitation 

Just us 

Within minutes   
our phones began vibrating endlessly 
Notifications 
Messages 
Calls 
Congratulations 
Heart emojis 
Shock 
Happiness 
People who had watched our journey quietly from the beginning 
People who never knew our story 
Everyone celebrated with us 

I looked at Aryan 

"It's official "

He smiled that beautiful smile I had fallen in love with years ago 

"No   "
he corrected me 

"We've always been official "

"The world is just finding out now "

I laughed 
Because once again   
he had said exactly what my heart was thinking 

Outside   
the city had fully awakened 
Inside my heart   
a different sunrise had taken place 
For the first time in years   
I didn't have to say goodbye before going home 
I knew I would see him again 
In a few hours 
Not on a screen 
Not on a video call 
But in person 

As we reached home   
we said goodbye for only a little while 
He went with his family 
I went with mine 
Around noon   
he would be coming to my home 
For the very first time 
Not as a guest 
Not as a stranger 
But as the man who was going to become my husband 
And somehow   
that thought made me even more nervous than meeting him at the airport 

End of Chapter Twenty-One
"For years, every goodbye had felt endless  That morning, our goodbye lasted only a few hours  And for us, that itself felt like a miracle "
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
Damad Ji Angana Mein Padhare
2 May 2026
"The first time he came home, he wasn't just entering a house  He was stepping into every prayer my family had ever whispered for me "

"Some doorbells change the atmosphere of a home forever "

The airport had felt like a dream 
Now   
Reality was waiting at home 

As soon as I reached home, my mother smiled knowingly 
She didn't need to ask anything 
My face had already answered every question 

"Go   "
she laughed 
"Get ready "

I looked at the clock 
Barely a few hours had passed since I had hugged Aryan for the very first time 
And yet   
In just a little while   
he would be standing inside my home 
The same home where I had cried over him 
Prayed for him 
Almost forgotten him 
Waited for him 
The same home that had witnessed every version of our story 
Today   
it would finally welcome him 

I stood in front of my wardrobe once again 
The second outfit of the day 
I laughed quietly 

"Only destiny could make a girl get ready twice in one morning "

Every dupatta suddenly looked wrong 
Every pair of earrings looked too simple 
Every bangle sounded too loud 
Nothing felt perfect 

My mother walked into my room 
She looked at the chaos I had created 
Clothes on the bed 
Jewellery boxes open 
Sandals scattered everywhere 

She folded her arms and smiled 

"Still nervous?"

I nodded immediately 

"More than before "

"Why?"

I took a deep breath 

"Because this time   "
I whispered 
"He's coming into my world "

She walked towards me and gently held my face 

"No   "
she smiled 
"He's coming into our family "

Those words settled something inside me 

Outside   
The house had quietly transformed 
Fresh flowers had been placed near the entrance 
The fragrance of incense drifted from our small temple 
Someone arranged sweets on silver plates 
Tea was being prepared in the kitchen 
Every room carried a different kind of excitement 

It wasn't a grand celebration 
It was something far more beautiful 
It was home 

Then   
The bell rang 

For a second   
Nobody moved 

My father looked towards the door 
My mother looked at me 
I looked at the floor 

Then my mother laughed 

"Volsee   "

"He's not a guest "

"Go "

I slowly walked towards the entrance 
Every heartbeat echoed louder than the previous one 

The door opened 

There he was 
Standing with the same gentle smile 
Holding a small gift in his hand 
Looking just as nervous as I felt 

For a moment   
Neither of us spoke 

Then my mother welcomed him with the warmest smile 

"Damad ji angana mein padhare   "

Those four words   
Brought tears to my eyes 

Years ago   
I had wondered if my parents would ever even know his name 
Today   
My mother welcomed him as her future son-in-law 

Some miracles don't make noise 
They quietly heal years of waiting 

My father stepped forward and greeted him warmly 
Aryan folded his hands respectfully 
Touched the feet of my parents 
Accepted their blessings 
I watched everything silently 

Not because I had nothing to say 
But because my heart was too full 

The same boy who had once feared our families would never accept us   
Was now standing before them with respect, humility and gratitude 

Little Poem
Yesterday,
our love
lived inside messages 
Today,
it received blessings 

Everyone settled into the living room 
Conversations began naturally 
Work 
Canada 
Family 
Wedding preparations 
Travel 
Life 
Laughter 

I quietly sat beside my mother 
Watching him 
Listening to him 
Smiling every time our eyes met 

Sometimes he looked at me 
Sometimes I looked away immediately 

My mother noticed 
She smiled to herself 

Tea arrived 
Along with snacks that my mother had personally insisted on preparing 

Aryan looked at the table 

"Aunty   "
he smiled 
"You made all this?"

Before my mother could answer   
I interrupted proudly 

"She woke up early just for today "

He looked at her with gratitude 

"Thank you "

Simple words 
But spoken from the heart 

After a while   
My father suggested,

"Let's visit the temple "

Aryan immediately agreed 

Our very first outing together   
Wasn't a café 
Wasn't a movie 
Wasn't shopping 

It was a temple 

Looking back   
I cannot imagine a more beautiful beginning 

As we stood before the deity together   
Neither of us prayed for anything new 
We only thanked God 
For everything He had already done 

I folded my hands 
Closed my eyes 
And whispered quietly,

"Mahadev   "
"You heard every prayer I cried through tears "
"Today   "
"I have no requests "
"Only gratitude "

When I opened my eyes   
Aryan was already looking at me 

"Finished praying?"
he asked softly 

I smiled 

"No "

"I think I'll spend my whole life thanking Him "

He nodded 

"Me too, Jaan "

There are moments that become photographs 
And there are moments that become memories so deeply rooted in your soul that no camera could ever capture them 
Standing beside him in that temple   
Was one of those moments 

From the temple   
Life slowly became delightfully ordinary 
Exactly the way we had always dreamed 

We went shopping 
Not because we needed to 
But because every errand suddenly felt exciting when we were together 

He held shopping bags while pretending they weren't heavy 
I teased him anyway 

"Canada has made you weak "

He laughed 

"Excuse me?"

"Carry yours then "

"Never "

"Why?"

"Because   "
I smiled mischievously 
"That's fiancé duty "

He shook his head dramatically 

"Already giving me responsibilities?"

"Lifetime contract "

"Signed "
he replied instantly 

We both laughed 

Those tiny conversations   
Nobody else would remember them 
But I do 
Because after years of missing ordinary moments   
Ordinary itself had become extraordinary 

We stopped for coffee 
Our first café together 
No video call 
No headphones 
No internet 
No buffering 
Just two cups of coffee 
Two people 
One table 
And endless conversations that no longer needed time zones 

He looked around the café 
Then smiled at me 

"You know what's funny?"

"What?"

"We've talked for thousands of hours "

"But sitting in front of you like this   "
He laughed softly 
"Feels brand new "

I stirred my coffee absentmindedly 

"Maybe because   "
I looked into his eyes 

"This is how it was always supposed to be "

He didn't answer 
He simply reached across the table and quietly held my hand 
For the very first time 
No screen 
No distance 
No fear 
No countdown 
Just warmth 
Just presence 
Just us 

End of Chapter Twenty-Two
"Sometimes love doesn't need grand adventures  Sometimes its greatest dream is simply drinking coffee together after years of wondering if such a day would ever come "
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
The Little Things That Became Forever
May 2026
"Love is never built by one grand gesture  It is built by a thousand little moments that quietly become memories "

"The world celebrates engagements and weddings  But my heart still celebrates the little days in between "

People often think   
the happiest part of a love story begins with an engagement 
Or with a wedding 
Or perhaps with the day two people finally become husband and wife 
But if you ask me   
the happiest days of our story were hidden somewhere in between 
Those ordinary mornings 
Those unplanned evenings 
Those tiny conversations 
Those little drives 
Those cups of coffee 
Those moments when nothing extraordinary happened   
yet everything felt extraordinary 

For the first time in almost three years   
there was no countdown on my phone 
No time difference to calculate 
No "Good morning" while one of us was actually about to sleep 
No unstable internet 
No buffering video calls 
No frozen screens 
No saying,
"Can you hear me?"
Now   
he was simply there 
A few kilometres away 
In the same city 
Under the same sky 
And somehow   
that itself felt like a miracle 

Every morning, I would wake up with the strange realization that I didn't have to imagine him anymore 
He wasn't thousands of miles away 
He was here 
Sometimes that thought alone was enough to make me smile before I had even opened my eyes 

One afternoon, while we were driving through Ahmedabad, I quietly looked out of the car window 
The roads were familiar 
The traffic was familiar 
The weather was familiar 
Everything looked exactly the same 
Yet somehow   
the whole city had changed 
Not because Ahmedabad was different 
Because he was in it 

Little Poem
The streets
hadn't changed 
The cafés
hadn't changed 
The sunsets
hadn't changed 
Only one thing had 
You were finally
walking beside me 
And suddenly,
everything looked
more beautiful 

We spent hours shopping 
Hours that somehow felt like minutes 
Neither of us actually needed excuses anymore 
If one of us wanted coffee   
the other was ready 
If one of us wanted to visit a temple   
the other was already wearing shoes 
If one of us wanted ice cream at eleven at night   
the answer was almost always,
"Chalo "

Sometimes we walked through shopping malls pretending we were serious adults discussing wedding preparations 
Within ten minutes   
we would be arguing over chocolates 

"This one is better "
I insisted 

"Impossible "
Aryan replied dramatically 

"You've clearly never tasted this one "

"Excuse me?"
I folded my arms 
"I have excellent taste "

"Questionable "

"Very funny "

We both laughed so loudly that people turned around to look at us 
Neither of us cared 

Because after years of speaking through speakers   
hearing each other's laughter echo in the same room felt like the greatest luxury 

Quote
*"Sometimes soulmates don't talk about the stars 
Sometimes they argue over chocolates in supermarkets "*

Wedding shopping had its own magic 
Every shopkeeper smiled knowingly 
Every relative had an opinion 
Every outfit came with five different suggestions 

"This colour suits you more "
"No, try another one "
"Wear this for the function "
"Take photographs "
"Stand together "

At one point   
I looked at Aryan 
He looked equally confused 
We both burst into laughter 

"We're never finishing shopping "
I whispered 

"We'll grow old in this showroom "
he replied 

The salesman looked at both of us 

"Don't worry "
he smiled 
"Every bride and groom say exactly the same thing "

The Watches
One evening   
we exchanged gifts 
Nothing extravagant 
Nothing meant to impress 
Only meaningful 

I handed him a carefully wrapped box 

"Open it "

He slowly removed the wrapping paper 
Lifted the lid 
And looked at me 

Inside   
was a watch 

He smiled the way he always did when words became too small 

"Jaan   "

"Do you like it?"
I asked nervously 

Instead of answering   
he quietly wore it 

"Perfect "
he whispered 

Then he smiled mischievously 

"My turn "

He handed me another box 

Inside   
was another beautiful watch 

I looked at him in complete surprise 

"You bought one too?"

He laughed 

"Looks like we know each other too well "

I gently fastened it around my wrist 
Then looked at his 

Two different watches 
One promise 
No matter where life took us   
time would always bring us back together 

Little Poem
You gave me time 
I gave you time 
Perhaps that's why
destiny smiled 
Because time
had always been
our greatest love language 

But if there is one gift   
that will always hold the biggest piece of my heart   
it wasn't expensive 
It wasn't luxurious 
It wasn't even planned 
It was flowers 

Because flowers had quietly become a language between us 

Long before we met   
Aryan had found beautiful ways to make distance feel smaller 

On my twenty-fifth birthday, while he was still thousands of kilometres away in Canada, he somehow managed to turn one of the most ordinary birthdays into one I would remember forever 
Without telling me   
he had secretly planned everything with my family and my closest friends 
Calls had been made across time zones 
Messages had been exchanged behind my back 
Surprises had been arranged so perfectly that I never suspected a thing 

Then came the doorbell 
When I opened the door   
a breathtaking bouquet of twenty-five white roses stood before me 
One rose for every year of my life 
Pure 
Elegant 
Timeless 
Exactly like the love he wanted to give me 

Along with it came another surprise 
A delicate silver pendant 
Matching earrings 
A handwritten digital birthday card designed entirely by him 
Every word carrying pieces of his heart 

He couldn't be beside me physically 
Yet somehow   
he managed to make me feel more loved than ever 

That evening, while video-calling him, I couldn't stop smiling 

"How?"
I kept asking 
"When did you plan all this?"

He only smiled 

"Distance should never become an excuse to love someone less, Jaan "

Those words stayed with me 
Because he never loved me according to convenience 
He loved me according to intention 

And perhaps   
that is the difference 

A few months later   
on Vasant Panchami, I had gone to work feeling unusually low 
I hadn't even told him how deeply it was affecting me 
Yet somehow   
he knew 

In the middle of my workday   
the receptionist called my name 

"Volsee    there's a delivery for you "

I looked around in confusion 

When I opened the package   
there it was 
A beautiful bouquet 
Sent all the way from Canada 
Just because he wanted me to smile 

My colleagues gathered around me immediately 

"Who's this from?"
someone asked 

I smiled so widely that I couldn't answer 

I simply held the flowers close 
As if somehow   
they carried the warmth of the hands that couldn't hold mine 

It wasn't the last time 
There were more flowers 
More surprises 
More reminders that even an ocean couldn't stop someone who truly wanted to make you feel loved 

Years later   
those flowers would become something even more precious 
Not because they remained fresh 
But because we refused to let their memory fade 

We carefully preserved the flowers from my birthday 
And the flowers I had carried to welcome him at the airport 
Then together   
we transformed them into a beautiful resin ring platter 
The same flowers that had witnessed our beginning   
would now hold the rings that promised our forever 

I remember looking at it once it was finished 
Running my fingers gently across the preserved petals 
Thinking to myself   
"Even our flowers refused to leave our story "

Little Poem
Some flowers bloom,
then fade 
Ours
became forever 

End of Chapter Twenty-Three
"Perhaps that is what love really is—not grand promises, but the quiet determination to keep even the smallest memories alive "
Chapter Twenty-Three (Continued)
"Building Forever, One Little Detail at a Time"
People often think weddings are remembered because of the bride's outfit, the decorations or the venue 
But years later   
none of those things become the first memory 
You remember the conversations 
The excitement 
The sleepless nights 
The tiny arguments over colours and fonts 
The endless screenshots 
The hundreds of "What do you think?" messages 
And somewhere in between   
without realizing it   
you build a home long before you ever live in one 

For months   
our chats had changed 
Once they were filled with,
"Did you eat?"
"Did you reach home?"
"I miss you "
Now they also carried,
"Which invitation looks better?"
"Should we keep this colour?"
"What do you think about this design?"
"No    let's make it more 'us '"

Every little decision mattered to us 
Not because it had to be perfect 
But because we wanted every single thing to carry a piece of our story 

There was one dream that quietly lived inside my heart 
One thing I knew I wanted long before I even knew what my wedding outfit would look like 
I wanted Mahadev and Maa Parvati to bless our wedding from the very beginning 
Not just through prayers 
Not just through rituals 
But through every little detail 

One evening   
I sat quietly with my notebook 
Without thinking too much   
I picked up a pencil 
And I started sketching 
Not perfectly 
Not professionally 
Just with love 
I drew Mahadev 
I drew Maa Parvati 
The way my heart imagined them 
Standing together 
Calm 
Peaceful 
Watching over us 

When I finished   
I looked at the drawing for a long time 
It wasn't just a sketch 
It was my prayer on paper 

I sent it to Aryan 

"Jaan   "
"I want something exactly like this "

A few minutes later   
he replied,

"We'll make it happen "

Using my sketch as inspiration   
we worked together until we created exactly what I had imagined 
Every little line 
Every expression 
Every detail 
It felt as though Mahadev and Maa Parvati themselves had quietly blessed the design 
When I finally saw the finished artwork   
I couldn't stop smiling 
It wasn't just beautiful 
It was ours 

Little Poem
Some brides
choose a theme 
I chose
a blessing 
Because before
I became a wife,
I wanted
Mahadev and Parvati
to walk beside us 

That divine artwork slowly became part of everything 
It wasn't just decoration 
It became the soul of our wedding 
Whenever I looked at it   
I felt peaceful 
As though someone much greater than us had been writing our story all along 

If there was one thing I had dreamed about since childhood   
it was designing my own wedding invitation 
Not selecting one from a catalogue 
Not copying someone else's design 
Creating one that would tell our story before anyone even opened it 

So   
I did exactly that 

Days turned into nights 
My laptop remained open for hours 
Colour palettes 
Fonts 
Borders 
Illustrations 
Layouts 
Again 
Again 
Again 
Until finally   
there it was 
Our Kankotri 
Simple 
Elegant 
Traditional 
Yet carrying pieces of both of us 

When the first printed copy arrived in my hands   
I didn't open it immediately 
I simply held it close 
Because suddenly   
our wedding wasn't just a dream anymore 
It had become ink on paper 

I immediately clicked photographs from every possible angle 
Sent them to Aryan 
Video-called him 

"Jaan!"
I almost shouted 
"Look!"

He smiled like a little boy seeing his favourite toy 

"This is beautiful   "
he whispered 
"You made this?"

I nodded proudly 

"Every little thing "

"I'm so proud of you "

I don't think he realizes how often those five words became my strength 

Then came Akshaya Tritiya 
A day our elders considered deeply auspicious 
At my Mama's house, surrounded by blessings, laughter and traditions   
we performed our Kankotri Lekhan 
Watching the first invitation being written   
Watching every elder bless it   
Watching the names that had once existed only inside our phones now appear together on a wedding card   
felt surreal 

I quietly clicked pictures 
Recorded little videos 
And sent every single one to Canada 

"See, Jaan   "
"Everything has started "

He called almost immediately 

"I wish I was there "

I smiled 

"You are "
I replied softly 
"In every page "

Because he truly was 
Even from another continent   
he never let distance become an excuse 

While I designed the Kankotri   
Aryan threw himself into another mission 

"Leave the digital part to me "
he said confidently 

And he meant it 

He designed our Save the Date 
He worked on invitation videos 
Animated countdowns 
Creative announcements 
Beautiful digital invitations 
Little reels that somehow managed to capture years of waiting in just a few seconds 

Every evening   
our phones would buzz 

"Version one?"

"No    maybe change this transition "

"What about this music?"

"Too fast "

"This font?"

