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	Dedication

	 

	To Abhishek,

	Through every silence, every storm, and every unspoken word, our story continues to teach me what love truly means. This book carries pieces of us— the love that endures, even beyond goodbye.
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Chapter One

	The Girl the House Forgot

	 

	 

	Aaliya learned the sound of sorrow before she ever understood silence.

	She recognized it in the way her father’s footsteps slowed as he passed her room—as if even the thought of her weighed him down. She heard it in the pauses that followed whenever her name was mentioned… if it was mentioned at all. And she felt it most in the spaces between voices, where love should have lived—but didn’t.

	Aaliya was born blind.

	From the moment she entered the world, people spoke of what she lacked, never of what she carried. They called her eyes useless, her future burdensome, her existence unfortunate. No one stopped to wonder what her heart could see.

	Only her mother did.

	When Aaliya was small, her mother would sit beside her each evening and paint the world with words. She described the sky as endless and kind, flowers that bowed gently when the wind passed, and colors that danced even when no one was watching.

	“You don’t need eyes to be beautiful,” her mother once whispered.

	“You feel deeply. That is your gift.”

	Aaliya held onto those words as if they were light.

	But when her mother died, the world went silent.

	She was six when it happened. Six when the house filled with voices that cried loudly and left quickly. Six when her father’s voice flattened into something distant—something closed.

	After the funeral, no one sat beside her anymore.

	Her father changed in ways that unsettled her. His tone sharpened. His presence withdrew. Eventually, he stopped speaking to her at all.

	Aaliya learned the shape of loneliness by sound.

	Her sisters, Samira and Hina, moved freely through the house—laughter trailing behind them. Aaliya walked carefully, mapping the world through memory and touch.

	If she reached for food, someone sighed.

	If she spoke, someone interrupted.

	If she laughed, someone reminded her to be quiet.

	Years passed.

	Aaliya grew into a woman who had never seen her reflection, yet somehow knew she was unwanted.

	When she turned twenty-two, her father made the decision for her.

	“You are getting married tomorrow,” he said.

	“To a beggar.”

	The wedding was brief—and humiliating.

	Someone placed her hand into a stranger’s.

	“My name is Rayan,” he said softly.

	“You’re safe here.”

	That night, Rayan gave her his blanket.

	And for the first time in years…

	she felt something different.

	Kindness.

	 


Chapter Two

	The Man Who Spoke Gently

	 

	 

	Aaliya woke to the sound of water.

	Not the harsh splash of buckets or hurried footsteps she had known all her life, but something softer—steady, unhurried. A rhythm that did not demand attention, yet quietly held it.

	For a moment, she forgot where she was.

	Then the scent of damp earth and wood smoke reached her, and memory returned—slow, heavy, undeniable.

	She was married.

	To a beggar.

	Her chest tightened, not from fear alone, but from the weight of everything that had changed overnight.

	She sat up carefully, her fingers brushing against the blanket wrapped around her. It was thick—warmer than anything she had ever been given before. She traced its edges slowly, as if confirming it was real.

	Outside, she heard movement.

	Soft footsteps. A quiet cough. The gentle clink of metal against clay.

	Someone was making tea.

	Aaliya stilled.

	No one had ever made tea for her before.

	The thought settled inside her with unfamiliar warmth.

	The door shifted, and Rayan stepped in, his presence quiet, almost careful—as if he did not want to disturb the stillness around her.

	“You’re awake,” he said.

	There was no surprise in his voice. No judgment. Just calm acknowledgment.

	“Yes,” she replied softly. “I didn’t mean to—”

	“You don’t have to explain,” he said gently.

	She paused.

	No one had ever said that to her before.

	He moved closer, placing a cup into her hands, guiding her fingers just enough so she wouldn’t burn herself.

	His touch was brief. Respectful.

	“Careful,” he murmured. “It’s still warm.”

	“Thank you,” she whispered.

	They sat in silence while she sipped.

	The tea was simple, slightly bitter—but grounding. It warmed her throat, then her chest, then something deeper she hadn’t realized had gone cold.

	The silence between them felt… different.








