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About story

	 

	Fiona: Love Beyond Goodbye is a deeply emotional, true-to-life story about a love that came without warning — and stayed until the very end.

	Shan, a grown man, falls in love with Fiona — seventeen years younger than him, full of life and quiet charm. What began as confusion slowly turned into something real, something unshakable.

	He didn’t care about age, questions, or the world outside. All he saw was her — the way she smiled through pain, the way she trusted him with her broken heart. Shan loved her with everything he had. They got married not because it was perfect, but because it was true. Their love was quiet, deep, and built on moments only they understood.

	Fiona, carrying the scars of a mistake from her past, found in Shan a safe place — a love that healed her. And Shan, often unsure of himself, found in Fiona a reason to believe again.

	But love doesn’t always come with forever. As Fiona’s health faded, Shan stood beside her — helpless, hurting, yet never letting go. And when her heart could no longer beat on its own, he gave her the most painful, most beautiful gift a person can give.

	This is not just a love story. It’s a story about standing by someone through their worst, about loving beyond fear, beyond pain, and even beyond goodbye.

	Inspired by a simple true love story, woven with emotional fiction that touches the heart and never lets go.

	
About Author

	 

	Musfeq Salehin Known as The Lone Walker is a Bangladeshi-born writer who has lived in South Africa since 2000. Born on June 25, 1975, in Khulna, Bangladesh, he grew up with a deep love for storytelling and a passion for exploring the emotions and realities of life. 

	His writing reflects his personal experiences and observations, blending real events with fiction to create heartfelt stories.

	His love story Fiona: Love beyond Goodbye reflects his belief that love, loss, and human connections shape our lives in ways we often do not expect.

	He writes in a simple and easy-to-understand way, ensuring that his stories can be enjoyed by readers from all backgrounds. His work captures the beauty and struggles of life, showing how love and friendship can give us strength even in the darkest times.

	Dedicated to M. M Fiona  who remains as a symbol of love, the author hopes to touch the hearts of readers and remind them of the power of love, forgiveness, and resilience.

	 


A Few Words from author

	 

	Dear Readers, 

	I am a lover, a loser, a lost soul and a lone walker. Some stories are written with ink—this one was written with pieces of my heart. Because it shaded tears for Fiona the girl who was deeply loved by Shan.

	In Fiona’s journey, I poured every ounce of emotion I’ve ever known: the fear of losing someone, the beauty of unconditional love, and the strength it takes to say goodbye without letting go. The hospital scene, in particular, was never just a scene, it was a reflection of how delicate, fleeting  and precious life truly is. 

	To anyone who has ever stood behind a glass wall, whispering silent  prayers for someone they love... this story was always meant for you.

	Thank you for holding Fiona’s heart as gently as I did while writing her story. With your love and  support, I promise to bring you  more  stories - yet simple but heart-touching stories. I appreciate your constant support and encouragement that will let me bring some more the lone walker series to touch your pure heart. 

	 


The speech

	 

	When I woke up this morning, I got a call from my publisher, Mathew. After hearing the news, I was very excited. I phoned my brother’s best friend, James, and told him that I am coming to JHB this evening. Hearing the news, he seemed very excited too. He told me he would pick me up at the airport.

	My husband came into the room. When I told him what had happened, he was very excited and happy. He asked me if the whole family could come with us too. 

	I said, “Let me phone the publisher and find out,” I took my phone and called my publisher.

	“Hi Mathew, sorry to disturb you, dear.”

	“It’s okay, Jasmine, what’s up? How can I help you, my honorable author?”

	“Don’t say it that way, dear, I feel embarrassed. I’m just an author, and you helped me achieve this success.”

	“No, Jasmine, that’s not true. I’ve been in this industry for thirty years, but you pulled the trigger much faster. I’m fortunate to have published your book, my dear sister.”

	“Thank you for giving me the opportunity, Mathew. Listen, my family members want to join me. Is that possible?”

	“Of course! How many of you are coming?”

	“We are almost thirteen.”

	“Sure, I’ll arrange passes for twenty. If you need more, please tell me, so I can get them from the National Library.”