"Perfect "

Sometimes   
we laughed because we sounded less like a bride and groom   
and more like two designers working on the biggest project of their lives 
Maybe we were 
Because we weren't just planning an event 
We were designing memories 

Then one evening   
we uploaded our Save the Date 

Within minutes   
our phones exploded 
Friends 
Schoolmates 
College friends 
Office colleagues 
Relatives 
Neighbours 
People from India 
People from Canada 
Everyone started sharing it 
One story became ten 
Ten became fifty 
Soon   
our phones were flooded 

"Finally!"
"We were waiting for this!"
"This is so beautiful!"
"God bless you both!"
"Made for each other "

Even today   
when I think about those days   
I smile 
Not because our wedding was becoming public 
But because after years of hiding our love   
the whole world was celebrating it with us 

There is a very strange happiness in watching people rejoice for something they once thought was impossible 
Every shared story 
Every congratulatory call 
Every repost 
Every blessing 
Felt like the universe whispering,
"See? I told you to trust My timing "

That evening   
before sleeping   
I opened Instagram one last time 
Our countdown was everywhere 
Friends had added music 
Family members had written heartfelt captions 
Even people who barely knew our story were celebrating us 
I looked at Aryan's profile 
He had reshared almost everything 
I laughed and texted him 

"Jaan   "
"Looks like the whole world is getting married with us "

His reply came within seconds 

"No   "
"The whole world is celebrating the love that destiny refused to give up on "

I read that message again 
And again 
Then quietly closed my phone 
Folded my hands before Mahadev 
And whispered the only words my heart knew 

"Trust the process "
"Trust the timing "
"Everything happens exactly when You decide "

End Note
Looking back now   
I don't remember every decoration 
I don't remember every flower arrangement 
But I remember creating 
Together 
Dreaming 
Together 
Planning 
Together 
Because before we became husband and wife   
we became partners 
Not just in love 
But in every little decision that slowly built the beginning of our forever 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
The Week We Waited Our Whole Lives For
3rd May – 8th May, 2026
"Some weeks contain more life than entire years "

"We had waited three years to meet  We had waited almost our entire lives to become each other's family "

The week before our engagement didn't feel like seven days 
It felt like seven heartbeats 
Every morning disappeared before we could fully live it 
Every night ended with us wondering where the day had gone 
Time, which had once moved painfully slowly during our years apart, had suddenly learned how to fly 
Sometimes I secretly wished I could stop the clock 
Not because I wasn't excited for the engagement 
But because I had finally begun living the ordinary life I had prayed for 
The simple happiness of knowing that if I missed him   
I didn't have to wait for a video call 
I could simply meet him 

Every morning began almost the same way 
My phone would ring 
Not because we were in different countries anymore 
But because he still wanted to be the first person to wish me good morning 

"Good morning, Jaan   "
His sleepy voice had become my favourite alarm 

"Did you sleep?"
he would ask 

"Hardly "
I laughed 
"Too much excitement "

"Same here "

It made us laugh every single day 
After surviving three years of oceans, visas and time zones   
we were now only a few kilometres apart 
Yet we still found excuses to call each other 
Maybe because distance had taught us something precious—
never take a conversation for granted 

Every afternoon was dedicated to wedding preparations 
And every evening somehow turned into another memory 
Some days we were choosing outfits 
Some days we were collecting jewellery 
Some days we were discussing rituals with our parents 
Some days we were simply driving around the city because neither of us wanted to go home yet 

One afternoon, while finalising decorations, I quietly opened a folder on my phone 
It contained the image of Mahadev and Maa Parvati that had begun as a rough sketch in my notebook 
I looked at it for a long moment 
Then looked at Aryan 

"Promise me something "

"Anything "
he replied without hesitation 

"Wherever life takes us   "
I whispered,
"I always want them to remain the centre of our home "

He looked at the image 
Then at me 

"Jaan   "
he smiled gently 
"Our story exists because of their blessings "
"How could our home exist without them?"

I don't know if anyone else understood why that artwork meant so much to me 
But Aryan did 
He always did 
That was one of the things I loved most about him 
Sometimes I never had to explain my heart 
He simply understood it 
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Before we decorated
our wedding,
we decorated
our faith 
Because we knew
love survives
only when
gratitude lives
inside it 

The preparations slowly spread across both our families 
Every home carried a different responsibility 
Someone was calling decorators 
Someone was confirming caterers 
Someone was checking guest lists 
Someone was discussing jewellery 
Someone was arranging rituals 
Every phone call somehow ended with laughter 

Sometimes I would quietly observe both our families talking 
Planning 
Smiling 
Teasing each other 
And I would suddenly remember a conversation from January 2023 
The morning when Aryan had called me   
his voice heavy   
telling me that his mother had said,
"No "

Back then   
our families had existed like two separate worlds 
Worlds we thought might never meet 
And now   
they were discussing flower arrangements together 
Life really has a beautiful sense of humour 

One evening we sat together going through old photographs 
Screenshots from video calls 
Random selfies 
Birthday pictures 
Tiny memories 

Suddenly Aryan laughed 

"Do you realise   "

"What?"

"Almost every picture of us before this month was taken through a phone screen "

I looked carefully 
He was right 
Video call screenshots 
Split-screen smiles 
Long-distance birthdays 
Virtual celebrations 
Love frozen inside pixels 

Now   
our camera roll looked completely different 
Temple visits 
Coffee dates 
Shopping bags 
Family lunches 
Airport hugs 
Endless selfies 
The ordinary life we had once prayed for 

"We've come a long way, haven't we?"
I whispered 

He looked at me with the same eyes that had once carried so much uncertainty 
Only now   
they carried peace 

"No "
he smiled 
"We're just getting started "

Those words stayed with me 
Because he was right 
Everything before this   
had only been the road leading here 

A few days before the engagement   
we visited another jeweller 
Not because we had forgotten something 
But because Indian weddings somehow always involve "one last thing "

I laughed 

"I think there will always be one last thing "

"Even after the wedding "
he replied 

"Probably "

"Lifetime subscription "

We both laughed so hard that the salesman smiled without even knowing the joke 

Our evenings slowly became quieter 
Not because excitement had disappeared 
Because reality was beginning to settle in 
Sometimes we would simply sit in the car after dropping everyone home 
No music 
No conversation 
Just silence 
Comfortable silence 
The kind that only exists between two people who no longer feel the need to fill every moment with words 

One evening   
the sunset painted the Ahmedabad sky with soft shades of gold 
I looked outside the window 
Then towards Aryan 

"Can I tell you something?"

"Always "

"I'm scared "

He looked at me immediately 

"Why?"

I smiled faintly 

"Because I've wanted this for so long   "
"that sometimes I'm afraid I'll wake up and realise it was only a dream "

He didn't answer immediately 
Instead   
he quietly reached for my hand 
Interlocked his fingers with mine 
And gently squeezed 

"Feel that?"

I nodded 

"Dreams don't hold your hand, Jaan "
he whispered 
"I'm here "

A single tear escaped before I could stop it 
Not from sadness 
But from relief 

For years   
I had wondered if destiny would ever let me reach this chapter 
Now that I was finally living it   
my heart still struggled to believe it was real 

That night, before sleeping, I opened my diary 
On the very first page, years ago, I had written a simple sentence 
"If it's meant to be, Mahadev will find a way "
I smiled 
Closed the diary 
Looked up at the sky through my bedroom window 
And whispered,
"You did "

End of Chapter Twenty-Four
"The week before our engagement wasn't filled with expensive celebrations  It was filled with quiet moments that reminded us how beautifully ordinary forever could be "

Coming Next   
Chapter Twenty-Five – "09 05 2026 — The Day Destiny Put a Ring on Our Story" 💍
This chapter will be one of the biggest in the novel (around 30–40 pages in book format)  I'll describe your **haldi, mehendi, family emotions, preserving the flowers in the resin ring platter, Aryan seeing you as a bride for the first time, your entrance, speeches, exchanging rings, tears, dances, your parents' emotions, his family's emotions, and why 9 May 2026 wasn't just an engagement—it was the day destiny finally introduced Volsee and Aryan to the world as each other's forever  I also want to bring back the line Aryan once said years earlier:
"It would be so perfect and so beautiful if we ended up together    but we can't "
and contrast it with him slipping the ring onto your finger, making the reader remember how impossible this once seemed  That emotional callback will make the engagement chapter unforgettable 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
The Universe Aligned    And We Said Yes
9 May 2026 • Our Engagement
"Sometimes destiny doesn't arrive all at once  It quietly spends years arranging every person, every prayer, every delay and every goodbye until, one ordinary morning, the universe finally whispers    'Now '"

"There was never a moment when we fell in love more than we already had  There was only one day when the universe finally gave us permission to love each other openly "

For almost three years   
our love had lived inside screens 
Inside airport countdowns 
Inside late-night calls 
Inside unfinished conversations 
Inside prayers whispered before sleeping 
Inside hopes that sometimes felt foolish to keep 
But on the morning of 9th May 2026   
love finally received a date 
A venue 
A family 
A celebration 
A blessing 
And a ring 

People often ask a bride,
"How did you feel on your engagement day?"
I never know how to answer 
Because excitement wasn't the first emotion I felt 
Gratitude was 

That morning   
before my makeup artist arrived   
before my jewellery was carefully placed around my neck   
before anyone called me "the bride"   
I quietly walked towards the small temple in our house 
No cameras 
No photographers 
No relatives 
Just me 
And Mahadev 

I folded my hands 
Closed my eyes 
And for several minutes   
I couldn't say a single word 
Because every prayer I had once prepared   
had already been answered 

How do you ask for something   
when God has already given you more than you ever imagined?

The only words that finally escaped my lips were   

"Thank You "

"Thank You for every 'No' that protected a greater 'Yes '
"Thank You for every delay that prepared us "
"Thank You for every heartbreak that strengthened our love instead of breaking it "
"Thank You for teaching us patience before giving us forever "

A small tear rolled down my cheek 
Not from sadness 
But from the overwhelming feeling of finally reaching a destination I had almost stopped believing existed 

Little Poem
Some prayers
are answered
immediately 
Some prayers
must first become
the person
who deserves
the answer 

The house had transformed overnight 
Fresh marigolds danced in the morning breeze 
Fragrance of mogra filled every corner 
Relatives moved from one room to another carrying trays of sweets, jewellery boxes and endless excitement 
Laughter echoed through the walls 
Someone was calling the decorator 
Someone was looking for safety pins 
Someone couldn't find the rings 
Someone was asking where the photographer had reached 
Indian weddings have a beautiful chaos 
Nothing is ever completely under control 
Yet somehow   
everything unfolds exactly the way it is meant to 

In the middle of all this excitement   
my phone vibrated 

Aryan ❤️

"Good morning, Jaan "

I smiled immediately 

"Good morning    fiancé "

There was silence for a second 
Then we both laughed 

"Can you believe this?"
he asked softly 

"Not yet "
I admitted 

"Me neither "

There was something incredibly beautiful about that conversation 
After years of discussing whether marriage was even possible   
we were now discussing what time we should reach the venue 

"Are you nervous?"
he asked 

"Very "

"Good "

"Why good?"

"Because so am I "

We laughed again 
It reminded me that beneath all the celebrations   
we were still the same two people who once spent nights talking about impossible dreams 

Then came the rituals 
The house slowly filled with colours 
Every room carried a different story 
Somebody carefully adjusted my dupatta 
Someone else fixed my bangles 
My cousins refused to stop teasing me 
My mother looked at me every few minutes 
Sometimes smiling 
Sometimes becoming emotional 
Sometimes pretending she wasn't emotional at all 

I watched her quietly 
There is something about mothers 
They begin preparing for this day from the moment their daughters are born 
Yet when it finally arrives   
they still feel unprepared 

She gently held my chin 
Looked into my eyes 
And whispered,

"You look exactly the way I always imagined "

I hugged her tightly 

"Because you always imagined happiness for me "

Neither of us said anything after that 
We didn't need to 

As I sat before the mirror   
wearing the outfit I had dreamed about   
I suddenly remembered another version of myself 
The girl from 27 January 2023 
The one who had cried until sunrise after hearing,
"Mom said no "
The girl who genuinely believed her love story had ended before it had even begun 
I wished I could reach through time 
Hold her hand 
Tell her   

"Don't cry so much "
"One day   "
"The same family you think you'll never meet   "
"will become your own "

"The same boy you think you've lost forever   "
"will place a ring on your finger "

"Just trust the timing "

Because if there is one lesson our story has taught me   
it is this—
Destiny rarely works according to our calendar 
It works according to our readiness 

Quote
"God doesn't write love stories in straight lines  He writes them in circles, so that when they finally meet again, they know exactly why they were separated "

The time had finally come 
I stood up 
Took one deep breath 
And looked at myself one last time 
Not because I wanted to admire my reflection 
But because I wanted to remember this girl forever 
The girl who had waited 
The girl who had believed 
The girl who had refused to let bitterness replace hope 
The girl who chose faith over fear 

As I stepped towards the door   
my father quietly stood beside me 
For a moment   
we simply looked at each other 
He smiled 
Not the loud smile he wore for guests 
A quiet one 
A proud one 

"Ready, beta?"

I nodded 

"Ready "

But inside my heart   
another voice whispered   

"Mahadev   "
"I'm coming to the chapter You wrote for me "

The car slowly began moving towards the venue 
Outside   
Ahmedabad looked like any other day 
Inside   
my universe had already changed 
Because somewhere else in the same city   
Aryan was also getting ready 
Adjusting his sherwani 
Smiling nervously 
Probably checking his phone every two minutes 
Waiting 
Just like I was 

Neither of us knew it then 
But in less than an hour   
two people who had once promised each other forever through a phone screen   
would finally stand beneath the same roof   
surrounded by every person who had prayed for them   
ready to hear the universe whisper   
"Now "
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
The Universe Aligned    And We Said Yes
9 May 2026
"For years, we had imagined this day separately  Destiny finally allowed us to live it together "

"Some love stories begin with 'Once upon a time ' Ours began with 'Finally '"

If someone asks me today,
"What was your favourite day of your wedding celebrations?"
I don't think I will ever answer immediately 
Because how do you choose one moment   
when every hour felt like a dream?
Our engagement wasn't just one ceremony 
It was an entire day stitched together with hundreds of little moments that quietly became forever 

The Night Before
The house barely slept 
Neither did I 
Every room carried excitement 
Somebody was packing jewellery 
Someone was ironing outfits 
Someone was discussing tomorrow's timeline 
My phone kept buzzing 
Relatives 
Friends 
Decorators 
Photographers 
Make-up artists 
Florists 
The venue team 
As the eldest daughter, I wasn't just the bride 
I was also quietly managing everything 
Even while everyone insisted,
"Relax, you're the bride "
My phone never really stopped ringing 

Yet, somewhere in the middle of all that chaos   
there was peace 
Because this time   
Aryan wasn't thousands of kilometres away 
If something felt overwhelming   
he was only one call away 

My Dream Mehendi
A bride dreams about many things 
Her outfit 
Her jewellery 
Her wedding 
But I had dreamt about my mehendi for years 
The fragrance of fresh henna filled the room 
Soft music played in the background 
Friends teased me 
Family laughed around me 
Every few minutes someone asked,
"Don't move your hands!"
Which was almost impossible 
Because I couldn't stop smiling 

Then   
Aryan arrived 
For a second   
the room became quieter 
Not because anyone stopped talking 
But because my heart did 
He stood there looking at me with the gentlest smile 
Almost as though he couldn't believe this was really happening either 

"Can I see?"
he asked softly 
I carefully lifted my hands 
The intricate patterns covered my palms almost completely 
Hidden somewhere within those beautiful vines   
was his name 
His initials 
Our forever 

He looked at my hands for a long moment 
Then looked at the artist 

"Can I also?"

Everyone laughed 

Within minutes   
the artist drew tiny initials on his palm too 
A & V 
Simple 
Tiny 
Almost invisible 
Yet carrying an entire universe 

I looked at him and smiled 

"Now we're matching "

He raised his hand proudly 

"See?"
"Now everyone knows I'm taken "

The room burst into laughter 

Little Poem
My hands
carried your name 
Yours
carried mine 
Perhaps
that is what love is 
Leaving little pieces
of yourself
inside another person 

The Morning of Forever
The morning sun felt different 
Lighter 
Brighter 
As though it too had decided to celebrate 

Before the venue 
Before the guests 
Before the rings 
We had something special planned 
Our first official photoshoot 

I reached the beautiful garden a little early 
Wearing the deep dark pink lehenga I had dreamt of 
Every mirror I passed reminded me,
Today   
I wasn't just Volsee 
I was becoming Aryan's fiancée 

Then   
I saw him 
For the very first time   
wearing his white Jodhpuri 
He looked exactly the way I had imagined 
No 
Even better 

For a second   
everything disappeared 
Photographers 
Assistants 
Flowers 
The garden 
There was only him 
Standing beneath the morning sunlight 
Looking at me 

As I slowly walked towards him   
my heart forgot every rhythm it had ever known 
He smiled 
Came a little closer 
Bent ever so slightly 
And whispered into my ear   

"Jaan   "
"You look beautiful "

Not gorgeous 
Not stunning 
Not breathtaking 
Just   
beautiful 
Simple 
Honest 
And somehow   
those two words became the most beautiful compliment I have ever received 

I looked down immediately 
Trying to hide my smile 

"You're making me more nervous "

"Good "
he laughed softly 
"Because I'm nervous too "

Learning How to Stand Together
The photographers surrounded us 

"Look at each other "

We looked 
And immediately started laughing 

"No laughing!"

That only made us laugh harder 

"Hold hands "

Our fingers slowly intertwined 
The first time 
Not secretly 
Not accidentally 
Openly 
Comfortably 
Proudly 

"Look into each other's eyes "

We tried 
Lasted barely three seconds 
Then both started smiling again 

"Closer "

Closer 

"Even closer "

We looked at each other 

"How much closer?"
Aryan joked 
Everyone burst into laughter 

Then came the famous photographer instructions 

"Touch your noses "

"Foreheads together "

"Whisper something "

"Now don't smile "

Impossible 
Every pose ended in laughter 
Every picture carried real happiness instead of rehearsed expressions 

At one point   
the photographer asked Aryan to gently place his hand around my waist 
For a second   
both of us froze 
We had waited years to simply stand beside each other 
Now   
we were suddenly standing closer than ever before 

I could feel my heartbeat racing 

He noticed immediately 
Without looking at anyone else   
he quietly whispered,

"Relax, Jaan "
"I'm here "

Just those three words 
And somehow   
I breathed again 

Throughout the shoot   
he kept checking on me 

"Are you okay?"

"Water?"

"Need a break?"

Whenever he noticed I was becoming nervous   
he would intentionally crack the silliest joke 
Sometimes so silly   
that even the photographers laughed 

"See?"
he smiled 
"Mission successful "

Because once I laughed   
all my nervousness disappeared 

The Moment Nobody Planned
Walking through the garden wearing a heavy lehenga wasn't easy 
Every few steps   
I had to stop and adjust it 
Without saying a single word   
Aryan quietly bent down   
and lifted part of my lehenga so it wouldn't drag across the pathway 
So naturally 
So effortlessly 
As though it was the most obvious thing in the world 

I looked at him 

"What are you doing?"

He smiled without even looking up 

"Helping my future wife "

I don't think he realised what that tiny gesture did to my heart 
The photographers noticed immediately 
Without asking us to pose   
they began clicking 
Again 
And again 

One of them smiled and said,

"Don't move "
"This isn't a pose "
"This is love "

Those words still stay with me 
Because he was right 
It wasn't planned 
It wasn't rehearsed 
It was simply Aryan being Aryan 

A little later   
I removed my heels because my feet had started hurting 
Without making a fuss   
he simply picked them up and carried them while we walked 
As though there was nothing unusual about it 

I laughed 

"You're carrying my heels now?"

He shrugged 

"I'm carrying whatever makes your day easier "

That sentence never left me 
Because perhaps   
that is marriage 
Not grand speeches 
Not expensive gifts 
Just quietly making each other's life lighter 

Tea Before Forever
After hours of photographs   
someone finally said,

"Tea break!"

