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PREFACE 
 

 

 never planned to write a book. 

But then again, nobody plans to spend months 
observing two people navigate the beautiful disaster that 
is cross-cultural love in modern India. Life just… 
happens. And sometimes, you’re lucky enough to 
witness a story too good—and too painfully real—not to 
write down. 

The idea came from watching love collide with 
tradition in ways that were equal parts inspiring and 
infuriating. The 4 a.m. confessions that changed 
everything. The expensive weekend bus rides. The skull 
cap worn for months as commitment. The auto rides 
with carefully maintained distance. The facial palsy that 
tested resolve. The family pressures that felt like love 
wrapped in control. 

Sahil and Jiya are fictional characters. Completely 
fictional. This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to 
real people is purely coincidental—or excellent pattern 
recognition on your part. 

But here’s the thing: I didn’t have to imagine much. 
Reality provided more drama than any plot outline ever 
could. The truth is, some stories write themselves—you 
just have to be paying attention when they do. 

I wrote this for anyone who’s ever loved someone 
they weren’t “supposed” to love. For anyone navigating 
the messy intersection of tradition and choice. For 
anyone who’s discovered that sometimes the biggest 
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obstacles aren’t the differences between two people, but 
the expectations of everyone around them. 

This isn’t a fairy tale. It’s raw, messy, and 
uncomfortably honest—the way real love tends to be 
when it collides with reality. 

So here it is: a story that may or may not have 
happened, featuring people who may or may not exist, 
dealing with problems that are definitely—
unfortunately—very real. 

Let’s just call it “inspired by true events” and leave 
the lawyers happy. 
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PROLOGUE 
 

 
hey say every great love story begins with a moment. 
A glance across a crowded room. A chance encounter 

on a rainy day. A dramatic rescue. A serendipitous 
collision. 

Mine began with a smile and a lie. 

Actually, three lies. But who’s counting? 

Let me be clear: I’m not a liar by nature. My name is 
Sahil Bhardwaj. I’m a software engineer—we deal in 
logic, code, and binary truths. Ones and zeros. True or 
false. No grey area. 

But love? Love doesn’t operate in binary. Love is 
messy. Illogical. Completely irrational. And apparently, 
love turns even the most honest people into creative 
storytellers. 

So there I was, twenty-four years old, fresh out of a 
soul-crushing heartbreak, standing in Wipro’s Bangalore 
office with a solemn vow: no more romance. No more 
complications. Just work, friends, and a simple life. 

Then Jiya Joseph walked into my life—or more 
accurately, into my office cafeteria—with a smile that 
could make a man forget his own name, which is exactly 
what I almost did when she introduced herself. 

Jiya. A Malayali Christian woman from Kochi. 
Smart, funny, beautiful, and completely uninterested in 
romantic relationships. The universe’s idea of a cosmic 
joke, apparently. 
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And me? A North Indian Hindu boy with a broken 
heart, terrible Malayalam, and absolutely no business 
falling for someone whose family would probably chase 
me out of Kerala with a coconut tree if they knew. 

But here’s the thing about impossible love stories—
they don’t care about logic. They don’t care about 
cultural differences, religious boundaries, or the 450 
kilometres between Bangalore and Kochi. They don’t 
care about strict fathers, protective brothers, or the fact 
that your beloved thinks romance is a waste of time. 

Impossible love stories just… happen. 

So I did what any rational, logical software engineer 
would do: I lied. Three times. Three elaborate, 
unnecessary lies that got me on a bus with her. Three 
lies that gave me three stolen days. Three lies that 
changed everything. 

This is the story of those lies. And the truth they led 
to. 

This is the story of missed calls and terrible poetry, 
of broken Malayalam and 4 a.m. confessions, of bus 
rides and backwaters, of family drama and cultural 
chaos. 

This is the story of how a smile became three lies, 
which became a friendship, which became something 
neither of us expected. 

This is Koramangala Lies—where the most honest 
thing I ever did was built on the most dishonest 
foundation. 

And if you’re wondering whether it was worth it? 
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Well, let me tell you about a girl named Jiya and the 
three days that turned my carefully planned, romance-
free life completely upside down. 

Spoiler alert: I never did find that PG in 
Koramangala. 

But I found something infinitely better. 

And if you ask me if I’d do it all again? 

Every single time. 

 
 
 

 



 

 