	“That’s enough, brother, thank you, Mathew. I really appreciate it very much.”

	Looking at my husband, I said, “No, they can’t go. You can go to JHB, but not to the auditorium,” I tried to tease him.

	I saw his face drop. I held him and said, “Stupid hubby, we all are going.”

	“Are you sure, honey?”

	“Of course, my dear husband. Go tell everyone to get ready. Are you buying the tickets?”

	“Buy it, my love,” he said softly, pulling out his old, worn-out wallet from his pocket. He took out the bank card and placed it gently in my hand, “Buy first class for us, my love. I’ll go tell everyone to get ready.”

	That wallet... it’s aged and torn, yet he refuses to replace it. Not because he can’t—but because of the story it holds. Because of the person who handed it to him long ago. A person who mattered to both of us.

	He once told me, “Every time I look at this wallet, it reminds me of a promise… a moment I can never forget.”

	 

	I remember that day. Tension in the air. Words laced with fierce love and quiet warning.

	“You can have everything I own… but if you ever hurt my little Jas, I won’t spare you. I swear—I’ll put every bullet I have into you.”

	I was trembling, “You can’t say that. I love him,” I pleaded.

	“I know,” came the soft reply, “And I love you. No one will hurt you—not while I’m breathing.”

	But my husband didn’t back away. His voice was steady, “I love her too. I’ll never hurt your Jas.”

	The man stepped forward, eyes full of something deeper than anger. He placed a hand gently on my head, looked at my husband, and said, “Then you’ll have everything in my power.”

	I couldn’t hold back, “I love you,” I whispered, trying not to cry.

	That was the day everything changed. That was the day the wallet stopped being just a wallet. Since then, he’s carried it like a vow in his pocket—a silent reminder.

	He tells me, “It aches my heart when I see it… but it reminds me to keep my word.”

	And he has. Always. He became the kind of man I prayed for—gentle, loving, present. If I ask him to sit without a reason, he simply sits. No questions. No hesitation.

	“I promised,” he says, “and I’ll keep that promise… until I take my last breath.”

	 

	I phoned James again and told him that we are all coming, so he should try to hire a microbus and book a lodge near him. Though he didn’t agree at first, I pushed him to accept it. I saw everyone excited—they were all very happy.

	What more do I need than to witness the best moments of my life? To see my family super excited for my achievement? The more important thing is this is the story of the person whom I loved much more than any of my family members. A whole family together, heading to JHB.

	It took us three and a half hours to reach JHB. Brother James was waiting right in front of the arrival gate. He was shocked to see everyone.

	My husband hugged him and asked if everything was sorted. He said yes, he had found a lodge for three thousand five hundred per night for three days. That was great. We left the airport for the lodge.

	We had some takeaway for our dinner. James couldn’t let me pay. He left after we settled into our rooms. We all went to sleep early because tomorrow was a big day in my life—a moment that might live longer and we might be remembered by the readers.

	I woke up at nine AM. By then, everyone was already awake. I got dressed with the help of my personal dress advisor—my beloved husband. Since I got married to him, he takes care of many things for me. One of them is my dress codes. He even chooses clothing for me too. My brother used to do that, but since I got married, he shifted it to my husband.

	 

	James arrived with a microbus at eleven AM. We all got in and left for the National Library auditorium.

	As we arrived, I saw Mathew and three of his assistants waiting outside. He came forward and greeted us. We followed him inside. We were given seats in the front row left corner—only me, my husband was allowed to sit on stage with the minister, Mathew and two more guys. It felt pleasant to be recognized by the VIPs who were there.

	 

	The program started at 12:30 PM. Around 1:15 PM, I was called  to receive an award from the honorable Minister of Education. That moment was the best in my life. 

	The minister said, “She deserves this. Even though I don’t cry easily, but this lady... she made me cry. A writer who can tell a simple love story with so much emotion—I couldn’t control my tears. That night, when my wife saw me crying, she teased me. But later, she cried too. Honey, we are on the same boat.” He looked at an elderly lady sitting in the front row with two teenagers.