We looked at each other 
Smiled 
And quietly escaped for a few minutes 
Just us 
Holding two cups of tea 
Looking at the garden 
Watching everyone rush around us 

"Can you believe this?"
I asked 

He looked at me 
Then towards the venue in the distance 

"No "

"Neither can I "

We clinked our paper cups together 

"To forever?"
I smiled 

He shook his head 

"To every goodbye that brought us here "

I think that is when I realised   
our story had never been about one perfect day 
It had been about every imperfect day that refused to defeat us 

(To be continued with the venue, your Shiv–Parvati entry, the ring exchange, speeches, emotions, and the magical moment where destiny finally answered the sentence Aryan once spoke years earlier: "It would be so perfect if we ended up together    but we can't ")
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
The Universe Aligned    And We Said Yes
Part II — The Walk Towards Forever
"There comes a moment in every love story when the waiting quietly steps aside, and destiny finally takes over "

After our little tea break   
reality slowly began knocking on the door 
Our engagement venue was ready 
Guests had already started arriving 
Phones were ringing continuously 
The decorator wanted confirmation 
The florist had a question 
The DJ wanted the final sequence 
Someone was asking where the rings were 
Someone else wanted to know where the family should stand 
Being the eldest daughter, I couldn't stop myself from checking everything 
Even dressed in my engagement lehenga   
I was still answering calls 
Still checking decorations 
Still making sure every tiny detail was exactly the way we had planned it 
Aryan watched me from a distance for a few moments 
Then he quietly walked over 
Without saying anything   
he gently took my phone from my hand 

"Jaan   "

I looked at him 

"For the next few hours   "
he smiled softly,
"you are not the event manager "

I laughed 

"Easy for you to say "

"No   "
he interrupted 
"Today your only responsibility is to smile "

"Everything else can wait "

He handed my phone to my cousin 

"Please don't let her answer another call "

Everyone laughed 
Including me 
And for the first time that day   
I allowed myself to simply be the bride 

The Venue
As our car slowly entered the venue   
I looked outside the window 
And for a moment   
I completely forgot to breathe 
It was exactly the way I had imagined it 
Maybe   
even more beautiful 
Soft pastel flowers danced with the breeze 
Warm lights shimmered gently despite the afternoon sun 
Every corner carried little details we had spent months planning 
The backdrop   
the stage   
the floral arrangements   
the colours   
Everything carried little pieces of us 
Little pieces of every late-night discussion 
Every Pinterest board 
Every screenshot 
Every dream 

I quietly whispered to myself   

"We made this "

Not just the decorations 
Not just the venue 
This life 
We built this 
Together 

Aryan noticed my expression 

"Happy?"

I looked around once more 
Then towards him 

"More than happy "

"I'm home "

He smiled 

"Me too "

Family
One by one   
our families started arriving 
Friends from school 
Friends from college 
Office colleagues 
Relatives 
Neighbours 
People who had watched us grow 
People who had prayed for us 
People who knew our story 
And people who had no idea how many chapters existed before this day 

Every few minutes   
someone hugged me 
Someone blessed me 
Someone said,

"You both look perfect together "

Every single blessing felt like another page being added to our story 

Lunch Before Forever
Before the ceremony officially began   
both our families finally sat together 
For lunch 

I remember looking around the table 
Everyone was talking 
Laughing 
Sharing stories 
Teasing us 

And suddenly   
my eyes became emotional 

Because only a few years ago   
I genuinely believed these two families would never even meet 
Now   
they were sharing a meal together 
Like they had always belonged 

I looked towards Aryan 
He was already looking at me 
Without speaking   
we both smiled 
Sometimes silence says,

"We made it "

better than words ever can 

The Entry
As evening slowly arrived   
the atmosphere changed 
The lights glowed brighter 
Music filled the air 
Guests slowly gathered around the stage 
Photographers adjusted their cameras 
Videographers checked every angle 
Someone came running backstage 

"Five minutes "

My heart instantly forgot how to function 

"Aryan   "
I whispered 

"Hmm?"

"I'm nervous again "

He smiled 
Exactly the same smile that had calmed me during the photoshoot 

"Good "

"Again?"
I laughed 

"Means your heart understands how important today is "

He gently squeezed my hand 

"I'm right here "

Then   
our wedding planner looked at both of us 

"Ready?"

We looked at each other 
For just one second 

Three years flashed before my eyes 
January 2023 
The proposal 
The rejection 
The heartbreak 
The blocked contacts 
The birthdays 
The missed festivals 
The endless waiting 
The message—
"Hi Sakhi "
The airport 
The temple 
The coffees 
The shopping 
The laughter 
Everything 
All of it 
Leading to this one doorway 

Then   
the music began 
Not the usual romantic song 
Not a trending Bollywood track 
Not something chosen because it was popular 
We chose something that reflected us 
A composition celebrating Mahadev and Maa Parvati 
Because before this was our love story   
we believed it had first been theirs to bless 
As the first notes echoed through the venue   
goosebumps covered my arms 
I closed my eyes for just a second 

"Mahadev   "
I whispered inside my heart 

"Walk with us "

When I opened my eyes   
Aryan extended his hand 
Not dramatically 
Not like in the movies 
Simply 
Naturally 
As though he had been doing it forever 

I placed my hand in his 

And together   
we walked 
Not as two individuals 
Not as boyfriend and girlfriend 
Not as two people separated by oceans 
But as two souls who had finally arrived at the chapter destiny had been patiently writing all along 

As we walked towards the stage   
I could hear applause 
Cheers 
Whistles 
Laughter 
Our families smiling through tears 
Friends shouting our names 
Phones recording every second 
Yet somehow   
everything sounded distant 
Because all I could hear   
was my own heartbeat 
And the quiet reassurance of the hand holding mine 

I looked at Aryan 
He looked back 
Then leaned slightly closer 
So softly that no one else could hear 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Remember something?"

I smiled immediately 
Because I knew exactly what he meant 

Three years ago   
he had looked at me through a phone screen and said—

"It would be so perfect    so beautiful    if we ended up together "

He paused then 

"But we can't "

Today   
standing beside me   
he smiled with tears in his eyes 

"Looks like we were wrong "

I felt my eyes fill instantly 

"No   "
I whispered 

"We weren't wrong "

"We were just early "

He laughed through tears 

"You're right "

"Destiny was still writing "

And with that   
we stepped onto the stage 
Not as the couple who almost didn't happen 
But as living proof   
that sometimes   
love isn't delayed because it isn't meant to be 
Sometimes   
it's delayed because when it finally happens   
it deserves to happen exactly the way heaven planned 

To Be Continued   
The next part will be the emotional heart of the engagement: exchanging rings, your parents' expressions, his parents' emotions, friends cheering, speeches, laughter, tears, and the moment when two simple rings quietly erased every goodbye that came before them 
"The universe didn't simply align that evening  It remembered a promise it had made long before we were born " ♾️❤️
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
The Universe Aligned    And We Said Yes
Part III — The Rings That Waited Three Years
"Sometimes a ring is only a piece of jewellery  Sometimes it is every prayer you've ever whispered, finally taking shape "

As we reached the centre of the stage   
the applause slowly faded 
The music softened 
The lights seemed warmer 
For the first time that entire day   
there was nowhere else to be 
No phone calls 
No preparations 
No decorations left to check 
No timelines to manage 
Only us 
Only this moment 

I slowly looked around 
Rows and rows of familiar faces 
My parents 
His parents 
My brother 
His cousins 
My grandparents 
My friends from school 
My MBA friends 
My office colleagues 
Relatives who had travelled from different cities 
People who had seen me grow up 
People who had watched me smile 
People who had watched me cry 
And hidden somewhere among them   
were all the prayers that had carried us here 

The emcee welcomed everyone 
Family members smiled 
Somebody joked about how long Canada had taken to send the groom 
Everyone laughed 
Even Aryan 

He quietly leaned towards me 

"Worth the wait?"

I looked straight into his eyes 

"Every single second "

The Rings
Someone brought the beautifully decorated ring platter 
Not just any ring platter 
Ours 

As I looked at it   
my heart quietly smiled 
Because those preserved flowers resting beneath our rings   
were not ordinary flowers 
They had lived our story 
The white roses Aryan had surprised me with on my birthday 
The bouquet I had carried to the airport when I welcomed him home 
Flowers that had once bloomed   
had now become eternal 
Just like us 

I gently ran my fingers across the resin 
For a moment   
I forgot there were hundreds of people watching 

"Remember these?"
I whispered 

Aryan looked down 
His smile immediately grew wider 

"How could I forget?"

"Who knew   "
I laughed softly 

"One day they'd hold our forever "

Little Poem
Flowers fade 
Petals fall 
Seasons change 
Yet love   
when preserved with intention   
blooms forever 

The priest softly asked us to stand facing each other 
For a moment   
I became conscious of everything 
My heartbeat 
My heavy lehenga 
The bangles gently touching each other 
The fragrance of fresh flowers surrounding us 
Aryan's hands 
My own trembling fingers 

He noticed 
Of course he did 
He always noticed 

Without anyone realizing   
he quietly whispered,

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Breathe "

I laughed nervously 

"I'm trying "

"You're doing great "

Sometimes   
love isn't dramatic 
Sometimes   
love simply reminds you to breathe 

The priest nodded 

"The groom may place the ring "

Everything became silent 

Aryan slowly picked up the ring 
I watched his hands 
The same hands that had once typed,
"I like you "
The same hands that had once deleted countless messages because he thought letting me go was the right thing to do 
The same hands that had folded before Mahadev asking for one more chance 
The same hands that had held my heavy lehenga during our photoshoot 
The same hands that had carried my heels without me asking 
The same hands   
were now holding the ring that would become a promise 

He looked up 
Straight into my eyes 

Neither of us smiled this time 
Neither of us laughed 
The moment felt too sacred 

Very gently   
he held my left hand 
I could feel it trembling 
He smiled softly 

"Still nervous?"

"Very "

"Good   "
he whispered 

"Because I still get nervous around the girl I love "

My eyes immediately filled with tears 

Slowly   
carefully   
he slipped the ring onto my finger 

It fit perfectly 

The applause erupted around us 
Cheers echoed across the venue 
People stood 
Whistles filled the air 
Someone shouted,
"Once more!"

I heard all of it 
Yet somehow   
it sounded distant 
Because in that moment   
I remembered only one sentence 

"It would be so perfect and so beautiful if we ended up together   "

He had stopped there three years ago 
Unable to believe it himself 

Today   
without saying another word   
he completed that unfinished sentence 
Not with his voice 
But with a ring 

I looked at him 

"We did "
I whispered 

His eyes immediately became moist 

"We really did, Jaan "

My Turn
The priest looked towards me 

"Now the bride "

I picked up his ring 
Suddenly   
I understood why brides always say their hands shake 
Mine refused to stay still 

Aryan quietly extended his hand 
Smiling 
Patiently waiting 
Exactly the way he had waited through every difficult chapter of our story 

"Ready?"
he teased softly 

"No "
I laughed through tears 

"Neither am I "

Everyone around us laughed 
The nervousness disappeared again 
Exactly as it always had 
Because Aryan somehow always knew how to turn my anxiety into laughter 

I slowly held his hand 
Looked at the ring 
Then looked at him 

I wasn't placing a ring on the hand of a perfect man 
I was placing it on the hand of the man who had chosen to fight for us 
The man who came back 
The man who stood before his parents again 
The man who refused to give up after destiny had tested us over and over again 
The man who had become my safest place 

With trembling fingers   
I slid the ring onto his hand 

Perfect 

Exactly like destiny had planned 

The Hug
Before anyone instructed us   
before photographers shouted another pose   
before the emcee spoke again   
Aryan quietly opened his arms 
Just a little 
Almost asking permission 

I didn't think 
I simply stepped forward 

We hugged 
Longer this time 
Much longer than the airport 

Applause surrounded us 
Phones captured the moment 
Friends whistled 
Parents wiped away tears 

I closed my eyes 
Rested my forehead against him 
And whispered so softly that only he could hear 

"Thank you for coming back "

He held me a little tighter 

"Thank you   "
he whispered back 

"for never giving up on me "

At that moment   
I wasn't hugging my fiancé 
I was hugging every version of Aryan 
The eighteen-year-old boy who remembered my golden hair from playgroup 
The young man who fell in love through conversations 
The heartbroken boy who thought we could never be together 
The man who gathered the courage to ask his parents again 
The person who messaged me,
"Hi Sakhi   "
and unknowingly changed the course of both our lives 

And perhaps   
he was hugging every version of me too 
The girl who waited 
The girl who cried 
The girl who prayed 
The girl who refused to stop believing 
The girl who trusted Mahadev even when she didn't understand His plans 

Little Poem
We didn't exchange
only rings 
We exchanged
every goodbye
for one forever 

The cameras flashed 
The music grew louder 
Family rushed onto the stage 
Hugs became endless 
Blessings flowed one after another 
Children ran around laughing 
Friends refused to stop teasing us 
My mother cried quietly 
His mother smiled with eyes full of relief 
My father looked at Aryan with quiet pride 
His father placed a gentle hand on Aryan's shoulder 
No speeches could have expressed what those silent gestures did 

For years   
we had wondered whether our families would ever stand together 
That evening   
they didn't just stand together 
They celebrated together 

And as I looked around the stage   
filled with flowers   
filled with blessings   
filled with people who loved us   
I quietly looked up toward the sky 
Not because I was searching for anything 
But because I wanted to say one thing 

"Mahadev   "

"You wrote a far more beautiful story than I ever could have imagined "

End of Part III
"Sometimes destiny doesn't shout when it fulfills a promise  Sometimes it simply slides a ring onto your finger    and lets your tears tell the rest of the story " ♾️🤍
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
The Universe Aligned    And We Said Yes
Part IV — An Evening That Felt Like Home
"The most beautiful part of our engagement wasn't when we exchanged rings  It was when we looked around and realised that every person we loved was standing beneath the same roof "

The applause slowly settled 
The music grew louder again 
The emcee invited our families onto the stage 
Within seconds   
our peaceful little moment belonged to everyone 
My parents came first 
His parents followed 
Grandparents 
Uncles 
Aunts 
Cousins 
Friends 
One photograph became ten 
Ten became fifty 
Fifty became what felt like hundreds 

Someone laughed,
"Smile once more!"

Another photographer shouted,
"Sir, look here!"

"Ma'am, one candid!"

"Now everyone together!"

Every few seconds another camera flashed 
Every few seconds another memory was quietly being frozen forever 

Aryan looked at me 

"Are your cheeks hurting?"

I laughed 

"From smiling?"

"Hmm "

"A little "

"Good "
he grinned 
"Mine too "

It made us laugh all over again 

The Families Became One
For years   
our families had existed only through conversations 
"My mom said   "
"My dad thinks   "
"My cousin asked   "
"My grandmother blessed us   "
They were names 
Voices on speakerphone 
Stories 
Today   
they were finally standing together 
My mother was speaking to his mother as though they had known each other for years 
My father and his father were discussing relatives, traditions, and laughing over small things 
My brother was already joking with Aryan 
His cousins had completely adopted me 
At one point I simply stepped back from the crowd and watched them all 
No one noticed me 
And I was glad 
Because I wanted to remember that picture forever 
The picture I had once thought would never exist 

Little Poem
Families don't become one
because of rituals 
They become one
when strangers
begin protecting each other
like they always belonged 

The Friends Who Witnessed the Impossible
One by one   
my friends came to hug me 
Some of them knew every chapter 
Every blocked contact 
Every birthday wish 
Every late-night cry 
Every time I had said,
"I think this is really over now "
One of my closest friends hugged me tightly and whispered,
"See?"
"I told you not to lose hope "

I smiled through tears 

"Honestly   "
I admitted 
"There were days even I stopped believing "

She held my hand 

"That's why God believed for you "

I still remember those words 
Because perhaps   
that is exactly what happened 
Whenever my faith became weak   
His grace carried it for me 

Aryan's friends surrounded him too 
There was endless teasing 
Someone shouted,
"Canada finally won!"
Another laughed,
"No, India won!"
Aryan looked at me 
Then smiled 

"No "
he said 
"Destiny won "

Everyone clapped 
But only I truly understood what he meant 

Stealing Little Moments
Every few minutes   
amidst the photographs and conversations   
we would somehow find each other again 
Sometimes only for thirty seconds 
Sometimes just for one smile across the room 
Sometimes only to ask   

"Water?"

"Have you eaten?"

"Are you tired?"

They were ordinary questions 
Yet they felt extraordinary 
Because for three years   
we had only been able to ask those questions through a phone screen 
Now   
he could simply hand me a glass of water 
Now   
I could quietly straighten the collar of his Jodhpuri 
Now   
he could notice when I looked tired without me saying a word 
Love had finally become tangible 

The Dance We Never Planned
Someone suddenly increased the music 
Without warning   
our cousins pulled us towards the dance floor 

"Come on!"

"Bride and groom!"

"No excuses!"

I looked at Aryan 
He looked equally terrified 

"Save me "
I whispered 

"Can't "
he laughed 
"I'm trapped too "

Within seconds   
everyone was dancing 
Children 
Parents 
Friends 
Even the uncles who had spent the entire evening saying,
"No, no    we don't dance "
were now smiling and clapping along 
Aryan quietly reached for my hand 
Not for a performance 
Not because anyone asked 
Simply because he wanted to dance with me 
We didn't know complicated steps 
We weren't trying to impress anyone 
We simply laughed 
Turned 
Smiled 
Forgot that cameras even existed 

Halfway through the song   
he leaned closer 

"Remember when we celebrated birthdays over video call?"

I nodded 

"This is better "

I smiled 

"Much better "

A Quiet Corner
Later in the evening   
after most of the formalities were over   
we finally escaped for a few minutes 
The venue was still full of laughter 
Music echoed softly in the background 
But we found a quiet corner of the garden 
Away from everyone 
Just us 
For the first time that entire day 

Neither of us spoke immediately 
We simply sat beside each other 
Looking at the lights decorating the trees 
Listening to distant laughter 
Feeling the cool evening breeze 

After a long silence   
Aryan spoke 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Today   "
he paused 
"I kept looking at you and thinking   "

"What?"

"How close I came to losing all this "

His voice was softer now 
More vulnerable 

"If I had never sent that message   "
"If I had listened only to fear   "
"If I hadn't spoken to Mom and Dad one last time   "
"If we had actually let go   "

He looked down 

"None of this would exist "

I quietly took his hand 

"Maybe "
I whispered 
"But I don't think Mahadev would've allowed our story to end that way "

He smiled 
The kind of smile that carried complete faith 

"You're probably right "

"No   "
I laughed gently 
"I'm definitely right "

We both laughed 
Then sat in silence again 
Comfortable silence 
The kind we had once dreamed about during thousands of kilometres of distance 

Before Leaving
As the evening slowly came to an end   
people began saying goodbye 
Blessings continued 
Hugs became longer 
Everyone kept repeating the same sentence 

"Now we'll meet tomorrow "

Tomorrow 
Such a simple word 
Yet it carried unimaginable meaning 
Because tomorrow   
we wouldn't simply attend another function 
Tomorrow   
our lives would change forever 

As we walked towards our cars   
Aryan gently stopped me 
He looked at me for a long moment 
Almost memorising every detail 
The pink lehenga 
The jewellery 
The smile that hadn't left my face all evening 

"What?"
I laughed 

"Nothing "
he replied softly 
"Just trying to remember this version of you forever "

I smiled 

"You won't have to "

"Why?"

