


i 

25 Jan  05 July..



ii 

Publishing-in-support-of, 

FSP Media Publications
RZ 94, Sector - 6, Dwarka, New Delhi - 110075 

Shubham Vihar, Mangla, Bilaspur, Chhattisgarh - 495001 

Website: www.fspmedia.in

__________________________________________________ 

© Copyright, Author 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a 
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form by any means, electronic, 
mechanical, magnetic, optical, chemical, manual, photocopying, 
recording or otherwise, without the prior written consent of its writer. 

ISBN:978-81-19927-08-1

Price: ` 195.00 

The opinions/ contents expressed in this book are solely of the 
author and do not represent  the opinions/ standings/ thoughts 

of Publisher

Printed in India



iii 

25 Jan 05 July 
Some Love Stories Are Incomplete !

Dheeraj Kapoor 



iv 



v 

 

About The Author 

The author is a 30 year old guy (2015). He is a 

Postgraduate in management and belongs to an 

upper middle class family with one brother, mom 

and dad. He was born and brought up in THE 

HOLY CITY of AMRITSAR. He completed his 

schooling from D.A.V Public school Amritsar. Till 

his senior secondary education he was an introvert 

but as you know college life changes a person 

completely.    

He emerged completely as a new person after 

completing his graduation from D.A.V College 

Amritsar. A typical Punjabi boy with long hair, a 

smile on the face all the time and used to enjoy 

every bit of life. He completed his MBA from CT 

institute of management, Jalandhar. Presently he is 

into his family business after working for three long 

years in the corporate sector. He is a very emotional 

person by nature. He loves hanging out with his 

friends, partying, playing cricket and exploring new 

places. 

This is his debut Novel. A love story that remained 

incomplete. He never ever thought that he would 

pen down his feelings, his emotions and those 

precious moments of his life and share them with 

the world.  
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“Kahi suna tha ki dard Baantane se kum hota hai.” 

So he chose this way to give vent to his feelings and 

started writing his love story on „26
th

 June 2011‟, 

but couldn‟t end it due to his hectic schedule. 

Finally he has managed to take out time from his 

busy routine to complete this story and present it to 

the world.  
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About the book 

A romantic-filmy kinda Punjabi guy Akash Kapoor 

meets a Himachali girl Aditi Rajput. His cuteness 

makes her fall in love with him.. They feel they are 

made for each other.. but destiny has something else 

in store for them. 
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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

places and incidents are either the product of the 

author‟s imagination or are used fictitiously and any 

resemblance to any actual person living or dead, 

events and locales is entirely coincidental. 
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Har ishq ka ek waqt hota hai, par woh humara waqt 

nahi tha 

Par iska yeh matlab nahi ki woh ishq nahi tha…  

                                     - Jab tak hai jaan… 
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Prologue 

Tick tok, tick tok ………….. 

The clock struck 7:15 a.m.!  

„tring tring tring‟ 

My phone rang. 

„Muah‟. 

„Good morning Akash- my Pucchu‟, Aditi 

said and woke me up with a kiss. 

„Very good morning Pucchiya.‟ 

„How are you?‟ I asked. 

She responded with exultation „I am good.‟  

„Wake up pucchu and get ready for the 

office.‟ 

„Don‟t be late, you need to catch the train‟, 

she added. 

I rushed to the bathroom and while I was 

brushing my teeth I asked myself „Am I dreaming 

or actually all this is happening with me?‟ 

I couldn‟t believe Aditi was actually in my 

life. I felt lucky to have such a partner who took 
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care of me so well. All these thoughts brought a 

twinkle on my face and filled me with exhilaration. 

I gazed at the clock and realized that I had 

got late pondering over all this. I hurriedly took a 

shower, got ready and hastened to the station. 

„O God, I shouldn‟t miss my train‟ I prayed 

to God all the way. 

 I reached and noticed that the train was 

leaving for Jalandhar. It actually created a scene of 

„Jab we Met‟. You can imagine my situation similar 

to Kareena Kapoor. I ran behind the train but unlike 

the movie I managed to catch it. 

„Phew, Thank God I caught the train‟ I said 

to myself as that was my day of joining office. 

When I was about to reach Jalandhar I called 

up Aditi and asked, „Have you reached your 

office?‟ 

„I am on the way, just about to reach‟. She 

said. 

„Did u have your Breakfast‟ I asked her. 

„Pucchu you forgot again?‟ 

„You ask the same question every day‟.  

„I have my breakfast at 11 during my tea 

break.‟ she grinned while she replied.  
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I would deliberately ask this question from 

her as I loved to hear her laughing. I would be 

completely love-struck by her laughter. 

„Ok pucchiya I am about to reach my 

office.‟  

„Take care.‟ 

„Love You.‟ 

„Bye‟. I said. 

„Love you too„. She replied in a shy tone 

and hung up the phone. 

My wife read this and came to me and 

asked, „Whose story is it?‟ 

I had no idea what she was talking about so I 

replied in a frightened tone „Which story are u 

talking about?‟ 

She replied in an aggressive tone, „The one 

in your laptop.‟ 

I understood that she had read my novel 

which I had started to write a few years back. I 

didn‟t know what to reply, as I could see vexation 

on her face clearly.  

Somehow I managed to calm her down and 

said in a convincing tone, „Sit down darling, I will 

tell u the entire story.‟ 
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I appeased her and said „It‟s a story which I 

started writing in 2011.‟ 

„Why you didn‟t tell me about it‟  

„Why did u hide it?‟ 

She asked. 

„I didn‟t hide it‟ 

„I had completely forgotten about it‟. 

„It‟s been a long time since I ever read it 

again‟. 

„It never came to my mind that I had written 

any such story‟. 

I never intended to hurt you or your feelings. 

„Ok‟ she replied.‟  

„I want to know the entire story.‟ 

„Ummmm where do I begin from‟ I thought 

for a while and finally began to unfold my story. 

********* 
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