	“Mrs. Jasmine, my wife wishes to meet you. Will you have some time to visit my home?” He turned to his wife again, “Honey, what do you say?”

	She lifted her head and answered, “Anytime she can.”

	The minister looked at me and said, “That’s my wife, Mrs. Jasmine, and I would be honored if you accept my personal invitation.”

	I greeted the lady and said, “I will, sir.”

	The minister shook my hand and then walked back to his seat.

	Mathew got up and started speaking, “When I first got this script from my manager, I was busy with many books. So, I told him to check it himself. But then he said he already had, and he was eager to publish it.

	“I looked at him and asked, ‘Are you really that confident? Impressive. For the first time in twenty years, you made a quick decision.’

	He said, ‘This book will make you feel all the love.’

	“I started scrolling through the pages, and I got stuck on a scene where they are both walking toward the ICU. In that moment, tears fell from my eyes. Before I try to hide,

	“My manager said, ‘Boss, you’re crying.’

	I said, ‘Go publish it immediately. I will buy the first copy.’

	“Believe me, as a publisher, I had never been so emotional. But Fiona made me cry too. The good thing is my whole family and relatives got their own copies. That means only my family, relatives, and friends bought over eighty copies of Fiona. Even my manager bought a few for himself and his family.”

	James looked at him and gives a thumbs up.

	 He continues, “Thank you, Jasmine, for giving me the opportunity to publish this book. I am truly honored. Mathew Books is honored.

	“And now, we are proud to inform you that Fiona will soon be launched as a film. Many readers have emailed us about it. I will produce the film myself. We will choose the characters for the film very carefully, so Fiona will remain a history in human life as a symbol of true love. A love that never faded. 

	“Thank you all for voting Fiona the best book of the year. Jasmine, do you have anything soon for publishing? You know we will be waiting. Thank you, everyone, again.”

	Then he handed me the mic. I was asked to say something, but I was scared. For the first time, I was standing on a stage surrounded by so many honorable people. But I had to say something.

	I said, “Thank you very much to all my readers, my family, and my publisher, Mathew. Without your support, I wouldn’t be here. Thank you very much, honorable minister, for encouraging me to write more books and for giving me this award. Fiona, I love you.” 

	The minister and Mathew stood up and came to hug me while others were clapping.

	I started, “To all my readers who embraced this story, who voted for Fiona: Love Beyond Goodbye to be adapted into a film—thank you. My deepest gratitude goes out to each one of you. I am grateful to the Almighty Allah for this moment.

	I never imagined it would become something significant, that people would love it so much. I am not an author, nor did I ever dream of being one. Me and books—we always had some quiet distance.” I laughed in shyness, revealing a truth to the world.

	But when life took an unexpected turn, when love and pain intertwined in ways I never thought possible, I felt an unshakable need to write. I wanted to tell the world about someone. To pour out the emotions that consumed me- the love I felt for Fiona, the love that became both our greatest strength and deepest sorrow.

	Fiona was my beloved brother Shan’s love story. It wasn’t just our story; it was a storm that swept through both our families, leaving behind wounds, silent cries, and endless nights of suffering. We all carried the weight of those nightmares, the uncertainty, the helplessness, yet through it all, love never wavered.

	I wanted the world to understand the kind of love that defines time, pain, and even fate itself. To know that love isn’t just about happiness—it’s about endurance, about holding on when everything is falling apart. 

	That’s why I wrote Fiona—not as a story, but as a piece of my heart. The piece of my brother Shan’s heart.”

	As I was giving my speech, I saw tears in my family’s eyes. That moment touched my heart. I smiled at them and waved.

	Thank you so much for all your support. I am truly blessed to have a family like you. Shan, I love you.” I looked at the sky.

	Then, looking at James, I said, “I owe you more than thanks that I can ever express. Without you, we wouldn’t have met Fiona. I wouldn’t have understood what love truly is. I wouldn’t have felt the kind of love that changes life. I wouldn’t know how crazy Shan was. 

	Even though you and he were my protectors from an early age, you made our world beautiful by bringing such a wonderful woman into it. I love you, James—my brother.”