"Because tomorrow   "
I whispered 
"You'll begin making new memories with me "

He nodded 
His eyes shining 

"Goodnight, Jaan "

"Goodnight "

Neither of us moved for a few seconds 
Because even after spending days together   
saying goodbye had never become easy 
Perhaps it never would 

As our cars drove in opposite directions through the quiet Ahmedabad streets   
I looked out of the window 
The engagement ring caught the reflection of the streetlights 
I gently touched it with my thumb 
Smiled to myself 
And whispered the same words that had carried me through every difficult chapter:
"Trust the process  Trust the timing "
Because everything that had once felt delayed   
had arrived exactly when it was meant to 

End of Chapter Twenty-Five
"On 9 May 2026, we didn't simply exchange rings  We exchanged uncertainty for peace, waiting for belonging, and every impossible dream for a promise that would become our forever "
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
When Destiny Called Me a Bride
10th May 2026
"There are mornings that begin like every other morning  And then there are mornings that divide your life into two halves—before and after "

"I had imagined my wedding day since I was a little girl  But nothing could have prepared me for what it actually felt like to wake up knowing that, by sunset, I would belong to the boy I had once convinced myself I had lost forever "

I don't remember sleeping that night 
I remember closing my eyes 
I remember trying 
But my heart refused to rest 
Every few minutes I opened my phone 
Not because there were messages to reply to 
But because I wanted to make sure it was all still real 
The engagement photographs had already begun appearing everywhere 
Family WhatsApp groups 
Instagram stories 
Friends posting pictures 
Relatives sending blessings 
For the first time in three years   
our love wasn't hidden inside private chats 
It had become everyone's happiness 
I smiled as I looked through the photographs 
There we were 
Laughing 
Holding hands 
Looking at each other exactly the way we always had through a screen   
except this time   
there was no screen between us 

Outside my room   
I could already hear movement 
Someone was arranging flowers 
Someone was making tea 
Someone was calling relatives who had arrived late the previous night 
Somewhere downstairs   
laughter had already begun 
Indian weddings never really sleep 
They simply become quieter for a few hours before beginning again 

I looked at the engagement ring resting on my finger 
The first rays of sunlight touched it 
Tiny reflections danced across the room 
I gently smiled 

"Good morning   "
I whispered to it 

It sounds silly now 
But that morning   
everything felt alive 
The flowers 
The jewellery 
The clothes 
Even time itself seemed to be smiling 

Then   
my phone vibrated 

Aryan ❤️

I answered before the second ring 

"Good morning, Jaan "

His voice sounded different 
Calmer 
Softer 
Almost overwhelmed 

"Good morning   "
I smiled 

There was silence 

Not awkward silence 
The kind of silence where two people are smiling at their phones 

Finally I laughed 

"Say something "

He chuckled 

"I'm just   "
he paused 

"Trying to understand how I got this lucky "

I felt my eyes instantly become moist 

"Aryan   "

"Hmm?"

"You know what I realised today?"

"What?"

"For three years   "
I whispered,
"I wished you good morning from another country "

"Today   "

I smiled through tears 

"We're waking up in the same city "

He didn't reply immediately 
When he finally spoke   
his voice had become quieter 

"Not just the same city "

"Soon   "

"The same home "

Neither of us spoke after that 
Because some sentences don't need replies 
They simply become memories 

Little Poem
Distance taught us
how to wait 
Marriage would teach us
how to stay 

The call ended with the same words we had spoken hundreds of times before 

"See you soon, Jaan "

But this "soon" felt different 
Because today   
he wasn't meeting me for coffee 
Or shopping 
Or another family function 
Today   
he was coming to marry me 

The hours disappeared in a blur 
Hair 
Makeup 
Jewellery 
The bridal outfit 
Every layer carefully placed 
Every tiny detail adjusted with love 
People moved around me constantly 
Yet somewhere deep inside   
everything was strangely quiet 
Almost peaceful 

As the makeup artist carefully placed the final touch   
she stepped back and smiled 

"Done "

Everyone around me clapped 

My cousins gasped dramatically 

"Volsee!"

"You look like a princess!"

I smiled 
But honestly   
I wasn't thinking about how I looked 
I was thinking about one thing only 

"What will Aryan's face look like when he sees me?"

That thought alone made my heart race 

My mother slowly walked towards me 
She didn't say anything 
She simply adjusted the edge of my dupatta 
Exactly the way mothers always do 
Even when nothing needs adjusting 

Then she gently kissed my forehead 

"May Mahadev always keep this smile on your face "

I hugged her tightly 
Longer than usual 
Because somewhere inside me   
I knew life was changing 
Not ending 
Not leaving 
Just changing 

My father entered the room quietly 
He stood near the door for a few seconds 
Looking at me 
Without saying a word 

He smiled 
But I noticed his eyes 
They carried emotions he wasn't trying to show 

"Papa?"

He nodded gently 

"My little girl   "
he whispered 

"You grew up too fast "

I walked towards him 
Carefully, so my heavy bridal outfit wouldn't get tangled 
Then I hugged him 

"No   "
I smiled 

"I'll always be your little girl "

He laughed softly through tears 

"Even after today?"

"Especially after today "

We both smiled 

Outside   
someone called loudly 

"It's time!"

Those two words echoed through the room 
Time 
The word that had once been our biggest enemy 
The word that had kept us apart 
The word that had made waiting unbearable 
Today   
that same word had come to take me toward my forever 

I took one last look in the mirror 
Not to admire myself 
But to silently thank the girl looking back at me 
The girl who had survived every goodbye 
The girl who had continued believing when belief itself had become difficult 
The girl who had chosen faith over fear 
The girl who trusted that Mahadev's timing would always be kinder than her own 

I gently smiled at her 

"We made it "

And with that   
I stepped out of the room 
Towards the wedding 
Towards Aryan 
Towards the next chapter destiny had been writing long before either of us knew each other's names 

End of Part I
"Some brides walk toward their wedding carrying flowers  I walked toward mine carrying every version of myself that had ever whispered, 'Please let it be him '"
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
The Wedding We Never Planned
10th May 2026
"Some weddings are planned by families  Ours felt as though it had been planned by heaven "
"We never intended to get married that day  We only wanted a document  Mahadev decided to give us a memory instead "

When people hear our wedding date   
they usually imagine a grand celebration 
Hundreds of guests 
A lavish mandap 
Seven pheras 
A traditional wedding exactly the way every Indian family dreams of it 
But ours was different 
Beautifully different 
Months before Aryan came to India, we had countless conversations with both our families 
Because our story had another reality to consider 
Canada 
The United States 
Immigration 
Legal paperwork 
Marriage registration 
Since Aryan lived in Canada and his parents were in the United States, we needed a legal marriage certificate so that, in the coming months, we could begin the process of building our life together abroad 
So all of us reached a simple decision 
We would perform a small, intimate temple ceremony, attended only by our closest family members 
The grand wedding with all seven pheras would happen later in the United States, when his parents could stand beside us 
That was the plan 
At least   
that was the plan until Mahadev smiled 
Because the moment we entered the temple   
nothing unfolded the way we had imagined 
And to this day, I believe   
it unfolded exactly the way it was meant to 

The temple was quiet 
The fragrance of incense lingered in the air 
Temple bells echoed softly in the background 
The idols of Mahadev and Maa Parvati stood before us, adorned with fresh flowers 
It didn't feel like a venue 
It felt like a blessing 
Before the rituals began, I folded my hands and closed my eyes 
There was only one prayer in my heart 
"If this moment has truly been written by You    then let me remember every heartbeat for the rest of my life "

When I opened my eyes   
I saw Aryan 
Not on a phone screen 
Not across an ocean 
Not inside a dream 
Standing a few steps away from me   
as my groom 
He was dressed in a cream and ivory sherwani, his expression carrying that familiar mixture of confidence and nervousness that I had come to love 
For a moment   
I forgot the world around me 
All I could think was—
"How is this the same boy who once said, 'We can't end up together'?"
Life truly has the most beautiful ways of answering impossible questions 

Before the ceremony officially began, the photographers took us outside the temple 
The sunlight filtered gently through the trees 
They asked us to stand together 
Smile 
Hold hands 
Look into each other's eyes 
We laughed, just as we had the previous day 
Yet today there was something different 
Every photograph carried the quiet awareness that these were the last photographs of me as someone's daughter   
before I became someone's wife 
That thought settled gently in my heart 
Not as fear 
But as gratitude 

Standing there in my bridal attire, I looked toward my parents 
They were smiling 
Yet behind every smile was a thousand unspoken emotions 
I suddenly realised   
These were the last few moments of my life in which I stood before them as their unmarried daughter 
The city that had watched me grow up 
The home that knew every version of me 
The room where I had cried over Aryan 
The balcony where I had prayed 
The dining table where I had laughed with my family 
Today   
I wasn't leaving those memories behind 
But life was gently asking me to carry them into a new home 
A strange ache settled inside my chest 
Not because I wasn't happy 
But because happiness and goodbye often arrive holding each other's hands 

Inside the mandap   
my mama came to me 
My brother stood beside him 
For years, my brother had annoyed me, protected me, argued with me, made me laugh 
That day, he simply smiled 
Without words 
He held my hand 
My mama held the other 
Together   
they walked me toward the mandap 
Every step felt heavier than the last 
Because every step whispered,
"Life will never be the same again "

I looked ahead 
Aryan was already waiting 
The moment our eyes met   
I couldn't stop my tears 
He immediately understood 
He didn't speak 
He simply looked at me with those familiar eyes and gave the tiniest shake of his head 
As if saying,
"Jaan    don't cry  I'm here "
Those four silent words steadied me more than any speech could have 

Then came the rituals 
The exchange of varmala 
The sacred chants 
The blessings 
And then something happened that none of us had expected 
The priest began guiding us through wedding rituals instead of only the legal ceremony we had planned 
One ritual became another 
One blessing flowed into the next 
Before we fully realised it   
we were standing for a phere 
Only one 
A single sacred circle around the fire 
Because the remaining four would wait until we could complete them with Aryan's parents in the United States 
But somehow   
that one phere felt complete 
Not because tradition had ended 
But because our promise had begun 

The next moment arrived unexpectedly 
The priest handed Aryan the mangalsutra 
Then the sindoor 
I instinctively looked at him 
My heart started racing 
I whispered so quietly that only he could hear:
"Your parents    they'll feel bad  They wanted to witness this  What if they are hurt that this happened without them?"
Aryan looked at me with so much calm 
He smiled, the way he always did whenever my mind began overthinking 
Then he whispered,
"Jaan    we'll complete every ritual with them  Nothing can replace that "
He gently squeezed my hand 
"Right now    don't think about tomorrow "
His eyes softened 
"Just be here "
"Live this moment "
"It's ours "
I nodded 
And in that instant   
I let go of every worry 
Because he had reminded me of something our story had taught us again and again—
when love is rooted in faith, it never steals a moment from anyone 
It only multiplies blessings 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
The Wedding We Never Planned
Part II — One Sacred Circle
"Sometimes heaven doesn't wait for the perfect plan  Sometimes it simply chooses the perfect moment "

The sacred fire burned gently before us 
The fragrance of sandalwood floated through the temple 
Temple bells echoed somewhere in the distance 
Panditji continued chanting mantras 
The world outside still existed 
Cars still moved 
People still hurried through their lives 
But inside that little temple   
time had stopped 
It was as though Mahadev Himself had quietly asked the universe to wait 

I stood beside Aryan 
My bridal dupatta covered my head 
The mangalsutra rested in the priest's hands 
The sindoor lay in a tiny silver box 
The sacred fire danced between us 
I looked around the mandap 
There weren't thousands of guests 
There weren't elaborate decorations 
No extravagant stage 
No grand palace wedding 
Only our parents 
Our closest family 
The people who had witnessed every chapter of our story 
And somehow   
that made everything even more beautiful 
Because nothing distracted us from what truly mattered 
Love 
Faith 
Family 
Blessings 

Panditji smiled gently 
He looked at both of us 

"Today is not just paperwork "
he said 
"Today, two families become one "

Neither Aryan nor I knew then   
that his next few words would change everything 

Instead of stopping after the legal formalities   
he continued 
He invited us to stand 
He arranged our dupattas together 
He began explaining the sacred meaning of marriage 
One ritual quietly became another 
One blessing led into the next 
None of us interrupted him 
It simply felt   
right 
Almost as though someone greater had already decided what this day would become 

Kanyadaan
Then came the moment I had secretly dreaded 
The moment every daughter knows will arrive one day   
yet no daughter ever feels ready for 
My father and mother came forward together 
I looked at them 
And suddenly   
I wasn't twenty-five anymore 
I was five 
Running into Papa's arms after school 
Holding Maa's hand while crossing the road 
Falling asleep between them after a nightmare 
Every memory arrived at once 
Every birthday 
Every festival 
Every ordinary evening that had once felt so ordinary 
And now   
those ordinary moments had become priceless 

My father gently held my hand 
For years   
that hand had protected me 
Guided me 
Encouraged me 
Today   
he was placing it into Aryan's 
Not because he was losing a daughter 
But because he had found someone he trusted enough to walk beside her 

My mother couldn't stop crying 
She kept smiling through her tears 
Trying so hard to remain strong 
But every time she looked at me   
another tear escaped 
I reached out and held her hand 

"Mumma   "
I whispered 

She smiled 

"Don't cry today "

That made me laugh through my own tears 

"You're the one crying "

She nodded 

"Because today my daughter isn't becoming someone else's   "
She paused 
"Today our family is becoming bigger "

I hugged her tightly 
The priest waited patiently 
No one rushed us 
Some moments deserve all the time in the world 

One Sacred Circle
Panditji looked at us and smiled 

"Take the phere "

For a second   
everyone looked at each other 
Because we all knew 
This wasn't supposed to happen today 
Our complete wedding   
our remaining sacred vows   
would happen later in the United States, in the presence of Aryan's parents 
This ceremony had only been planned for legal requirements 
But somehow   
Mahadev had different plans 

Panditji explained gently,
"Take one sacred circle today  The remaining vows you will complete together when the family gathers again  A promise delayed is still a promise "

I looked at Aryan 
He nodded 
Softly 
Calmly 
As though destiny had already whispered the answer into his heart 

The sacred cloth joined us 
The fire glowed before us 
Aryan gently held my hand 
Not tightly 
Not possessively 
Just enough for me to know   
I wasn't walking alone anymore 

Together   
we took one slow step 
Then another 
Around the sacred fire 
Only one phere 
One incomplete circle 
Yet somehow   
it felt whole 
Because love had never been measured by numbers 
Not one phere 
Not four 
Not seven 
Love is measured by intention 
And ours had waited years 

Little Poem
It wasn't seven circles 
It was one 
Yet inside that one circle   
we carried
every goodbye,
every prayer,
every mile,
every year
we had already walked together 

The Mangalsutra
Panditji picked up the mangalsutra 
For a moment   
my breath caught 
This wasn't part of the original plan either 
I instinctively turned toward Aryan 
My voice was barely audible 

"Aryan   "

"Hmm?"

"Your mom and dad   "
I whispered 
"They wanted to witness this "
"Will they feel hurt?"
"Should we stop?"

He looked at me with the calmness that had become my safest place 
Then he smiled 
The same smile that had carried me through countless storms 

"Jaan   "

He gently held my hand 

"Listen to me "

"We'll celebrate every ritual with Mom and Dad in America "
"We'll complete our remaining vows there "
"Nothing can replace that "

He paused 
Then looked straight into my eyes 

"But this   "
he whispered 
"This moment has been given to us by Mahadev "

"Don't let fear steal it "

"Be here "

"Live this moment "

"The rest   "
he smiled 
"We'll live together too "

I don't know why   
but those words instantly calmed me 
Because they reminded me of something we had learned long ago 
When something is written by God   
it never takes happiness away from anyone 
It simply creates more moments to celebrate 

Panditji smiled gently 
Aryan lifted the mangalsutra 
His hands trembled 
So did mine 
Slowly   
carefully   
he tied it around my neck 

The tiny black beads rested against my heart 
And suddenly   
everything changed 
I instinctively touched it 
Not because it was jewellery 
Because it was now a part of me 

I looked at Aryan 
He looked at me 
Neither of us spoke 
There are moments that language is simply too small to hold 

Sindoor
Then came the moment neither of us had expected 
Panditji handed Aryan the small silver box 
Filled with vermilion 
The entire temple became quiet 
I looked at him 
He looked at me 
For one brief second   
time stood still 

He took a tiny pinch of sindoor 
His hands shook 
Later he admitted they had never shaken that much before 
Very gently   
he lifted my veil slightly 
His eyes met mine 
Filled with tears 
Filled with gratitude 
Filled with disbelief 

Without breaking eye contact   
he slowly filled the parting of my hair 
A single streak of vermilion 
Simple 
Sacred 
Eternal 

The moment the sindoor touched my forehead   
I closed my eyes 
Not because I was overwhelmed 
But because my heart instinctively whispered one sentence 

"Mahadev   "
"After all these years   "
"You finally brought me home "

When I opened my eyes again   
Aryan was still looking at me 
Almost unable to believe what had just happened 
His eyes were wet 
Mine too 
No words 
Just tears 
And smiles 
The kind of smiles that only arrive after surviving every storm together 

"Years earlier, we had believed destiny was asking us to say goodbye  That afternoon, standing before the sacred fire, destiny smiled gently    and said, 'I was only asking you to wait '" ♾️🤍
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
The Wedding We Never Planned
Part III — The Moment I Became Your Wife
"Some moments arrive so quietly that you don't realise your entire life has changed until you look back years later "

When the sindoor settled into the parting of my hair   
I instinctively reached up and touched it 
Very gently 
Almost afraid that if I blinked too quickly   
this beautiful moment might disappear 
For years   
I had imagined this 
Not the jewellery 
Not the bridal clothes 
Not even the photographs 
Just this one feeling 
The feeling of looking at the man I loved   
and knowing that before Mahadev,
before Maa Parvati,
before Agni Dev,
I was now his wife 
And he was my husband 
No distance 
No uncertainty 
No "maybe "
No "what if "
Only us 
Forever 

Panditji smiled warmly 
He looked at both of us 

"Now seek blessings "

Aryan looked at me 
Smiled 
Then quietly extended his hand 
Not because tradition required it 
Because somewhere over the last three years   
holding my hand had become his way of saying,
"I'm here "
Without thinking   
I slipped my hand into his 
It fit so naturally 
As though it had always belonged there 

Together   
for the very first time   
we bowed before Mahadev and Maa Parvati   
not as two people in love   
but as husband and wife 

I closed my eyes 
There was no long prayer 
No list of wishes 
No requests 
Only gratitude 

"Thank You "

That was enough 
Because after everything   
what more could I ask for?

The Blessings
One by one   
we bent down to touch the feet of our elders 
The blessings came in different words 
Some prayed for happiness 
Some for prosperity 
Some for health 
Some for children 
Some simply placed a trembling hand on our heads and smiled through tears 
Every blessing felt like another flower being added to our journey 

When we bent before my parents   
my father immediately lifted us before we could remain there for long 
He hugged Aryan first 
Not formally 
Not awkwardly 
Like a father hugs a son 
Then he placed one hand on Aryan's shoulder 

"Take care of her "

Aryan didn't hesitate 

"Always "

Not "I'll try "
Not "Of course "
Simply   
"Always "

That one word settled something deep inside my father's heart 
I could see it 

Then we turned toward Aryan's parents, who joined us through a video call from the United States 
Although thousands of kilometres away   
they were with us 
His mother smiled with moist eyes 
His father folded his hands in blessing 

"We'll complete the remaining pheras together," his mother said gently 
"Today, just be happy "

Hearing those words lifted the last bit of worry from my heart 
There was no disappointment 
Only love 
Only understanding 
Only another celebration waiting for us in the future 

Our First Meal Together
After the rituals   
everyone insisted that we eat something 
Neither of us had realised how hungry we were 
The afternoon sun was fierce 
It was peak summer in Gujarat 
Even the breeze felt warm 
We sat down quietly with our family 
One large thali was placed before us 
Someone laughed 

"Now feed each other!"

Immediately   
every phone came out again 

"One bite!"

"Smile!"

"Look at each other!"

