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The Weight of Unspoken Wishes (Amira)

The scent of cardamom and strong coffee usually filled Amira’s mornings with a sense of comfort, a familiar embrace of her mother’s kitchen. But today, it felt like a suffocating blanket. Outside the intricately carved mashrabiya window, the bustling streets of Amman hummed with life – the cacophony of vendors, the distant call to prayer, the incessant traffic. Inside, however, a profound silence had settled, heavy and suffocating, ever since her parents had uttered the words: “He is a good man, Amira. From a respectable family. It is time.”

Amira, twenty-four, clutched the delicate porcelain teacup, its warmth doing little to thaw the ice in her veins. ‘A good man.’ The phrase echoed in her mind, devoid of any genuine feeling. She knew Salim was objectively a good man. He was kind, well-educated, and his family’s import-export business was thriving. He would provide her with security, with stability, with everything a young woman in her position was expected to desire. But her heart, a fierce, rebellious bird, yearned for something else entirely.

She dreamt of Istanbul, of the bustling Grand Bazaar, of ancient mosques and modern art galleries. She dreamt of opening her own boutique, a curated space filled with handcrafted jewelry and textiles, each piece telling a story. She dreamt of choosing her own path, not one laid out for her with such meticulous precision.

Her mother, Aisha, sat across from her, her face etched with a familiar blend of worry and resignation. Aisha had lived a life of quiet obedience, her dreams folded neatly away like cherished garments never to be worn. Amira loved her mother fiercely, understood the burdens she carried, the societal expectations she had been raised to uphold. But Amira felt a different fire in her veins, a yearning for self-determination that felt both exhilarating and terrifying.

*Internal Monologue: They don’t see it, do they? The way my soul shrivels at the thought of a life meticulously planned, every joy and sorrow predetermined. Is it selfish to want more than comfort? More than respectability? To want... wildness? To choose my own confinement, if it must be, rather than be ushered into one I did not pick? The words are a knot in my throat, tangled with guilt and fear. How do you tell the people who love you most that their vision of your happiness is, in fact, your deepest sorrow?*
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