	James, got up and standing in the crowd, sent me flying kisses, smiling as he loudly said, “I love you, little sister.”

	As I finished my speech and stepped down from the stage, I was immediately surrounded by journalists and readers, all eager for an autograph.

	As I stood before the flashing cameras, a journalist from the crowd raised a question, “What inspired you to write Fiona? Such a beautiful love story?”

	I took a deep breath, smiled, and said, “Love, love, and only love. We are caught in the chaos of modern life, not because we lack comfort or luxury, but because we’ve lost our true love. In that loss, we lost ourselves too. We traded emotions for efficiency, warmth for routine, and slowly, we became machines.

	But I believe in love—the kind that heals, that brings us back to life. I want to revive what we’ve forgotten, to bring back the love we lost, because only love can make us feel alive again. Thanks to my beloved brother, who is crazy about love, who taught me the meaning of love.”

	The readers cheered and called out, asking me to read from the book. I hesitated for a moment; it was my first time, and I wasn’t sure if I could do it.

	Just then, Mathew stepped forward and addressed the crowd, “We have a special reading session tomorrow at 9 AM at our publishing house. Mrs. Jasmine will be signing autographs and reading from her book.”

	He paused, then added with a smile, “Since it’s going to be a long eight-hour event, we’ve arranged a food court for everyone’s convenience. Please join us. Thank you.”

	Before anything, he gently pulled me away from the crowd.

	“Thank you, Mathew,” I said.

	“You’re welcome,” he replied with a grin, “We have a few more events to attend. And in the evening, you’re all invited to our publication party at our place. But first—let’s go eat lunch, the minister is hungry,” he said playfully.

	I laughed and walked beside him, accompanied by my husband and James. As we moved, I saw my family being escorted by his team—my daughter Yasmin, Mom, Dad, James’s family, Fiona’s parents, little angel Sarah—the love of Fiona.

	 

	The day was wonderful. Seeing my family happy filled my heart with joy. The evening party was fantastic, filled with laughter and warmth, but a wave of exhaustion crept over me. They had suffered a lot without smiles and laughter for a long time.

	I wasn’t the only one—Sarah was tired too. She had fallen asleep in her grandma’s arms, her tiny hands curled up, her breathing soft and steady. My little angel—just three years and eight months old.

	 

	The following morning, I woke up early. Mathew had sent his driver to pick me up.

	Before leaving, I told my mom and aunt, “When Sarah wakes up, bring her along with James.”

	I left at 8 AM with my husband, still wondering why Mathew was in such a hurry so early in the morning.

	As I arrived, I was stunned. A massive crowd had already gathered outside. Oh my God, this early in the morning? People were flocking in as if it were a grand festival.

	I stepped inside the hall and saw Mathew deep in conversation with his team. These were the people who had made Fiona reach the world. They had worked tirelessly, advertising on every social media platform and TV channel. The promotional clips had been heartbreaking, capturing the soul of the story.

	I greeted everyone, and they greeted me back warmly.

	“Let’s have breakfast quickly,” Mathew said, leading the way.

	We sat at a long table with over twenty people. I took a seat next to Mathew. A few moments later, his wife and child walked in, apologizing for being late.

	I immediately stood up and moved two seats away next to my husband, giving them space. She greeted me politely, and I nodded back with a small smile.

	But my mind was elsewhere. I miss Sarah. I kept thinking about her waking up and not finding me there. Would she cry? The thought tugged at my heart. Every time she calls me mama; it fills me with indescribable joy. Right now, I was craving my baby’s presence. I knew my family would take good care of her, but still, I missed her terribly.

	After breakfast, we all entered the hall. The room was beautifully decorated, warm and inviting, yet grand. At the front, four chairs were arranged. I took my seat, followed by Mathew, his manager, and the head of the marketing team.

	As soon as we sat down, the crowd erupted into cheers, their excitement filling the air. The energy was overwhelming.

	The marketing manager began his speech, keeping it brief—just two minutes. Then, Mr. Johan, the manager, took his turn, speaking with enthusiasm about the success of Fiona: Love Beyond Goodbye.