Aryan rolled his eyes dramatically 

"Photographers never let people eat "

I burst out laughing 

Finally   
he broke a small piece of roti 
Mixed it with dal 
Looked at me 

"Open your mouth "

"Everyone is watching "
I whispered 

"Let them "

I laughed 
Then quietly took the bite 
A few seconds later   
I fed him 
It was such a tiny moment 
Yet strangely   
it felt incredibly intimate 
Not because we were feeding each other 
But because it suddenly hit me 
This wasn't just lunch 
One day   
this would simply become life 
Breakfast before work 
Late-night dinners 
Weekend chai 
Cooking together 
Ordering food when neither of us felt like cooking 
Growing old across the same dining table 
One shared plate   
held an entire future inside it 

Little Poem
Love doesn't begin
with grand promises 
Sometimes   
it begins
with one shared plate
and someone asking,
"Have you eaten?"

The Summer Heat
The ceremonies finally ended 
We began walking toward the car 
The temple floor had become unbearably hot under the afternoon sun 
By then   
my feet had started hurting terribly 
My bridal heels had become impossible to walk in 
So somewhere during the rituals   
I had quietly removed them 
Now   
standing outside   
I looked down 
The ground burned beneath my feet 
Before I could even think of what to do   
Aryan disappeared 
I looked around in confusion 
A few seconds later   
he returned 
Holding my heels in his hands 

"Jaan   "
he smiled 
"Come here "

I shook my head immediately 

"No, no    I'll wear them myself "

He ignored me completely 
Right there 
In front of everyone 
Without the slightest hesitation   
he bent down on one knee 
Carefully placed one heel near my foot 
Held it gently 
And helped me wear it 
Then the other 

For a second   
the entire world disappeared 
My heart stopped 
Not because of the gesture itself 
But because it came so naturally to him 
He wasn't trying to impress anyone 
He wasn't posing for photographs 
In fact   
he didn't even realise photographers had started clicking 
To him   
his wife was uncomfortable 
So he helped her 
Simple 
Natural 
Effortless 

I looked around 
Everyone was smiling 
Some of my cousins started teasing him 
Someone joked,
"Aryan, you've already started husband duties!"
He laughed 
Looked up at me 
Then quietly whispered,

"You'll have to get used to this "

I felt tears gathering again 
Not sad tears 
The kind that arrive when your heart quietly whispers,
"You chose the right person "

Years earlier   
I had fallen in love with the boy who spoke beautifully 
Who understood my emotions 
Who respected me 
That afternoon   
I fell in love all over again 
With the man who noticed silent discomfort before I even spoke 
Because love isn't always found in the big declarations 
Sometimes   
it's found in someone kneeling on scorching summer ground   
simply because they don't want your feet to hurt 

Little Poem
He didn't promise me the stars 
He simply noticed
that the ground beneath my feet
was too hot 
Sometimes   
that is a far greater kind of love 

As we walked hand in hand toward the car   
I looked once over my shoulder 
The temple stood quietly behind us 
The sacred fire had grown smaller 
The chants had faded 
But something inside me had changed forever 
I had entered those temple doors as Volsee 
I walked out carrying a new identity 
Not one that replaced who I was 
But one that added to it 
A daughter 
A sister 
A friend 
And now   
his wife 

"That afternoon, Mahadev did not simply witness our marriage  He reminded me that the greatest love stories are not measured by how grand the wedding is, but by how gently two hearts choose each other—every single day "
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
The Wedding We Never Planned
Part IV — The Girl Who Left Home
"No one tells a daughter that the hardest goodbye isn't to her house  It's to the version of herself that has lived there all her life "

The rituals had ended 
The sacred fire had slowly faded 
The temple bells still echoed softly in the background 
Everyone around us was smiling 
Photographers continued clicking pictures 
Children were running around 
Relatives were discussing lunch 
Life seemed completely normal 
Except   
mine had just changed forever 

Someone looked at me and smiled 

"Congratulations, Mrs  Aryan Chaudhari "

Mrs 
Such a small word 
Yet it carried an entire lifetime within it 
For twenty-five years   
I had only known myself as Volsee 
My parents' daughter 
My brother's sister 
My family's little girl 
And suddenly   
without even realizing when it happened   
I had become someone's wife 

I looked toward Aryan 
He was speaking to one of our relatives 
Laughing 
Smiling 
Yet every few seconds   
his eyes searched for me 
Almost making sure   
I was okay 
That simple habit   
had become home 

The Last Few Minutes
Before leaving the temple   
I turned around one last time 
The mandap was still there 
The sacred fire 
The flowers 
The place where just a few minutes ago   
Mahadev had silently rewritten our destiny 
I folded my hands once again 

"Mahadev   "

"Please help me become the kind of wife who brings peace wherever she goes "

"Help me protect this love the way You protected us "

"And thank You   "

"for writing a story far more beautiful than the one I had planned "

The Car
Everyone slowly began walking toward the cars 
I hugged my relatives 
Touched the feet of my elders once again 
Smiled 
Thanked everyone 
But deep inside   
a strange heaviness had begun growing 
The reality of goodbye had quietly arrived 

As I sat inside the car   
I looked out of the window 
My parents stood outside 
My brother beside them 
My mama 
My masis 
My cousins 
Everyone smiling 
Everyone waving 
Trying so hard not to cry 

That was enough 
The tears I had been holding back all day   
finally escaped 
One after another 
Without stopping 

I wasn't crying because I was unhappy 
I wasn't crying because I was scared 
I was crying because love had expanded my world   
and in doing so   
it had asked me to leave behind the only world I had ever known 

I quietly looked outside 
The roads of Ahmedabad 
The familiar buildings 
The turns I knew by heart 
The city where I had laughed   
grown up   
studied   
dreamed   
fallen in love   
waited   
prayed   
and finally married 
Everything suddenly looked different 
As if the city itself was blessing me goodbye 

Aryan looked at me 
He didn't say anything immediately 
He simply let me cry 
Sometimes   
love understands that tears don't need to be stopped 
They only need company 

After a few minutes   
he slowly reached for my hand 
Interlocked his fingers with mine 
Gently rubbed my hand with his thumb 
Exactly the way he always did whenever I became emotional 

"Jaan   "
he whispered 

I looked at him with tear-filled eyes 

"Hmm?"

He smiled softly 

"You're allowed to cry "

"But don't ever think you're leaving one home   "
He paused 

"You're simply getting another one "

Those words broke me even more 
Because they were exactly what my heart needed to hear 

I rested my head lightly on his shoulder 
Still crying 
Still smiling 

He quietly took out his phone 

"Come here "

"No   "
I laughed between tears 

"I'm crying "

"I know "

"Exactly "

"Let's take a selfie "

I looked at him in complete disbelief 

"Aryan!"

He grinned mischievously 

"One day   "
he said,
"we'll laugh looking at this "

I burst into laughter 
Right there 
With tears still rolling down my cheeks 

Click 

Our first selfie as husband and wife 
Not perfect 
Mascara slightly smudged 
Eyes swollen 
Hair slightly messy after hours of rituals 
But perhaps   
the most beautiful photograph we ever took 
Because it captured us exactly as we were 
Real 
Human 
Completely in love 

Little Poem
He didn't stop my tears 
He simply smiled
until I remembered
how to smile too 

The drive felt shorter than I wanted 
Every few minutes   
he squeezed my hand 
Sometimes we spoke 
Sometimes we didn't 
Silence had never frightened us 
After all   
ours was a love that had survived thousands of kilometres through silence 

Welcome Home
As our car entered his society   
I noticed something unusual 
The entrance had been beautifully decorated 
Fresh flowers 
Rangoli 
Lights 
A beautiful board stood near the entrance 
In elegant letters   
it read—
"Welcome Home, Volsee "

Home 
Not   
"Welcome to our house "
Not   
"Welcome to your husband's home "
Not   
"Welcome, daughter-in-law "
Just   

Welcome Home 

I immediately looked at Aryan 
He smiled proudly 

"Surprise "

I could barely speak 

"You knew I'd cry again, didn't you?"

He laughed 

"Obviously "

Kanku Pagla
His family welcomed me at the entrance 
A traditional aarti 
Warm smiles 
Loving embraces 
Then a silver plate filled with kumkum and rice was placed before me 
I gently stepped into it 
The red colour covered my feet 
Slowly   
I walked forward 
Leaving tiny crimson footprints across the white floor 
Kanku Pagla 
The first footsteps of a bride entering her new home 
I looked behind me 
Each footprint seemed to whisper—
"Love lives here now "

His grandmother smiled lovingly 

"May these footsteps always bring happiness into this home "

I folded my hands 
Unable to speak 

Cake
Inside the living room   
another surprise waited 
The house had been decorated with flowers 
Photographs 
Heart-shaped balloons 
Candles 
A beautifully decorated cake rested on the table 
Written across it were the words—
"Welcome Home, Volsee "

I covered my mouth 

"Aryan   "

He shrugged innocently 

"I might have helped a little "

Everyone laughed 
Together   
we cut the cake 
Fed each other the first bite 
Our families clapped 
Someone began playing soft music 
Children danced around us 
The entire house felt alive 

For years   
I had imagined what my first day after marriage would feel like 
Reality was infinitely more beautiful 
Because it wasn't grand gestures that made it unforgettable 
It was the warmth 
The acceptance 
The feeling that I wasn't entering a stranger's house 
I was being welcomed by another family that had been waiting for me too 

Later that evening   
before changing out of our wedding clothes   
Aryan quietly looked at me 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Ready?"

"For what?"

He smiled 

"Let's go thank Mahadev once again "

Because the first place we wanted to go as husband and wife   
was not a restaurant 
Not a celebration 
Not anywhere else 
It was a temple 
To bow our heads together 
Exactly where our story had always begun 

"People say marriage begins when two people sign papers or complete rituals  I believe ours began the moment he looked at me through my tears and whispered, 'You're not losing a home    you're gaining another one '"
— End of Chapter Twenty-Seven ❤️
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
Welcome Home, Mrs  Chaudhari
10th May 2026 – Evening
"A house becomes a home the moment love begins living inside its walls "

"For twenty-five years, I had returned home as someone's daughter  That evening    for the very first time    I returned home as someone's wife "

Even today   
when I close my eyes   
I don't remember the decorations first 
I don't remember the flowers 
Or the lights 
Or even the cake 
I remember one feeling 
The feeling of belonging 
Because from the day Aryan and I had decided to give our story another chance   
there had always been one question quietly hiding inside my heart 
"Will I truly fit into his family?"
Would they accept me?
Would they understand me?
Would I be able to become their daughter   
and not just their daughter-in-law?
Those questions had lived inside me for months 
Silently 
Without anyone knowing 
But the moment I stepped inside that home   
every fear disappeared 
Not because someone answered my questions 
But because they loved me before I even asked them 

As I entered   
everyone clapped 
Someone showered flower petals over us 
His cousins started cheering loudly 
Someone jokingly shouted,
"Our bride is finally home!"
Another immediately corrected,
"Not bride anymore   "
"She's our Volsee now "
Those words settled somewhere deep inside me 
Not the bride 
Our Volsee 
Sometimes acceptance is hidden inside the smallest words 

Meeting Every Corner of My New Home
After all the excitement settled a little   
his Baa smiled warmly and held my hand 

"Come   "
she said 
"Let me show you your home "
Not   
"Aryan's home "
Not   
"Our house "
She called it   
my home 
Room by room   
she showed me everything 
The living room where everyone gathered every evening 
The small mandir where the diya was lit every morning 
The balcony where Aryan loved drinking tea whenever he came to India 
His childhood room 
Family photographs on the walls 
His school trophies 
Pictures from birthdays 
Graduation 
Canada 
Every photograph quietly told me stories about the boy I loved   
stories from years before I became a part of them 
I stopped in front of one photograph 
A little Aryan   
wearing an oversized school uniform   
smiling mischievously 
I laughed 

"You were so cute "

He immediately protested 

"Were?"

Everyone burst into laughter 

"You still are "
I smiled 

He looked at me proudly 

"That's better "

Our Little Family
For the first time   
I wasn't observing his family from video calls 
Or hearing stories from Aryan 
I was sitting among them 
Listening 
Laughing 
Sharing meals 
Watching everyone tease each other 
It felt strangely familiar 
Almost as though I had always belonged there 
His Mota Papa asked me about work 
His Moti Mummy wanted to know whether I was tired 
His cousins refused to let me sit quietly 
His Baa blessed us over and over again 
His Bua hugged me as if she had been waiting years for this day 
I looked at Aryan 
He quietly smiled 
As though saying   
"See?"
"I told you "

Little Poem
Sometimes   
family isn't the one you leave behind 
Sometimes   
family quietly grows   
until your heart has room for everyone 

The Temple Inside the House
As evening approached   
someone lit the evening diya 
The tiny temple inside the house glowed softly 
The fragrance of agarbatti filled every room 
Almost instinctively   
Aryan looked at me 

"Come, Jaan "

Without speaking   
we walked together to the mandir 
Side by side 
Hands folded 
Heads bowed 
Our very first evening prayer   
as husband and wife 
The tiny bells rang 
The flame flickered gently 
For a few moments   
everything became silent 

I looked at Mahadev 
Then at Maa Parvati 
And smiled 
Because standing beside Aryan   
I remembered every prayer I had ever whispered 
Every Monday fast 
Every Mahashivratri 
Every tear that had fallen before Shivling 
Every conversation where I had simply said   
"If he is meant for me    please bring him back "
Standing there   
I realised something beautiful 
Mahadev had answered every prayer 
Just not in the timeline I had chosen 
In His own 

An Evening Drive
Later that evening   
Aryan looked at everyone 

"Can I steal my wife for a little while?"

Everyone laughed 
His Baa smiled 

"Go "

"But bring her back "

We laughed together 
For the first time   
we stepped out as husband and wife 
No ceremonies 
No photographers 
No crowd 
Just us 
The warm May evening 
The quiet streets 
And a feeling that still seemed impossible to believe 

We drove without any destination 
Windows slightly open 
Soft music playing 
Neither of us wanted the day to end 

"Jaan   "
he suddenly said 

"Hmm?"

"Do you remember our first video call?"

I laughed immediately 

"The one where we both kept saying   "

"Can you hear me?"
we both said together 

We laughed so hard that tears came again 

"Look at us now   "
he whispered 

"No network issues "

"No time difference "

"No countdown to the next call "

"You're actually sitting beside me "

I looked out of the window 
The city lights blurred through my tears 

"I used to imagine this drive   "
I admitted 
"So many times "

"Me too "
he smiled 
"Except   "

"Reality is better "

The Quiet Promise
When we returned home   
everyone had gone to rest 
The house had become peaceful 
Only a few decorative lights still glowed softly 
We stood for a moment in the balcony 
The warm summer breeze moved gently through the night 
Neither of us spoke 
There was no need 
Then   
very softly   
Aryan took my hand 
Turned toward me 
And kissed my forehead 
Not dramatically 
Not for photographs 
Simply because   
he wanted to 

"Mrs  Chaudhari   "
he smiled 

"Hmm?"

"Welcome home "

I looked at him 
The same boy who had once written—
"It would be so perfect if we ended up together    but we can't "
And now   
here he was 
Standing beside me 
Calling me home 

I rested my head against his shoulder 
Looked up at the night sky 
The stars were faint 
But one shone a little brighter than the others 
I smiled to myself 

"Mahadev   "
I whispered silently 

"You didn't just answer my prayer "
"You gave me a family "

A Promise Beneath the Night Sky
Before we went inside   
Aryan looked at me one last time 

"Jaan   "

"Yes?"

"Promise me something "

"Anything "

"No matter how many countries we live in   "
"No matter how busy life becomes   "
"No matter how old we grow   "
"Never stop talking to me "

I smiled through tears 
Because perhaps   
that was the most beautiful promise we could make 
After all   
our love story had never begun with a grand gesture 
It had begun with a conversation 
A simple reply to an Instagram story 
A message 
A "Hi "
And every chapter after that had been written   
because we chose to keep talking 

I intertwined my fingers with his 

"I promise "

"And you?"

He smiled 

"I already spent three years finding my way back to our conversations "
"I'm never leaving them again "

End of Chapter Twenty-Eight
"Every great love story has a wedding  Ours had something even more precious—the quiet evening after the wedding, when two people finally realised that after years of loving each other across oceans    they were simply sitting beside each other, calling the same place home " ♾️🤍
CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
The Days We Had Always Dreamed Of
11th May – 14th May 2026
"People often ask what marriage feels like  To me, it felt like finally living all the ordinary moments I had spent years imagining "

"For three years, we had loved each other through screens  Now, suddenly, life had given us mornings together, evening tea together, temple visits together, shopping together    and every ordinary moment felt more magical than any fairytale "

Marriage 
Such a beautiful word 
Growing up   
I thought marriage was about the wedding 
The bride 
The groom 
The photographs 
The jewellery 
The rituals 
But the morning after my wedding   
I discovered something completely different 
Marriage   
begins after everyone goes home 
When there are no photographers 
No decorations 
No music 
No applause 
Only two people   
learning how beautifully ordinary forever can be 

The next morning   
I woke up before everyone else 
For a few seconds   
I forgot where I was 
Then my eyes slowly opened 
A different room 
Different curtains 
Different walls 
Different ceiling 
I smiled 

"Oh   "

Then I looked beside me 
Aryan was still asleep 
Peacefully 
Like nothing in the world could disturb him 
I couldn't stop smiling 
For years   
I had wished him good morning over WhatsApp 
Now   
I could simply look at him 

His hair was messy 
One hand rested over the blanket 
The morning sunlight quietly entered through the curtains 
For a moment   
I simply sat there 
Watching him 
Trying to convince myself   
that this wasn't another dream 

Almost as if he could feel me staring   
he slowly opened one eye 
Then the other 
Caught me immediately 

"Good morning, Mrs  Chaudhari "

I laughed 

"How did you know I was looking at you?"

"Because   "
he stretched lazily 

"My wife is very obvious "

"Aryan!"

He laughed 

"Come here "

Before I could react   
he gently held my hand 
Pulled me a little closer 
And whispered,

"Good morning, Jaan "

No video call 
No buffering 
No time difference 
No countdown until the next conversation 
Just   
good morning 
Together 

Little Poem
There was a time
when "Good Morning"
travelled across oceans 
Now   
it only had to travel
across a pillow 

Our First Chai
Someone knocked softly on the door 
His cousin peeked inside with a mischievous smile 

"Are the newlyweds awake?"

Aryan laughed 

"Almost "

Within minutes   
everyone had gathered in the living room 
Fresh tea 
Hot breakfast 
Morning conversations 
The house felt alive 

Aryan quietly handed me my cup of chai 

"Careful "

"It's hot "

I smiled 

"Like Ahmedabad in May?"

He laughed 

"Nothing is hotter than Ahmedabad in May "

Everyone around us burst into laughter 

It was such an ordinary morning 
Yet I secretly wished time would stop forever 

The Temple Visits
One thing both of us had decided long ago   
was that before beginning this new chapter   
we wanted to seek blessings 
Not because someone told us to 
Because our entire story had been held together by faith 
So over the next few days   
we visited temples together 
Sometimes early in the morning 
Sometimes just before sunset 
We stood beside each other 
Hands folded 
Heads bowed 
Never asking for anything extraordinary 
Only strength 
Only wisdom 
Only togetherness 

At one temple   
I quietly looked at Aryan 
He was completely immersed in prayer 
Eyes closed 
Hands folded 
For a brief second   
I remembered something I had written in my diary years ago 

"I see a glimpse of Mahadev in him "

Not because he was perfect 
Not because he never made mistakes 
But because   
he always returned 
He always protected 
He always chose love 
And that   
to me   
felt deeply divine 

The Little Dates
Those few days   
felt like making up for three years 
We did everything 
And nothing 
At the same time 
We went shopping 
Stopped for coffee 
Shared ice cream 
Watched a movie 
Walked through crowded streets holding hands 
Something we had never been able to do before 
Every ordinary couple around us probably thought nothing of it 
For us   
it was extraordinary 

While shopping   
he would always disappear 
Only to return carrying something 

"Jaan   "

"Look at this "

"No "
I laughed 

"You already bought too much "

"One more "

"Aryan   "

"Please?"

