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Kiran

She looked out the window, but her gaze was fixed elsewhere—into the darkness that had engulfed her life. The sun might have shone outside, but her heart was shrouded in darkness. They had been married for three years, but in those three years, she had received only neglect instead of love. Faisal never considered her a human being. To him, she was just a wife—a body worthy of claiming rights in bed, and a tool for household chores. But a volcano was simmering inside Kiran, and it erupted the night she first gathered the courage to assert her rights. "I didn't expect this from you, Kiran!" Faisal said, his voice brimming with anger. "I'm just demanding my rights, Faisal. Is that a crime?" Kiran's voice was pained, but she wasn't weak. "Remember your place! I'm not going to listen to all this nonsense!" Faisal's eyes were blazing with flames. Agitated, he screamed with hatred, "Talaq, Talaq, Talaq!" Kiran froze as she heard it. Something inside her heart had broken—perhaps her soul. These were just three words spoken in anger, but they had shattered her life. She was trying to regain her composure when Faisal ordered: "Get out of this house by morning." Kiran's heart sank. "Faisal... I was telling you..." she tried to say tremblingly, but before she could finish, Faisal raised his hand. "Shut up! You have no rights in this house anymore. You said Talaq three times, you are no longer my wife." Kiran was thrown out of the house in the dark of night. The whispers of neighbors and the reproachful phone calls from her family sapped her remaining strength. "Where will you go now? Who will accept you?" These taunts echoed in his ears. Three months later, Faisal's family realized that the breakdown of his first marriage was a mistake. They wanted to bring her back, but when Faisal spoke to the cleric at the mosque, the answer was clear: "You can't remarry without halala." Faisal's face was filled with anxiety. "What do you mean? What nonsense is halala?" he asked irritably. The cleric explained, "Now, according to Sharia, she'll have to marry another man, and only after sleeping with that man can she become your wife." A sick smile spread across Faisal's face. "It's not that big a deal. Just get her married to a man for one night. Everything will be fine." Kiran's family tried to console her, "Son, your home won't be settled without halala. Faisal has admitted his mistake, so why are you so adamant?" Kiran continued crying. "What kind of law is this? I have to go to someone else's bed so I can get my own marriage back?" Her mother looked her in the eye and said, "This is how society works, daughter. Girls don't have choices." Finally, the cleric arranged a man—Ajmal. "Ajmal is a respectable man. He helps women by arranging such marriages. It's a matter of one night. Then a divorce and everything's back to normal." Kiran turned away in disgust. "I don't want anyone's favor. I won't marry!" Her father said angrily, "Do you want to stay with Faisal or rot for the rest of your life? This isn't a big deal. Halala is just a tradition!" Kiran's voice choked. Her mind went numb. The thought of sleeping with someone else shook her soul. This Halala was a helplessness for her—as if she were an object that people could move around. "Bury me alive, that would be better." She tried one last time. But no one's face held any emotion. Everyone's gaze seemed to say, "No one will even ask you. You must accept this decision." Kiran's life had now turned into a nightmare. Everyone told her the same thing—if she wanted to remarry Faisal, she would have to go through the same path. Only then could her honor and life be restored in the eyes of society. But for Kiran, this was not honor, but the death of her soul. One morning, her mother bluntly told her, "Daughter, make your decision wisely. No girl can live alone. Without Halala, there can be no connection with your decision. We will not tolerate what people say about you." Kiran replied, "Mom, are these people talking about my honor or are they pushing me into some dirty swamp?" There was no softness in her mother's eyes. "No girl is greater than society's thinking. Do you consider yourself different from others?" That evening, at the Maulvi Sahib's request, arrangements were made for Kiran to meet Ajmal. Ajmal was a man of about 40 years, his face filled with lust. A beedi was clenched between his teeth, his eyes always searching for prey. When Kiran saw him for the first time, her soul trembled. "This man?" She asked herself. Ajmal examined Kiran shamelessly and said with a laugh, "You're very nice. Don't worry, I'll make your job easier. It's just one night. Then go back to Faisal." Hatred and anger boiled in Kiran's heart. "You're not doing me any favors. This is just a business you're masquerading as religion." Ajmal took the cigarette from his mouth and said, "Call it business or help, what difference does it make? After all, your job is getting easier. And listen, the longer you delay, the more difficult it will become for you. Think about it." Kiran lowered her eyes in disgust. If she hadn't been pressured, she would never have come to such a man. The next day, Faisal's family finalized the decision. Kiran's parents wanted the same thing. "Just agree to one night," her mother said softly. "Is this agreement right at the cost of my soul?" There was pain in Kiran's voice. "What else can you do? Do you want to live with dignity in society or wander the streets alone?" her father said sternly. The next night, Kiran's heart became even heavier. She thought, "If I accept this Halala, will my life ever be the same? Or is this all just the beginning of an endless hell?" She made one last