Their eyes met once again, and it was as if their souls engaged in a
conversation that transcended words. Hrishita's voice was a soft murmut,
laced with the richness of her emotions. "Rishi," she breathed, her voice
carrying a symphony of sentimentality that reverberated in the air.

He held her gaze, the depth of his emotions reflected in his eyes, and he
replied in kind, his voice a velvety reassurance. "Hrishita, every moment
we've shared has led us to this, to a place where our hearts are bared, and
our connection is undeniable."

She couldn't help but feel her heart overflow with emotion at his words,
the profound depth of his sentiments reverberating through the very core
of her being. "Rishi, you've gifted me a treasure that transcends mere
words, surpassing even my wildest expectations. This book, this beautiful
gesture—it stands as an enduring testament to the profound bond we
share. And, Rishi, some bonds are stronger than those born of blood ot
wedlock could ever hope to be."