I never won those arguments 
Never 

Living Together
The most beautiful memories, however   
weren't outside 
They were inside the house 
Helping each other 
Laughing over silly things 
Watching television with the family 
Eating mangoes together because it was summer 
Drinking chai on the balcony 
Listening to stories from Baa 
Playing with the younger cousins 
Watching Aryan become a son 
A grandson 
A brother 
A nephew 
Seeing him through their eyes made me fall in love with him all over again 
Because love isn't only about how someone treats you 
It's also about how they treat everyone else 

One Small Argument
Of course   
no love story is complete without tiny disagreements 
One evening   
we argued over something unbelievably silly 
Neither of us even remembers what it was now 
Maybe where to go 
Maybe shopping 
Maybe who was more stubborn 

"You're impossible "
I said dramatically 

"Excuse me?"

"Very impossible "

He folded his arms 

"Jaan   "

"What?"

"Look in the mirror "

"Why?"

"You'll find the stubborn person there "

I stared at him 
Then burst into laughter 

"Fine "

"We're both stubborn "

"Exactly "

That became our solution for almost every argument afterwards 
Not,
"Who won?"
But,
"We're both stubborn "

The Days Began Flying
People often say,
"Enjoy every moment because time flies "
I never understood that sentence until those four days 
Morning became afternoon 
Afternoon became evening 
Evening became another beautiful conversation on the balcony 
Before I realised   
another day had passed 
Then another 
Then another 
Every sunset quietly reminded us   
that the goodbye waiting ahead was coming closer 
Neither of us wanted to acknowledge it 
So we didn't 
We simply chose to live 
One beautiful ordinary day at a time 

"Sometimes the greatest luxury isn't travelling the world  Sometimes it's simply getting to wake up beside the person you once had to love from another continent "
CHAPTER THIRTY
The Journey That Began With God's Blessing
15th May 2026
"Before life sent us across continents again, God first called us to His own home "

"People usually begin married life with a honeymoon  We began ours with a pilgrimage  Looking back today, I don't think that was a coincidence  I think Mahadev wanted to bless every chapter before we began writing it "

Only five days had passed since our wedding 
Five days 
Just five 
And yet   
it already felt impossible to remember life without Aryan beside me 
Every morning had begun with his sleepy smile 
Every meal had become "our meal "
Every prayer had become "our prayer "
Every little moment had quietly changed from mine to ours 
Then came another first 
A first I had waited twenty-five years for 

My first flight 

I had never travelled by airplane before 
Never 
Whenever friends shared airport pictures   
boarding passes   
window-seat photographs   
I would smile for them 
But somewhere inside   
I secretly wished   
"One day   "

I never imagined   
my very first flight would be with my husband 
And not just any husband 
With the boy who had once lived thousands of kilometres away 
The boy because of whom airports had become symbols of waiting 
Now   
an airport was about to become the beginning of another memory 

The night before the journey   
I barely slept 
Not because I was nervous about flying 
Because I was excited 
Like a little child before a school picnic 
I kept checking the tickets 
Checking the timing 
Checking my handbag 
Checking whether I had packed everything 
Aryan laughed every single time 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"We're not leaving for Mars "

I frowned dramatically 

"This is my first flight "

"Exactly "
he smiled 

"Which is why you don't have to worry "

"I'll handle everything "

That sentence 
Simple 
Ordinary 
Yet it wrapped around my heart like a warm blanket 
Because through our entire relationship   
that had become Aryan's silent promise 
Whenever I became anxious   
he never said,
"Don't worry "
He always said,
"I'll handle it "

The Airport
The airport looked magical to me 
People rushing with suitcases 
Announcements echoing through the terminal 
Children excitedly looking at airplanes 
Families saying goodbye 
Friends hugging each other 
Everything fascinated me 
I probably looked around every few seconds 
Trying to absorb every detail 
Aryan quietly watched me 
Smiling 

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

I nodded enthusiastically 

"Everything!"

"Even the security check?"

I laughed 

"Especially the security check "

He shook his head dramatically 

"You're impossible "

"You married me "

"Best decision of my life "

Boarding
As we finally entered the aircraft   
I instinctively held his arm 
Not because I was scared 
Because I didn't know what to expect 
He quietly guided me to my window seat 

"This one is yours "

"Really?"

"Always "

The plane slowly began moving 
My heartbeat became louder 
I immediately held his hand 

"Aryan   "

"Hmm?"

"I think I'm nervous now "

He intertwined his fingers with mine 

"Close your eyes for a second "

I did 

"Ready?"

"No "

He laughed 

"Too late "

Within seconds   
the aircraft accelerated 
Faster 
Faster 
Faster 
And suddenly   
the ground disappeared beneath us 

I opened my eyes 
The entire city looked tiny 
Roads became thin lines 
Cars disappeared 
Buildings looked like toys 
Clouds slowly surrounded us 
I couldn't stop smiling 

"Aryan   "

"Look   "

He wasn't looking outside 
He was looking at me 

"I am "
he smiled 

"No   "
I laughed 

"Outside!"

"I'm already looking at the most beautiful view "

I immediately hid my face 

"Stop   "

"Never "

Little Poem
My first flight
wasn't memorable
because we flew above the clouds 
It was memorable
because for the first time,
I held the hand
I had spent years reaching for 

For the next few hours   
I became that annoying passenger who looked out of the window every five minutes 
Clouds 
Mountains 
Tiny rivers 
Sunlight 
Everything looked unreal 
Aryan quietly kept taking candid photographs 
Every time I caught him   
he simply smiled 

"Memories "

Vrindavan
Our journey first brought us to the land where love itself had once walked 
Vrindavan 
The city where every lane seems to whisper the names of Radha and Krishna 
The moment we entered   
something inside me became calm 
Temple bells echoed endlessly 
Devotional songs floated through the air 
The fragrance of flowers and incense welcomed every visitor 
Monkeys jumped from rooftops 
Children laughed 
Pilgrims walked barefoot with folded hands 
It didn't feel like entering a city 
It felt like entering a prayer 

I looked at Aryan 

"Can you believe we're here?"

He smiled 

"I think Someone wanted us here "

I nodded 
Because deep inside   
I believed exactly the same 

Hand in hand   
we walked through the narrow streets 
Sometimes silently 
Sometimes talking 
Sometimes simply watching devotees lost in devotion 
Every now and then   
someone would smile at us and say,

"Radhe Radhe "

And somehow   
those two simple words felt like blessings for our new life together 

As we stood before Shri Radha-Krishna, I folded my hands and prayed:
"Just as Radha and Krishna's love became timeless, let our love always remain rooted in respect, devotion, friendship, and faith—even when distance tests us again "
When I looked beside me, Aryan was still praying 
Later, I asked him what he had prayed for 
He smiled and said,
"If I tell you, it won't stay between me and God "
I laughed 
"Fine    keep your secret "
He leaned closer and whispered,
"But I did thank Him    for bringing you back into my life "
My eyes filled instantly 
Because after everything we had survived   
gratitude had become the language of our love 

End of Chapter Thirty – Part I
"Some couples begin marriage by discovering the world  We began by rediscovering faith    and perhaps that became the strongest foundation of our forever "
CHAPTER THIRTY
The Journey That Began With God's Blessing
Part II — Where Love Learnt Devotion
"Some places become destinations  Some places become memories  And then there are places that quietly become a part of your soul "

After spending our first day in the divine lanes of Vrindavan   
neither of us wanted to leave 
It felt as though time moved differently there 
No one seemed to be in a hurry 
The air itself carried devotion 
Every lane echoed with only one greeting 
"Radhe    Radhe   "
It wasn't merely a greeting 
It felt like a blessing 
As though every stranger was unknowingly praying for us 

That evening   
before returning to our hotel   
we decided not to rush anywhere 
No itinerary 
No checklist 
No plans 
Just us   
walking through the narrow streets hand in hand 

Sometimes we stopped outside little shops 
Sometimes we watched devotees singing bhajans 
Sometimes we simply stood quietly   
watching people smile for no reason at all 

One elderly lady looked at us 
Smiled warmly 
Then blessed us 

"Radha Rani always keeps couples who come together under Her protection "

I folded my hands instinctively 
Aryan did the same 
As we walked ahead   
I quietly slipped my hand into his 

"What happened?"
he asked 

"Nothing   "
I smiled 

"I just want to remember this feeling forever "

He gently squeezed my hand 

"Me too, Jaan "

Mathura — Where Every Prayer Felt Like Home
The next morning   
our journey continued towards Mathura 
The birthplace of Shri Krishna 
If Vrindavan felt peaceful   
Mathura felt alive 
The streets bustled with devotees 
Temple bells rang continuously 
Children ran around laughing 
Shopkeepers lovingly called out to visitors 
Fresh flowers decorated every entrance 
The fragrance of peda floated through the air 

Aryan laughed 

"Someone is definitely buying Mathura peda "

I looked at him dramatically 

"Someone?"

"Yes   "
he smiled 

"You "

"Correct "
I laughed 

We spent the morning exploring temples 
Listening to stories of Krishna's childhood 
Watching devotees lose themselves in prayer 

Standing before the deity   
I quietly closed my eyes 
Not to ask for anything 
Only to thank Him 
Because after years of uncertainty   
I was standing there beside the man I had once believed I had lost forever 

I opened my eyes 
Aryan was looking at me 

"Finished?"

"Hmm "

"What did you pray for?"

"Can't tell you "

"Why?"

"Because then it won't come true "

He laughed 

"You're impossible "

"And yet   "

"I married you "

We both burst into laughter 

Gokul — Where Silence Spoke
Among all the places we visited   
there was something different about Gokul 
It wasn't crowded 
It wasn't loud 
It wasn't trying to impress anyone 
It was peaceful 
Simple 
Gentle 
Just like love after it has survived enough storms 

We sat quietly near the temple courtyard 
Neither of us spoke for several minutes 
The breeze carried the sound of temple bells 
Children played nearby 
Some devotees sang softly 
Everything felt    slow 

Aryan looked at me 

"What are you thinking?"

I smiled 

"Do you realise   "

"Three years ago we thought we'd never even meet again "

He looked down 
Then nodded slowly 

"I know "

"And now   "
I whispered 

"We're sitting here as husband and wife "

He smiled 
The kind of smile that carried years of gratitude 

"Life is strange "

"No   "
I corrected 

"God is beautiful "

He looked toward the temple 
Folded his hands 

"Yes "

"Very beautiful "

Little Moments Between Sacred Cities
Travelling together taught us something unexpected 
Marriage wasn't only about the grand moments 
It lived inside tiny memories 
Like   
him carrying my water bottle because my hands were full 

Making sure I had eaten before he did 

Buying extra water because he knew I always became thirsty while travelling 

Stopping every few kilometres just because I wanted chai 

"Another chai?"
he laughed 

"Travelling calories don't count "
I declared confidently 

"Who made that rule?"

"Me "

"Convenient "

We laughed so much over absolutely nothing 
Sometimes   
our conversations made no sense at all 
Yet they became some of my favourite memories 

A Small Disagreement
Of course   
even pilgrimages aren't free from tiny disagreements 
One afternoon   
the weather was unbearably hot 
The roads were crowded 
Both of us were exhausted 
I wanted to keep exploring 
Aryan wanted me to rest 

"Jaan   "

"Five more minutes "

"You've been saying five more minutes for half an hour "

"Because I don't want to miss anything "

He sighed dramatically 

"You'll miss your health if you don't drink water "

"I'm fine "

He looked at me 
Crossed his arms 

"Mrs  Chaudhari   "

Uh oh 
Whenever he called me Mrs  Chaudhari   
I knew he was pretending to be serious 

"Yes?"

"Drink "
He handed me the bottle 

I looked at him 

"Bossy "

"Responsible "

"Bossy "

"Responsible husband "

I rolled my eyes 
Took the bottle 
Drank the water 

"Happy?"

He smiled proudly 

"Very "

Later that evening   
I realised I actually had become dehydrated 
He looked at me with the biggest "I told you so" smile 

"Don't say it "
I warned 

"I wasn't going to "

He paused dramatically 

"But   "

"I told you "

I couldn't even argue 
I simply laughed 

The Train to Kashi
As our journey continued   
one destination remained 
The place I had dreamed of visiting for years 
The city that had lived in my prayers long before it became a destination 
Kashi 
Varanasi 
Banaras 
Mahadev's own city 

Throughout the journey   
I became unusually quiet 
Aryan noticed immediately 
He always did 

"Everything okay?"

I nodded 

"Just emotional "

"Why?"

I looked outside the window 
Fields slowly passed by 
Villages disappeared behind us 
The evening sky turned orange 

"I've always heard people say   "

"Banaras doesn't let you come "

"Banaras calls you "

He smiled 

"Maybe   "
he whispered 

"Mahadev called us together "

My eyes filled instantly 
Because deep inside   
I believed exactly that 
Not just that Kashi had called us 
But that after writing every impossible chapter of our story   
Mahadev Himself had finally invited us into His city 
Together 
As husband and wife 

Little Poem
If love had an address   
perhaps it would be Vrindavan 
If faith had an address   
perhaps it would be Kashi 
And if gratitude had a home   
it would forever remain
inside our hearts 

That night   
as the journey continued   
I rested my head on Aryan's shoulder 
Neither of us spoke 
There was nothing left to say 
Some journeys are too sacred for conversation 
They are meant to be felt 
And somewhere beyond the darkness   
waiting patiently   
the ancient city of Kashi was preparing to welcome us 
A city where our marriage would receive its greatest blessing 
A city that would change both of us forever 

"They say Banaras calls you for the first time with your favourite person  Standing on that journey towards Kashi, I realised    Mahadev hadn't just called us to His city  He had called us home "
CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
Kashi — Where Mahadev Wrote Our Story
16th–18th May 2026
"Some cities are visited  Kashi is experienced  It doesn't let you see it    it lets you feel it "

"And they say    Banaras calls you for the first time with your favourite person  Maybe that's exactly what happened  Because after all the waiting, all the heartbreaks, all the impossible years    Mahadev didn't just call us individually  He called us together "

It was still early morning 
The city had barely begun to wake 
The train slowly approached the station 
I sat beside the window   
trying to catch my very first glimpse of Kashi 
My heartbeat had become strangely fast 
Not because we had reached another destination 
Because this wasn't just another city 
This was Kashi 
The city I had prayed to visit 
The city whose name alone filled my heart with peace 
The city where every breath carried centuries of devotion 
The city where Mahadev Himself resides 

Aryan looked at me and smiled 

"Excited?"

I didn't answer 
I simply nodded 
Because words suddenly felt too small 

As we stepped outside   
the first thing I noticed wasn't the buildings 
Nor the roads 
Nor the crowd 
It was the sound 
Temple bells 
Conch shells 
Morning aartis 
The distant chanting of
"Har Har Mahadev!"
echoing through the air 
It felt as though the city itself breathed Mahadev's name 

Without realizing   
I folded my hands 

"We're finally here "
I whispered 

Aryan quietly stood beside me 

"Welcome to Baba's city, Jaan "

The Lanes of Eternity
If someone asked me to describe Banaras in one sentence   
I never could 
Because Banaras isn't meant to be explained 
It is meant to be lived 
Its narrow lanes twist endlessly 
Ancient temples appear unexpectedly around every corner 
Little tea stalls become gathering places for strangers 
Flower sellers smile as if they've known you forever 
The fragrance of incense mixes with the aroma of chai 
Cows walk peacefully through crowded streets 
Scooters somehow find space where none exists 
Every wall carries stories 
Every step feels sacred 

I looked around like a child seeing the world for the first time 
Aryan laughed 

"Slow down "

"I'm trying!"

"No   "
he smiled 

"You're trying to see everything at once "

"Because everything is beautiful "

He quietly reached for my hand 

"Good "

"Let's experience it slowly "

And that is exactly what we did 
We didn't rush 
We didn't follow a strict schedule 
We simply allowed Kashi to unfold before us 
One lane 
One temple 
One conversation 
One blessing at a time 

Our First Chai in Banaras
No matter where we travelled   
there was one constant 
Chai 

We stopped at a tiny roadside tea stall 
Nothing fancy 
Just two small clay cups 
Freshly brewed tea 
The owner smiled warmly 

"First time?"

I nodded excitedly 

"Yes "

He smiled knowingly 

"Nobody leaves Banaras the same "

I looked at Aryan 
He looked back at me 
Neither of us realised then   
how true those words would become 

The tea tasted different 
Maybe because of the clay cup 
Maybe because of the city 
Maybe because everything tasted better when shared with the person you loved 

Aryan gently lifted his cup 

"To us?"

I smiled 
Touched my cup to his 

"To Mahadev "

He nodded 

"And to us "

The First Glimpse of Maa Ganga
Nothing   
absolutely nothing   
could have prepared me for that moment 
We walked through one final lane 
Crowds slowly increased 
The sounds grew louder 
The breeze became cooler 
Then suddenly   
the buildings disappeared 
And there She was 
Maa Ganga 
Endless 
Peaceful 
Timeless 

For a few seconds   
I forgot how to breathe 
The sunlight danced across the water 
Boats floated gently 
Devotees stood with folded hands 
Some offered flowers 
Some silently cried 
Some simply sat   
watching the river flow 
As though they had forgotten the world behind them 

My own eyes filled instantly 
Not because I was sad 
Because my soul recognised something my mind couldn't explain 

"Aryan   "
I whispered 

He looked at me 
Then at the river 

"Beautiful, isn't she?"