	Finally, Mathew stepped forward. With a warm smile, he greeted everyone, “Good morning, everyone. Welcome to Fiona: Love Beyond Goodbye.”

	The crowd cheered, their excitement filling the room. Mathew raised his hand slightly, signaling for them to settle down before continuing.

	“We kindly ask you all to follow the event rules. Today, we have selected only 300 people for the signing session, as we need to consider the author’s well-being. We know how much this book means to many of you, and we appreciate your patience. Tomorrow, we will welcome another 300 readers. If you were chosen today, consider yourself lucky!”

	A wave of murmurs and excitement rippled through the audience.

	“Please follow our guides and maintain order,” Mathew added. “Now, let’s begin the signing!”

	With that, the event officially started, and I prepared myself for the overwhelming love and emotions awaiting me.

	 

	Finally, it was my turn. I stood up, feeling the weight of the moment. I looked out at the crowd and said, “Thank you, everyone, for your love and support. It means the world to me. Fona is not just a story it’s a devotion to love. A heartbeat that lived in silence until now. 

	My brother wrote it quietly, tucked away in his dairy. Every word was a whisper of his heart. I just tried to give it a life.

	Now, let’s begin the signing first, and afterward, I’ll read Fiona for you. Though I’m not very good at reading aloud, if I make any mistakes, please forgive me.

	I paused, looking around at the eager faces in the crowd.

	“We’ll take hundred signings and pictures, then we’ll take a fifteen-minute break to enjoy some rest. After that, we’ll finish the rest of the signings. Is that okay with you all?”

	The crowd cheered; their excitement was infectious.

	“Let’s begin!” I said, smiling.

	As I started signaturing and taking pictures with the readers, I spotted my family walking in. I waved at them, and the entire crowd turned to look. It was such a wonderful moment—one I’d never forget.

	Mathew had arranged for the first row to be reserved for my family. My husband stepped up to the stage and handed Sarah to me.

	My little girl kissed me on the cheek and said, “mama.”

	“Did you sleep well, my darling?” I asked her softly.

	She nodded, her tiny head shaking yes. I placed her gently on my lap, feeling my heart swell with love. With her in my arms, I continued my work, signing books, taking pictures, and trying to stay present in each precious moment. 

	Sarah didn’t like the camera flash so she was taken back to my mom.

	 

	By 11:30 AM, I had finished signing all the books. Some readers had brought just one, while others brought two, or even five, to be signed. It was overwhelming to see how deeply they connected with Fiona—a true testament to the love they had for the story.

	We then took a short 15-minute break to recharge. At 12 pm, I stood up and made my way to the front. It was time for my part. 

	I took a deep breath, reminding myself to stay calm and enjoy this moment, then I took the dairy out from my handbag, the one my beloved brother Shan had filled with his every breath. I began reading Fiona for the audience:

	 


Eyes That First Met

	 

	“I met Fiona when she was ten years old. I was twenty-seven.   It all started when I traveled thousands of kilometers to visit my best friend James in Johannesburg. That age I am supposed to be married or have a girlfriend but I didn’t have. Peoples used to talk shit and thinking I may be gay type. Even James used to tease me. My late dad too. But I didn’t care what world said.

	One afternoon, he asked me to go with him to pick up his sister from school. I went with him without thinking anything that fate taking my life into a new turn.

	That day everything changed. I didn’t know life would turn in a single moment. 

	As we stood outside the school gates waiting for his sister, kids rushed out, their laughter filling the air. 

	That’s when I saw her—Fiona. My heart beat for the first time. Yeah Allah am I waiting for this moment? I tried to stop my heartbeat but it kept beating harder and harder.  

	She was my friend’s sister’s friend; they both attend the same school. Julia’s classmate and friend. 

	There was something about her, something I still couldn’t explain. Her smile, the way she carried herself, it felt like time slowed down for a moment.

	 For the first time in my life, my heart reacted. It beats hard in my chest, something it had never done before.

	I turned to him and asked, “Who is she Jim?” I call him now and then that way.

	He looked at me, then laughed, “Are you serious bro? She’s just a kid. Don’t be crazy Shan.”