attempt. She insisted on meeting Faisal and posed the question, "Even if I do all this, will you really change? Or will you continue to make my life hell?" Faisal, without looking her in the eye, said, "You don't need to think too much. It's just one night. After that, everything will be fine." Tears welled up in Kiran's eyes. "And if I refuse?" Faisal shrugged, "Then continue to die alone." Kiran's life was slipping away from her grasp. She felt as if she were falling into a dark pit with no way out. Finally, she asked herself, "Am I human, or just a body for people to use as they see fit?" Her mother took her silence as consent and sent word to Faisal's family: "Kiran has agreed." Kiran was raging with a storm in her mind. She faced two paths—either sheEndure the pain of returning to Faisal's life, or lose her identity amid society's taunts. Ultimately, she had to choose the one that was breaking her the most. Her soul screamed in protest, but the burden of family, society, and compulsions was so heavy that she couldn't even hear herself. The next evening, arrangements were made for Kiran to meet Ajmal. In a room filled with an awkward silence, Ajmal sat staring at her. A disgusting smile was on his face. "So, are you ready?" Ajmal asked, rubbing his beedi. Kiran lowered her gaze. She felt as if she were a commodity being purchased after bargaining. "It won't be a problem, understand? I'll finish it quickly. It's just for one night," Ajmal said shamelessly. Kiran felt like screaming, "I'm not something to be used and then thrown away!" But she knew her cries meant nothing to anyone in this world. Her mother tried to console her, "Daughter, take it easy. It's just a ritual. No honor will be lost." Kiran looked at her mother helplessly. "Honor? What honor are you talking about? Will my honor be saved by sleeping with someone else?" Her mother bowed her head helplessly. "These things are easy to talk about, but the reality of society is harsh. We have to live together." Kiran said in a hurt voice, "Is a woman's entire life just about living for this society?" Her father said angrily, "Do you want to die alone, disgraced? Do the Halala, get married, and return home. That's it." That evening, Kiran was sent to Ajmal's room. An old bed, a yellow light bulb, and the smell of cigarettes and sweat surrounded her. Ajmal looked at her with contempt and said with a laugh, "Don't worry, it'll be over quickly. I don't like drama." Kiran turned to stone from within. Her body was there, but her soul seemed to have flown away somewhere. Ajmal came closer and placed a hand on her shoulder. "Listen, the easier you make this task, the better it will be for you. Don't try too hard, understand?" Kiran turned away in disgust. "You don't deserve to be called a man." Ajmal was displeased with Kiran's response. He said with a wicked smile, "Are you trying so brave? Look, you didn't come here of your own free will. Do whatever you want to do, and get out."The feeling of becoming a thing from a human being Kiran clenched her hands tightly. She felt like running away from the room, but her feet were frozen. Her heart was pounding. On one side was her humiliation and self-respect, and on the other, the shackles of society and family. Ajmal laughed and said, "This isn't new for women. You'll cry a few times, then you'll get used to it." Kiran, suppressing her anger, said, "A man like you can never understand a woman." Ajmal ignored her words and moved on. The layers of suffocation and helplessness in the room were deepening. Kiran, restraining herself, thought, "I just want this night to end. Then I'll be free from this hell."silent screams The night dragged on like endless torture. Every moment was unbearable for Kiran. She couldn't hold back her tears, even if she wanted to. But her cries were stifled within her. The only sounds in the room were Ajmal's actions and the voice of Kiran's dying soul. This was the moment when she had gone from being a human being to a mere object—one with no pain, no voice, and no value. The night finally ended, but something within Kiran had died forever. Ajmal looked at her with contempt and said with a laugh, "Your Halala is over. Now go, return to your Faisal. And yes, don't forget my money." Kiran opened the door without a word and walked out. Her body was exhausted, and her soul seemed to be left far behind. The night of Halala had devastated everything within Kiran. As soon as morning came, Ajmal, without any shame, showed Kiran the way out. "Now go and finish your work. You had to return to Faisal, right? Everything's settled, what more do you want?" he said in his scornful tone. Tears welled up in Kiran's eyes, but she suppressed her helplessness. She knew no one would understand her pain. Two days later, Kiran was brought back to Faisal's house. Her heart was heavy—there was a tiny glimmer of hope that maybe things would get better. But the moment she looked into Faisal's eyes, she realized nothing had changed. Faisal opened the door and said nonchalantly, "Come in." Kiran mustered up her courage and asked, "Will everything be alright now?" Faisal laughed, as if she were a joke. "Right? Yes, you're my wife again. But don't expect too much." Kiran's heart skipped a beat. "You don't love me, Faisal?" She asked in a trembling voice. Faisal lit a cigarette and said coldly, "Leave all this love and romance behind you. Now just stay within your limits. You have done the Halala, now go home with dignity. There is no need to ask too many questions." That night Faisal called Kiran to bed, but there was neither love nor intimacy in his touch—only lust and a sense of possessiveness. Kiran tried to remove his hand.
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