I nodded 
Unable to speak 

Slowly   
I bent down 
Touched the sacred water 
Then placed those drops upon my forehead 
Closing my eyes 

"Thank You   "
I whispered 

Not for bringing me to Kashi 
But for bringing me here   
with him 

The Boat Ride
We climbed into a small wooden boat 
The boatman pushed us gently away from the shore 
Slowly   
the ghats began revealing themselves 
One after another 
Ancient 
Majestic 
Silent witnesses to countless generations 

The breeze played gently with my dupatta 
The river reflected the golden sky 
Aryan quietly sat beside me 
Neither of us wanted to disturb the silence 

I rested my head on his shoulder 

"Can we stay here forever?"
I asked softly 

He smiled 

"If Mahadev allows "

I laughed 

"Then ask Him "

He looked toward the temple spires 
Folded his hands 

"Mahadev   "

"She's asking "

We both laughed so loudly that even the boatman smiled 

The Evening That Changed Me Forever
As sunset approached   
people slowly gathered along the ghats 
Something extraordinary was about to begin 
The famous Ganga Aarti 
I had watched videos countless times 
Saved photographs 
Dreamed of witnessing it 
But no camera   
no photograph   
no reel   
could ever prepare someone for experiencing it in person 

Thousands of people stood together 
The sky slowly turned orange 
Then golden 
Then deep blue 
Priests dressed in saffron took their places 
Huge lamps were lit 
The first conch shell echoed across the river 
Every conversation stopped 
Every head turned 
Every heart listened 

Then   
it began 
The synchronized movements 
The blazing lamps dancing against the evening sky 
The chants 
The bells 
The fragrance of incense rising toward heaven 
The reflection of flames upon Maa Ganga 
The entire atmosphere transformed into something beyond words 

Without even realizing   
tears began rolling down my cheeks 
I wasn't crying 
I was overflowing 

Aryan quietly noticed 
Without saying a word   
he reached for my hand 
Held it firmly 
Not to comfort me 
Simply to experience the moment together 

Thousands of people surrounded us 
Yet somehow   
it felt as though only three existed 
Mahadev 
Aryan 
And me 

I looked at him 
The flames reflected in his eyes 
For one beautiful second   
I remembered everything 
The unanswered messages 
The blocked numbers 
The heartbreak 
The endless prayers 
The years of waiting 
The impossible distance 
The countless times I had asked Mahadev,
"If he is meant for me    please bring him back "

Standing beside Aryan during the Ganga Aarti   
I finally understood 
Mahadev had never ignored my prayers 
He had simply been writing a better ending 

I whispered softly,
almost lost beneath the sound of the bells,
"Thank you for bringing me here    with my favourite person "
Aryan heard me 
He smiled 
Pressed my hand gently 
And whispered back,
"No, Jaan   "
"Thank you    for waiting for me "

Little Poem
Some people fall in love
under fairy lights 
Some beneath fireworks 
We fell in love again
under the light
of a thousand sacred flames,
while Maa Ganga flowed beside us
and Mahadev silently smiled 

That night   
as we slowly walked back through the glowing lanes of Kashi   
I knew one thing with absolute certainty 
Even if I lived a hundred lives   
there would never be another evening like this one 
Because not every love story is blessed
by Banaras 
And not every couple gets to begin their forever
under the watchful eyes
of Mahadev 

"Kashi did not just give us memories  It became a silent witness to our promise—that no matter how many oceans separated us again, our hearts would always know the way back to each other " ♾️🕉️❤️
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
The Journey Home
19th May – 3rd June 2026
"Sometimes the most beautiful journeys aren't the ones where everything is perfect  They're the ones where two people slowly learn what forever actually means "

"After Kashi, we didn't just return with photographs  We returned with blessings  With faith  With memories  And unknowingly    with lessons that would soon prepare us for another goodbye "

When we left Kashi   
I looked back one last time 
The ghats slowly disappeared 
The boats became tiny dots 
The sound of the bells faded into the distance 
I folded my hands silently 

"Mahadev   "

"We'll come back "

Aryan looked at me 

"Not 'I'll'   "
he corrected softly 

"We'll "

I smiled 

"Yes "

"We'll come back "

There was something about that sentence 
It wasn't just about visiting Kashi again 
It was about every journey ahead 
From now on   
it was never going to be
"me "
It would always be
"us "

The Little Life We Had Begun
Back in Ahmedabad   
life slowly settled 
The wedding rush was over 
The travel had ended 
Relatives had begun returning to their homes 
The decorations slowly disappeared 
Gift boxes filled every corner of the room 
Flower petals had started drying 
Yet   
our hearts were fuller than ever 

For the first time   
we were simply living 
No schedules 
No ceremonies 
No guests 
No photographers 
Just us 

Those days became my favourite 
Because this   
was marriage 

Some mornings   
we woke up late because we had stayed awake talking until three in the morning 
About everything 
Childhood 
Dreams 
Canada 
Our future home 
How we wanted to decorate it 
Our careers 
Financial planning 
Parents 
Children 
Travelling 
Even names 

"If one day we have a daughter   "
I asked 

"Hmm?"

"Who will she resemble?"

Aryan smiled 

"Hopefully you "

"Why?"

"Because I already know how stubborn I am "

I laughed 

"And if it's a boy?"

"Then   "
he smiled 

"I hope he finds someone who loves him the way you loved me "

I became quiet 
Because sometimes   
Aryan unknowingly said things that reached places words normally couldn't 

Dreaming About Tomorrow
Those evenings   
we often sat together with notebooks 
Yes 
Notebooks 

Because our conversations slowly became plans 

Where would we live?
How would I move to Canada?
What paperwork remained?
When would we complete our remaining four pheras with his parents?
What furniture would we buy?
How should our first home look?

I smiled while sketching 

"One thing is compulsory "

Aryan looked up 

"What?"

"A small temple "

He smiled immediately 

"Already decided "

"With Mahadev "

"And Radha Krishna "
I added 

"Done "

Then I looked at him 

"And plants "

He laughed 

"Of course "

"Lots of plants "

"Very expensive plants "

"Aryan!"

"Okay, okay   "
he laughed 

"We'll buy all the plants you want "

Those weren't just conversations 
They were blueprints 
Tiny dreams 
The kind that quietly become someone's future 

Learning Each Other
People often think love means already knowing everything about each other 
Marriage taught us something different 
Marriage is learning someone   
every single day 

I learnt that Aryan folded his clothes almost immediately after washing them 

He learnt that I could leave my dupatta almost anywhere in the house 

I learnt he became completely quiet whenever he was deeply thinking 

He learnt that whenever I became upset   
I spoke more instead of less 

I learnt he never liked seeing me skip meals 

He learnt I always needed chai before making any serious decision 

We laughed 
Adjusted 
Teased 
Apologised 
Learnt 
Every single day 

Our First Real Fight
Then   
life reminded us of something important 
Love does not eliminate misunderstandings 
It teaches us how to survive them 

One evening   
what started as a small discussion   
became an argument 
Nothing dramatic 
No shouting 
No disrespect 
Just two people   
seeing something differently 

I became emotional 
He became quiet 
The silence lasted much longer than either of us wanted 

For the first time after marriage   
I went to another room 
Sat alone 
Trying not to cry 

A few minutes later   
someone knocked gently 

"Jaan?"

Silence 

"Can I come in?"

More silence 

The door slowly opened 
Aryan walked inside 
Sat beside me 
Didn't explain 
Didn't defend himself 
Didn't argue 

He simply took my hand 

"I'm still learning too "
he whispered 

That sentence   
changed everything 

Because marriage isn't about marrying someone who never makes mistakes 
It's about marrying someone who is willing to grow with you 

I looked at him 

"Me too "

Within minutes   
we were laughing again 

Later   
that became one of our favourite rules 
Never let ego sleep between us 

The Calendar
Then   
one evening   
everything suddenly felt different 

I noticed Aryan looking quietly at his phone 
Not smiling 
Just    thinking 

"What happened?"

He locked the screen 

"Nothing "

I knew him 
Something had happened 

"Aryan   "

He took a deep breath 

"My flight "

The room became silent 

Until then   
we had carefully avoided talking about it 
Pretending that if we ignored the date   
perhaps it wouldn't arrive 

But dates always arrive 

His return ticket 
Canada 
Work 
Responsibilities 
Reality 

Only a few days remained 

For the first time since our wedding   
I felt the old fear quietly returning 
Not because I doubted our love 
Because I knew what long distance felt like 

But this time   
it was different 

Before   
he had been my boyfriend 
Now   
he was my husband 

How do you say goodbye   
to your husband   
after finally getting to hold his hand every day?

I didn't know 

Neither did he 

That night   
we didn't speak much 
We simply sat together 
Watching the sunset from the balcony 
Holding hands 
Trying to memorize
everything 
The warmth 
The silence 
The view 
Each other 

Little Poem
Distance never frightened us 
We had survived oceans before 
What frightened us
was remembering
how beautiful
together
had become 

Before going to sleep   
Aryan quietly wrapped his arm around me 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Promise me something "

"Another promise?"
I smiled 

"Yes "

"When I leave   "
he whispered,
"don't count the days "

"Why?"

"Count the plans "

"Every day we're apart   "
he smiled softly,
"is one day closer to building our forever "

I looked at him through tears 

"You always know what to say "

He kissed my forehead 

"Only because you always know what I need to hear "

Outside   
the night grew darker 
Inside   
our hearts quietly prepared
for another goodbye 
One we both wished would never come 

"We thought the hardest chapter of our love story had been waiting to be together  We were wrong  The hardest chapter was learning how to let each other go again    after finally finding home in one another "
CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
The Longest Goodbye
4th June 2026
"We had survived years without each other  But nothing prepared us for having to say goodbye after finally learning what together felt like "

"People think airports only reunite people  Sometimes, they are also the place where half of your heart boards a flight    while the other half quietly learns how to stay behind "

No one spoke about it 
Not openly 
Not during breakfast 
Not while having chai 
Not while sitting with family 
Not while watching television 
Not even while laughing together 
But every one of us knew 
Today   
Aryan was leaving 

For days   
we had pretended the calendar wasn't moving 
We had kept ourselves busy 
Family dinners 
Temple visits 
Meeting relatives 
Watching one more movie 
Going out for one more chai 
Taking one more drive 
Clicking one more photograph 
Finding excuses to make time stop 
But time   
never waits 

That morning   
I woke up unusually early 
The room was still dark 
Aryan was asleep 
Peacefully 
For a few minutes   
I simply watched him 
Trying to memorize everything 
The way his hair fell over his forehead 
The way he slept with one hand under the pillow 
The calmness on his face 
I knew   
the next morning   
I would wake up without seeing this 
And that thought alone made my heart ache 

Quietly   
I moved closer 
Rested my head on his shoulder 
He opened his eyes almost instantly 

"You're awake?"
he whispered 

I nodded 

"Couldn't sleep?"

Again   
I nodded 

Without saying anything   
he wrapped his arms around me 
No words 
No promises 
Just silence 
Sometimes silence understands love better than language ever can 

Packing
The suitcase lay open on the bed 
The same suitcase that had brought him home 
Now it was preparing to take him away again 

We packed together 
Or at least   
we pretended to 
Because every few minutes   
one of us would stop 
Look at the other 
Smile 
Then quietly continue folding clothes 

His shirts 
His hoodies 
The gifts from family 
Packets of snacks that every Indian mother insists must travel abroad 
Medicines 
Documents 
Little reminders of home 

Every folded T-shirt felt like another reminder   
that the goodbye was becoming real 

At one point   
I picked up one of his sweatshirts 
Held it close for a second 
He noticed 
Smiled softly 

"Keep it "

"No "
I replied 

"You'll need it in Canada "

"I have others "

"Aryan   "

"Jaan   "

We both smiled 
Because neither of us was really talking about the sweatshirt 
We were trying to hold on   
just a little longer 

One Last Gift
Before closing the suitcase   
I quietly walked to the cupboard 
There was something I had kept hidden 
Waiting for this exact moment 

I returned carrying a carefully wrapped package 

"This is for you "

He looked surprised 

"Another gift?"

"Open it after you reach "

"Can I not open it now?"

"No "

"Why?"

"Because   "
I smiled through tears 

"Then you'll have a piece of me waiting for you there "

He looked at me for a long moment 
Then nodded 

"Okay "

Very carefully   
he placed it inside his cabin bag 
As though it contained something priceless 
Because   
it did 

Inside that package   
was a beautifully framed photograph from our engagement 
A moment where we had looked at each other exactly the way we always wanted to be remembered 
Along with it   
I had placed a small Radha-Krishna idol 
Not because I believed they were husband and wife 
But because to me   
they symbolized eternal love 
A love that distance could never measure 
A love remembered in every heartbeat 
I wanted that little idol to sit in our future home in Canada   
waiting for the day I would join him 
Along with a handwritten letter 
One he promised he wouldn't read until he landed 

The Drive
No drive had ever felt this quiet 
The same roads 
The same city 
The same traffic 
Yet everything looked different 

This was the city where we had become husband and wife 
Where we had dreamed 
Prayed 
Laughed 
Fought 
Travelled 
Started forever 
And now   
it was gently asking us to be strong once again 

The closer we came to the airport   
the quieter we became 

Aryan quietly reached for my hand 
Interlocked our fingers 
Held them tightly 
Almost as though letting go for even one second would become impossible 

"Jaan   "

"Hmm?"

"Look at me "

I couldn't 
Because I knew   
the moment I looked at him   
I would cry 

"Please "

I slowly turned 
He smiled 
Not because he wasn't hurting 
Because he wanted my last memory before the airport   
to be his smile 

"We've done this before "
he whispered 

I shook my head 

"No "

"This time is different "

He nodded 

"Yes "

"This time   "
he smiled softly,
"I'm leaving my wife behind "

That sentence broke whatever strength I had left 

The Airport
Everything looked strangely familiar 
The entrance 
The luggage trolleys 
The departure screens 
The announcements 
Families saying goodbye 
Children waving 
People hugging tightly 

Only this time   
I wasn't welcoming him home 
I was watching him leave 

We stood together for a few extra minutes 
Neither of us wanted to move toward the security gate 
As if standing still could somehow stop the flight 

He adjusted my dupatta gently 
Exactly the way he always did whenever it slipped 
Then tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear 
Such an ordinary gesture 
Yet one I would miss terribly 

"Eat properly "
he said 

"You too "

"Don't skip breakfast "

"You neither "

"Sleep on time "

"You also "

We both laughed through tears 
Because this wasn't advice 
It was love disguised as ordinary sentences 

Finally   
the announcement came 
His boarding time 
There were no more excuses 

He pulled me into his arms 
A long   
silent hug 
The kind where neither person wants to let go first 
I closed my eyes 
Trying to freeze time 
Trying to memorize the way home felt 
His heartbeat 
His perfume 
The warmth of his embrace 
Everything 

Very softly   
he kissed my forehead 
The same place where he had placed sindoor only weeks before 

"I love you, Jaan "

"I love you too "
I whispered 

"More than oceans "
he smiled 

"More than distance "
I replied 

"More than time "

He smiled one last time 
Picked up his bag 
Walked toward security 
Then suddenly turned around 
Waved 
The same boy who had once disappeared from my life in 2023 without any certainty 
Now he walked away carrying every promise of coming back 

I kept waving 
Until he disappeared from sight 

The Empty Drive Home
The return journey felt endless 
The seat beside me was empty 
Yet somehow   
I still found myself turning   
wanting to tell him something 
Then remembering 
He wasn't there 

Home felt quieter 
His cup was still on the table 
His slippers still near the door 
His laughter still echoed through every room 
Everything reminded me of him 
Because love leaves traces everywhere 

Canada
Many hours later   
my phone rang 
Video call 
Aryan 

"You reached?"

"Hmm "

He looked exhausted 
But the moment he saw me   
he smiled 

"Open your gift "
I whispered 

He slowly opened the package 
First   
the framed engagement photograph 
He smiled 
Ran his fingers gently over the frame 
Then   
the little Radha-Krishna idol 
He held it carefully 
Placed it on the table 
Exactly where he wanted our future home's temple to be 
Finally   
he unfolded my handwritten letter 
He began reading 
Silently 
Halfway through   
he stopped 
His lips trembled 
He removed his glasses 
And then   
for the very first time since he had left   
I saw him cry 
Not quietly 
Not hiding it 
He simply cried 
Looking at me through the screen 

"Jaan   "
he whispered 

"I miss home already "

I smiled through my own tears 

"Home isn't a place anymore "
I replied 

"It's wherever we are together "

Neither of us spoke after that 
We simply looked at each other 
Separated by continents once again 
Yet somehow   
closer than we had ever been 

Little Poem
Once,
distance meant uncertainty 
Now,
distance meant waiting 
Because this time,
goodbye
wasn't the end of our story 
It was simply
the next chapter
of forever 

"Years ago, an airport had taken away the boy I loved before I could call him mine  This time, an airport took away my husband—but it also left behind a promise  No matter how many miles separated us, we were no longer waiting for destiny to choose us  Destiny already had " ♾️❤️
CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
Love Across Two Continents
June 2026 — The Beginning of Forever, Again
"Long distance never became easier  We simply became stronger than the distance "

"People often asked us, 'Wasn't it difficult?' The truth is    it was  Every single day  But after everything destiny had put us through, distance no longer frightened us  Losing each other did  And we had already promised that would never happen again "

The first morning after Aryan reached Canada   
I woke up exactly the way I had for the last month 
Still half asleep   
I instinctively stretched my hand toward the other side of the bed 
Empty 
For a few seconds   
my heart forgot 
Then reality quietly returned 
He was thousands of kilometres away again 

The room felt unusually silent 
His laughter no longer echoed through the house 
No one called me   
"Jaan   "
from another room 
No one reminded me to drink water 
No one asked,
"Chai?"
every few hours 

It was strange 
The house looked exactly the same 
Yet it felt completely different 
Because love changes spaces 
Once someone becomes your everyday   
their absence quietly occupies every corner 

I looked at my phone 
One unread message 
Sent according to Canadian time 

Good Morning, Jaan ❤️
I know you'll read this after waking up 
Don't skip breakfast 
Smile today 
I'm proud of you 
I love you 

I smiled 
Then cried 
Then smiled again 
That became my routine 

Two Time Zones  One Life 
People often think long-distance relationships are built on grand gestures 
They're not 
They're built on consistency 
On choosing each other   
every single day 

Our mornings no longer began together 
But they still began with each other 
When I woke up   
he was finishing his day 
When he woke up   
I was already at work 

Time became another language we learnt 

If I had an early meeting   
he stayed awake a little longer just to wish me luck 

If he had a stressful day   
I waited even if it meant sleeping late 

Sometimes   
our conversations lasted hours 
Sometimes   
only five minutes 

Yet somehow   
those five minutes became enough 
Because love isn't measured by time 
It's measured by presence 

The Office
Life slowly returned to routine 
Every morning   
I got ready for work 
Packed my bag 
Left home 
Smiled at colleagues 
Attended meetings 
Prepared presentations 
Answered emails 
Sat inside conference rooms 
Everything appeared normal 

But somewhere between spreadsheets   
deadlines   
and presentations   
my phone would vibrate 

"Have you eaten, Jaan?"

No matter how busy he became   
that message never disappeared 

Sometimes I intentionally replied late 
Just to tease him 

Within twenty minutes   
another message arrived 

"???"

Then   

"Mrs  Chaudhari   "

"Answer your husband "

I laughed in the middle of meetings more than once because of him 

The Little Traditions We Created
Distance forced us to become creative 
So we created traditions 
Our traditions 

Every night   
before sleeping   
we video called 
No matter what 
Even if one of us was exhausted 
Even if the internet wasn't cooperating 
Even if the conversation lasted only three minutes 

Some nights   
we cooked together 
He in Canada 
Me in India 
Phones resting against kitchen jars 

"Mine looks better "
he declared confidently 

"Absolutely not "

"Taste yours "

"Taste yours "

"Mine wins "

"Only because I can't taste it "

We laughed 
The oceans between us suddenly felt smaller 

Some weekends   
we watched the same movie 
At the same time 
Counting together 

"Three   "

"Two   "

"One   "

"Play "

Sometimes we spent more time talking than actually watching 
Then complained that we had no idea what the movie was about 

Counting Down
One evening   
I found myself looking at the calendar again 
Not because I feared goodbye anymore 
Because now   
I was counting towards hello 

Every crossed-out day meant one day closer 
One day closer to my visa 
One day closer to moving 
One day closer to completing our remaining four pheras with his parents 
One day closer to building our home together 

I sent him a photograph of the calendar 
Every crossed date had a tiny heart beside it 

He immediately replied 

"You're counting?"

"Always "

"Don't count days "

"Count dreams "

I smiled 
Because he had said those exact words before leaving 

The Promise We Made
One night   
our conversation became unusually quiet 

"Jaan?"

"Hmm?"

"Do you know what I'm waiting for the most?"

"When I come to Canada?"