	“I know,” I said, keeping my eyes on her, “It’s not like that. I’m not saying I’m in love. It’s just… I felt something. Like she’s became a matter to me.”

	He stopped laughing, now watching me more seriously, “ My bru, you need to be careful with your stupid thoughts like that. She’s young. Way too young.”

	“I get that Jim,” I said, “I’m not planning anything. I’d never cross a line. You know me. Don’t you? I just… I don’t know how to explain it. If, years from now, our paths cross again—if she’s older, and things feel right—I’ll be there. I’ll wait. 

	And dude, love doesn’t have any boundaries. Age is just a number we humans created. So just get lost.” I laughs at him.

	He shook his head, but not in anger. I Thoughts he might get piss at me.  But more like he was trying to understand, “Just promise me bro, you’ll keep it respectful. Time has to do its part. You will not force your way?” he says.

	“I know bro,” I said. “This isn’t about now James. It’s about maybe. Someday in future. How long do we know each other James?”

	“Doesn’t matter. Don’t put me in trouble shan.”

	“I won’t Jim.” I answered him.

	 

	For the next seven eight  days, I found excuses to go with him to school, just to catch a glimpse of Fiona. James sometimes gave me a funny look like he wants to kill me. But he can’t I am his buddy, brother and everything.

	I never spoke to her. I didn’t need to.  What could I say? 

	I just wanted to see her—watch her laugh, observe the way she looked at the world with pure innocence. 

	I wasn’t in a rush.  I didn’t even know what I expected.  I just knew, somehow, that she became my breath.

	I even forced James to go near her home to see if I can but that never happened beside just the school. My buddy even though was annoying by my silly behavior but he did everything I asked.

	 

	When my visit ended, I returned home, but a part of me stayed behind—with Fiona. I became absent minded thinking of her most of the time. 

	One night, I sat across from my father at the dinner table, my heart restless.

	"Dad, I have something to tell you." I felt shy even though I am very friendly with my dad. 

	When I was young dad used to ask me if I got a girlfriend or anyone I fall in love or like. I always used to say no. He used to say what would happen to his son and I always said maybe my destiny is somewhere.

	He set down his fork and studied me, "What is it, son? Since you came from Jhb you look very absent-minded. Even I saw you did mistakes at the shop. What is  bothering you my buddy?"

	I hesitated for a moment, then said, "I I’ve found someone. I am in love at first sight dad."

	His eyebrows lifted slightly, "Oh my God, really? And who is she? Let me see her."

	I took a deep breath, "Her name is Fiona… She is ten years old."

	A long silence stretched between us. And then—my father burst into laughter, "You? In love? With a ten-year-old? Are you in sense?” first time I saw him laughing so loud.

	My face burned with embarrassment. He kept laughing.  It felt like something cutting me, "I know it sounds crazy, Dad. But I don’t care. I’ll wait for her."

	His laughter faded, and for a moment, he just stared at me. Then, his expression softened, "You’re serious, aren’t you?"

	“Yes dad.” I speak.

	My father sighed, shaking his head with a smile, "Well then, son… I suppose we’ll see where fate takes you.”

	Dad wasn’t just like a father; he meant more to me than anyone else. When I told him about Fiona, he laughed so loudly that I still can’t forget the sound, “How is it possible that this girl, half your age and still a schoolgirl, is who you want to wait for? You’ll wait for her to grow up?” he asked.

	I answered, “I’ll wait for her.”

	With a look of sorrow, he says, “It’s my bad luck. I won’t live to see my grandchildren.” 

	Then, he added, “But I know you, my son. You’re stubborn just like your mom, and I’m sure you’ll wait for that girl. Same as your mom, if she insists something she won’t give up. Like mother like son. 

	 It’s fine, I support you. If someone owns your heart, you should go for it. No matter what happens, just remember, I’m always with you.”

	And my dad was always with me. He never questioned my feelings again, knowing Fiona was in my heart.

	After coming back from my Johannesburg, my mind was always on her. I asked James, who is my only my best friend, to check on her, to find out about her and keep me informed. 
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