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Introduction

[image: ]




When the Skies Clear continues the journey that began in When the Rains Return. In the first book, Ayaan and Meher were bound by memory and distance, caught between unsent letters and the echo of rain-soaked love. Here, their story moves beyond storms and into clarity.

Set against Jaipur’s cold winters and Mumbai’s restless rhythm, the novel explores what happens when two lives—once joined, then divided—cross paths again. Ayaan struggles to find his voice as a poet in a city of silence, while Meher, shaping her own life through architecture and choice, confronts the weight of her past and the pull of her present. Together, they must ask whether love belongs to memory or whether it can be rebuilt in the now.

This is not a tale of nostalgia. It is about unfinished poems, second chances, and the courage to see one another without the shadows of what once was. If When the Rains Return was about remembering, When the Skies Clear is about choosing. It reminds us that sometimes clarity is harder than storms, but within it lies the possibility of beginning again.
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1 – Jaipur in Winter
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The cold in Jaipur was nothing like the monsoon of Mumbai. Here, the air was crisp, the mornings pale with mist, and the evenings smelled faintly of sand cooling under the stars. The city wore its history openly—amber walls, domes that glowed at sunset, palaces whose arches seemed built for silence.

Ayaan arrived with a single bag and an envelope that held the official letter from the publishing house. “Residency Program: Six Months,” it read in stern type. In reality, it was nothing more than a quiet flat near Civil Lines, a stipend, and an expectation that he would produce something worth binding.

He had not told Meher everything. He had not told her how afraid he was that without her voice echoing in his head, the words might fail him. In Mumbai, the rains had been an accomplice. Here, the skies were wide and clear, leaving no place to hide.

On his first evening, he walked to the terrace of the old haveli that the publishers had converted into a writers’ retreat. The sandstone walls glowed pink against the last light. From afar, the Amer Fort rose like a memory carved into hills, unmoved by centuries.
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