He smiled 

"Yes   "

"But not because we'll finally live together "

"Then?"

"Because   "
he whispered 

"I'll finally get to come home from work   "

"Open the door   "

"And you'll actually be there "

I couldn't speak 
Because suddenly   
I imagined it 
Snow outside 
A little apartment 
Mahadev's temple in one corner 
The Radha-Krishna idol I had gifted him 
Plants near the window 
The engagement frame hanging on the wall 
And Aryan   
walking through the front door after work 

Not a video call 
Not a message 
Not a screen 
Real 

I smiled through tears 

"I'll make chai "

He laughed 

"And I'll pretend yours isn't better than mine "

A Love That Never Needed Perfection
People often ask what true love looks like 
After everything   
I think I finally know 
It isn't perfection 
It isn't never fighting 
It isn't never crying 
It isn't grand surprises 
Though Aryan certainly gave me many—from the surprise bouquets delivered to my office on Vasant Panchami, to the flowers that reached my home when I needed cheering up, to the unforgettable 25 white roses and the silver pendant and earrings he secretly planned with my family for my twenty-fifth birthday while he was thousands of kilometres away 
True love   
is consistency 
It is showing up 
Again 
And again 
And again 
Even when life becomes complicated 
Even when countries separate you 
Even when time zones refuse to cooperate 
Even when destiny tests every promise you have ever made 

Aryan once told me,
"I want to make this work    no matter what it takes "
Years later   
I realised   
he had 
And so had I 

Little Poem
Love isn't measured
by how close two people stand 
It is measured
by how faithfully
they continue choosing each other
when oceans
stand in between 

That night   
before ending our video call   
we did something we had done countless times before 
We folded our hands together 
Each in a different country 
And prayed 
Not for an easier life 
Not for fewer challenges 
Only for one thing 

"Mahadev   "
"Thank You for bringing us this far "
"Now stay with us   "
"for every chapter that is still waiting to be written "

"Our story was never about finding each other once  It was about choosing each other every single day—even when the world placed oceans, time zones, and impossible circumstances between us "

The next and final chapter will be the Epilogue: a heartfelt letter from Volsee to Aryan, to their future children, and to every reader—a reflection on destiny, faith, Mahadev, and the realization that this book is not the end of their story  It is only the end of the first volume, because the remaining four pheras, Canada, building a home together, becoming parents, growing old hand in hand, and every unwritten memory still waits ahead  ❤️
EPILOGUE
To Aryan   
The Boy Who Became My Home

Dear Aryan,
If someone had told the eighteen-year-old me   
that one day I would be writing a book about us   
I would have laughed 
Not because I didn't love you 
But because our story never looked like the kind that gets a happy ending 
It looked unfinished 
Complicated 
Impossible 
There were too many pauses 
Too many wrong timings 
Too many unanswered prayers 
Too many goodbyes 
And yet   
here we are 

Sometimes I wonder   
what would have happened if we had never met 
Would I still have become the same person?
Maybe 
Maybe not 
Because loving you didn't just give me a partner 
It transformed me 
It taught me patience 
Faith 
Forgiveness 
Trust 
Hope 
It taught me that sometimes   
God asks us to wait not because He is saying no   
but because He is writing a better chapter than we could ever imagine 

People often look at us today and see the wedding 
The rings 
The photographs 
The matching outfits 
The smiles 
The honeymoon 
The reels 
The celebrations 
What they don't see   
are the years hidden behind those pictures 
The tears after hanging up a video call 
The nights we both cried silently 
The misunderstandings we chose to solve instead of walking away from 
The fear that maybe life wouldn't let us end up together 
The countless prayers whispered to Mahadev 
The moments we questioned destiny 
The days we almost gave up 

But maybe   
that's exactly why our love feels different 
Because it wasn't built in comfort 
It was built in patience 

There are hundreds of moments from our story that still make me smile 
The airport where I finally hugged you after years 
The flowers in my trembling hands 
Our first chai 
You measuring our heights because I refused to believe I was that short 
Your whispered,
"You look beautiful "
before our engagement shoot 
Holding my lehenga while I walked 
Carrying my heels because my feet hurt 
Looking at me from the mandap when I cried and silently telling me through your eyes,
"I'm here "
Helping me wear my heels in the middle of the scorching summer while everyone watched 
Sharing one plate after the wedding 
Holding my hand during the Ganga Aarti 
Calling me   
"Jaan "
Every single day 
Even when oceans separated us 

Those moments may look ordinary to the world 
But to me   
they became forever 

Do you know what my favourite memory is?
It isn't our engagement 
It isn't our wedding 
It isn't even Kashi 

It's something much smaller 

The morning after our wedding 
When I woke up 
Looked beside me 
And realised   
I no longer had to wait for your message saying,
"Good morning, Jaan "
Because for the first time   
you were already there 
Sometimes   
love hides inside the quietest moments 

Thank you   
for choosing me 
Again 
And again 
And again 
Even when life became difficult 
Even when distance became unbearable 
Even when our future demanded sacrifices 
Thank you for never making me feel that I was fighting for this relationship alone 
We carried it together 
Always 

And if one day   
many years from now   
our hair turns grey   
our children grow up   
our home becomes noisy with laughter   
and we accidentally find this book on an old bookshelf   
I hope we read it together 
I hope we smile 
I hope we laugh at our younger selves 
And I hope we look at each other   
the same way we did when we were eighteen 

Because no matter how old we become   
I hope you always remain
my first love   
my safest place   
my biggest blessing   
and the answer to the prayer I whispered to Mahadev so many years ago 

Forever yours,
Volsee

To Our Future Children
If you're reading this someday   
it means this book survived long enough to reach your hands 
Maybe you're sitting in our living room 
Maybe you're laughing because your parents are embarrassingly romantic 
Maybe you've already heard this story a hundred times 
But I still want to tell you one thing 

Your father is one of the strongest people I know 
Not because he never cried 
But because he always chose responsibility 
He left home at a young age 
Built a life in another country 
Carried dreams much bigger than himself 
Loved his family from thousands of kilometres away 
And still somehow   
found enough space in his heart to love me the way every girl secretly dreams of being loved 

And your mother?
Well   
she worried too much 
Overthought everything 
Cried easily 
Collected memories like treasures 
Drank too much chai 
Clicked far too many photographs 
And wrote an entire book because she was afraid time might make her forget the little moments 

If there's one thing I want both of you to learn from us   
it is this:
Choose kindness over ego 
Choose conversations over silence 
Choose forgiveness over winning 
Choose friendship before romance 
Pray together 
Laugh often 
Travel whenever possible 
Hold hands in difficult moments 
And never leave without saying,
"I love you "
Because life changes quickly 
And love should never be assumed 

One day   
when you fall in love   
I hope you don't search for perfection 
Search for peace 
Because that's what your father became for me 
Peace 

To Every Reader
If you've reached this page   
thank you 
Thank you for walking through our memories 
For crying with us 
Laughing with us 
Waiting with us 
Praying with us 
And believing that love still exists 

Maybe your story is different 
Maybe you're still waiting 
Maybe you've recently lost someone 
Maybe you're questioning destiny 
Maybe you're wondering if your prayers are being heard 
If so   
let me tell you something our story taught me 

Not every delay is a rejection 
Not every goodbye is forever 
Not every silence means the story has ended 
Sometimes   
life separates two people   
only to bring them back when both are finally ready 

If someone is truly meant to walk beside you   
no amount of distance   
time   
or circumstances   
can erase what God has already written 

And if they aren't   
have faith that Mahadev is protecting you from a chapter that was never yours 

To Mahadev
There are no words big enough 
No gratitude deep enough 
No prayer complete enough 

You watched two stubborn teenagers fall in love 
You watched them drift apart 
You watched them cry 
Question 
Wait 
Pray 
Lose hope 
Find it again 
You quietly kept writing   
even when they believed the story had ended 

You brought us back together 
You stood beside us during our engagement 
You blessed our marriage 
You called us first to Vrindavan 
Then to Gokul 
Then to Mathura 
And finally   
to Your own city   
Kashi 
Where, standing beside Maa Ganga, we finally understood that none of this had ever been a coincidence 

Every delay had a purpose 
Every heartbreak had a lesson 
Every goodbye had prepared us for a better hello 

So today   
this book ends exactly where our forever truly began 
With folded hands 
With grateful hearts 
And with one prayer 

Har Har Mahadev  🕉️

The Last Page
"Our story was never about finding love  It was about finding our way back to each other "
"And if there is another lifetime after this one    I hope Mahadev lets us meet a little earlier  But even if He doesn't    I know I'll find you again "

— THE END
Or perhaps   
Just the end of Volume One 
Because somewhere in Canada   
a small apartment is still waiting 
Four sacred pheras are still waiting 
A home filled with plants 
A tiny temple with Mahadev and Radha-Krishna 
Snow outside the window 
Evening chai after work 
More journeys 
More prayers 
More birthdays 
More anniversaries 
Children running through the hallway 
Growing old together 
Holding hands at sixty 
At seventy 
At eighty 
And one day   
returning to Kashi once again 
This time   
with every dream we once whispered to each other finally fulfilled 
Because the greatest love stories never truly end  They simply keep writing new chapters  ♾️❤️🕉️
AUTHOR'S NOTE
The Story Behind This Story
If you've reached this page   
first of all   
thank you 
Thank you for walking beside us 
You laughed when we laughed 
You cried when we cried 
You waited when we waited 
And somewhere along the way   
Aryan and I probably stopped becoming just two characters in a book 
Maybe   
we started feeling like people you knew 
Maybe even family 

When I first thought about writing our story   
I didn't want to write another perfect love story 
Because ours never was 
It had misunderstandings 
Wrong timings 
Distance 
Heartbreak 
Silence 
Thousands of kilometres 
Visa discussions 
Career decisions 
Family responsibilities 
Countless tears 
And an unbelievable amount of waiting 

Social media often showed only this   
✨ The engagement 
✨ The wedding 
✨ The matching outfits 
✨ The dreamy photographs 
✨ The romantic reels 
✨ The captions 
But photographs never show   
the crying after ending a video call 
The fear of losing someone 
The nights spent praying 
The loneliness 
The uncertainty 
The days when we genuinely wondered   
"Will this ever work?"

If this book teaches anything   
I hope it teaches this:
Real love isn't found when everything is easy 
Real love is found in the people who stay   
when life becomes difficult 

Aryan wasn't perfect 
Neither was I 
Sometimes I overthought 
Sometimes he stayed too quiet 
Sometimes I cried over little things 
Sometimes he became stubborn 
Sometimes distance frustrated us 
Sometimes life exhausted us 
But every single time   
we chose the relationship over our ego 
And maybe   
that's what made all the difference 

People often ask me,
"What's the secret?"
There isn't one 
There are only small choices 
Choosing to answer the call 
Choosing to communicate 
Choosing to forgive 
Choosing to wait 
Choosing to trust 
Choosing to pray 
Choosing each other 
Again 
And again 
And again 

There is one thing I haven't said anywhere else in this book 
So let me say it here 
Aryan   
thank you 
Not because you gave me a fairytale 
But because you gave me reality 
A reality where I never had to pretend to be someone else 
A reality where I could cry without being judged 
Laugh without being embarrassed 
Dream without being called unrealistic 
A reality where "home" slowly stopped being a place   
and quietly became a person 

If You Ever Visit Kashi   
Stand quietly at the ghats 
Don't speak 
Don't rush to take photographs 
Just sit 
Watch Maa Ganga flow 
Listen to the bells 
Watch the evening lamps dance upon the water 
And if you ever happen to be there with the person you love   
hold their hand for just one moment 
Because then you'll understand why that chapter was my favourite 
Some feelings cannot be written 
They can only be lived 

To Aryan    One Last Time
If you're reading this years from now   
maybe sitting beside me   
with our children running around   
our chai getting cold on the table   
and your glasses slipping down your nose as you read   
I hope you smile 
I hope you remember every tiny memory we thought we'd forget 
I hope you remember the airport hugs 
The first tea 
The Ganga Aarti 
The one phera 
The sindoor 
The flowers 
The long-distance calls 
The prayers 
The laughter 
The tears 
Because one day   
those little moments will become the biggest treasures of our lives 

And if   
many decades from now   
one of us reaches the end of our journey before the other   
I hope the one left behind opens this book again 
Not to cry 
But to remember 
To remember that once upon a time   
two eighteen-year-olds fell in love 
Got lost 
Found each other again 
And spent an entire lifetime choosing each other 

The Final Promise
Aryan   
I don't know how many birthdays   
anniversaries   
journeys   
sunsets   
or chapters life has written for us 
But I know one thing 
If I get another lifetime   
I won't ask Mahadev for wealth 
Or success 
Or comfort 
I'll simply fold my hands and say   
"If love is written for me again    let it be him "
And if He smiles   
I'll know   
our story is beginning once again 

THE LAST LINE OF THE BOOK
"Every love story says, 'I found my person ' Ours says, 'Mahadev returned my person to me ' And for that, I will remain grateful for every lifetime " 🕉️❤️♾️
BONUS
A Letter To My Husband
100 Things I Love About You
Our Bucket List
Blank Pages For Future Memories ❤️

A Prayer
To Mahadev, Maa Parvati & Mahakali Maa
Mahadev   
They say You don't answer prayers immediately 
Today I know why 
Because You weren't making me wait 
You were preparing both of us for a love that could survive distance, heartbreak, time, and uncertainty 
Thank You for every unanswered prayer that eventually became answered in a way more beautiful than I had imagined 
Maa Parvati   
You are the symbol of patience, devotion, strength and unconditional love 
Teach me to become a wife who brings peace before pride 
May our home always be filled with understanding before arguments, laughter before ego, forgiveness before anger, and faith before fear 
And when life becomes difficult, remind me of You—who waited with unwavering devotion, knowing that true love is never rushed 
Mahakali Maa   
Give us the strength to fight every challenge together 
Protect our marriage from negativity, ego, misunderstanding and fear 
Destroy every darkness that ever tries to enter our home 
Give us courage to stand beside each other through every season of life 
May our love always remain stronger than every obstacle 
And when one of us becomes weak   
give the other enough strength to carry us both 
Har Har Mahadev 

A Letter To Aryan
My Forever Begins With You
My Dearest Aryan,
If you're holding this book, then I'm probably sitting somewhere close to you—pretending not to watch your reaction while secretly observing every expression on your face 
Or perhaps you're reading it years from now 
Maybe on one of our anniversaries 
Maybe while sitting in our home in Canada 
Maybe with a cup of chai beside you 
Maybe with snow falling outside the window 
Maybe with our children asking,
"Papa, why are you crying?"
And you'll simply smile   
because some tears are born from gratitude 
Aryan   
Thank you 
Not for loving me only when life was easy 
But for loving me when it wasn't 
Thank you for waiting 
For understanding 
For choosing conversations over silence 
For becoming my peace 
For making me laugh when I wanted to cry 
For holding my hand when I couldn't walk confidently 
For whispering "You look beautiful" when I was too nervous to believe it myself 
For holding my heavy lehenga 
For carrying my heels 
For silently telling me with your eyes,
"I'm here, Jaan "
For making every ordinary moment extraordinary 
Most importantly   
thank you for never making me feel that I was alone in this relationship 
It was always   
us 

Our story isn't finished 
Not even close 
Right now   
I'm still in India 
You're in Canada 
We're waiting 
Waiting for that one phone call 
That one visa approval 
That one ticket 
That one airport 
The one where this time   
I won't be coming to say goodbye 
I'll be coming home 
I often imagine that day 
Walking out of the airport 
Looking for you in the crowd 
Seeing that familiar smile 
Running into your arms 
No countdown to another goodbye 
No return ticket hanging over our heads 
Just one simple truth   
I'm finally home 

And then   
another dream still waits 
Our remaining four pheras in the presence of your parents in the USA 
The promise we intentionally kept incomplete—not because our marriage was incomplete, but because our family story deserves to be completed with everyone we love beside us 
One day   
we'll stand there together again 
We'll walk those four sacred circles 
Not to complete our love 
Our love was complete long ago 
We'll complete a promise 
A promise to our families 
To traditions 
To ourselves 

After that   
life begins again 
A small apartment that slowly becomes our home 
Mahadev, Maa Parvati, and Radha-Krishna smiling from our little temple 
My plants filling every corner 
Your office bag near the door 
Evening chai waiting after work 
Weekend grocery shopping 
Cooking disasters 
Movie nights 
Birthday surprises 
Festival decorations 
Late-night drives 
Random arguments over tiny things 
Making up before sleeping 
Learning 
Growing 
Building 
Living 
Together 
Because I know one thing 
Life won't always be easy 
There will be stressful days 
Career struggles 
Financial planning 
Misunderstandings 
Exhaustion 
Maybe tears 
Maybe failures 
Maybe moments when we won't understand each other 
But hear me when I say this   
I don't promise a perfect marriage 
I promise a present one 
I promise that no matter how difficult life becomes   
I will never let go of your hand 
I will choose us over my ego 
I will speak even when silence feels easier 
I will apologise when I'm wrong 
I will stand beside you when the world feels heavy 
I will celebrate every victory with you 
I will hold you through every loss 
I will pray with you 
Dream with you 
Grow old with you 
And I will never stop falling in love with you—again and again, in every new version of us 
When our hair turns grey   
I hope we still tease each other over chai 
I hope you still call me "Jaan "
I hope I still steal your hoodies 
I hope we still visit Kashi hand in hand 
I hope we still thank Mahadev for every chapter He wrote 
And when our grandchildren ask us,
"How did your love story begin?"
I hope we simply smile   
look at each other   
and say,
"It didn't begin with us  It began the day Mahadev decided our paths would meet "
Aryan   
If I get one life   
I choose you 
If I get a hundred lives   
I choose you a hundred times 
If I have to wait through every lifetime again just to find you   
I will 
Because after living this story with you   
I know one truth with complete certainty 
You are, and always will be, my favourite answered prayer 
Forever yours,
Your Jaan,
Volsee ♾️❤️🕉️

I truly believe this letter should be the last written page of the book  The final page should contain nothing except one sentence centered on the page:
"See you at our remaining four pheras    and in every lifetime after that " ♾️🕉️❤️
The Final Page
"This isn't the end of our love story 
We're still waiting for my Canada visa 
We're still waiting to complete our remaining four sacred pheras in the presence of your parents 
We're still waiting to build our little home with Mahadev, Maa Parvati and Radha-Krishna smiling from our temple 
We're still waiting for evening chai after work, random grocery runs, little arguments, loud laughter, snow outside our window, our children calling us Mumma and Papa, and growing old hand in hand 
Life will never be perfect 
We'll disagree 
We'll make mistakes 
We'll have difficult days 
But I promise you this—
I will never stop choosing you 
I will never stop holding your hand 
I will never stop praying beside you 
I will never stop loving you 
So this is not goodbye   
It's simply    See you in Canada, see you at our remaining four pheras, and see you in every lifetime after this one  ♾️🕉️❤️
🌙 LAST PAGE (EPILOGUE)
We Met in Every Goodbye
And maybe that’s what destiny was trying to teach us all along…
That love doesn’t always arrive once 
Sometimes it leaves…
so it can return stronger every time 
We didn’t meet in one moment 
We met in every moment we thought we had lost each other 
In every silence, we were still talking 
In every distance, we were still close 
In every goodbye… we were already becoming one again 
And now, there are no more goodbyes left to fear 
Because what is meant by Mahadev…
never truly leaves 
💫 Some stories are not found… they are returned by destiny 
Aryan & Volsee
🕉️ Har Har Mahadev | Jai Maa Parvati

