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The sky over Dhaka was a bruised
purple, heavy with the promise of a storm. Ayan adjusted his
glasses,
the smell of petrichor—wet earth hitting dry pavement—filling his
lungs. It was a scent that always reminded him of her.
 




He
stood outside the glass doors of Boichitra, the city's oldest
bookstore in Shahbagh. He hadn’t been back here in five years. Not
since the day Nila left for London without saying goodbye.




"Excuse
me, are you going in?"




The voice was soft, like a
melody half-forgotten. Ayan froze. He knew that voice. He had heard
it in his dreams a thousand times.




He turned slowly. There
she was. Nila. She was holding a red umbrella, shaking the droplets
off, her hair slightly frizzy from the humidity. She looked older,
her eyes holding a depth that wasn't there before, but her
smile—hesitant, surprised—was exactly the same.




"Ayan?"
she whispered, the umbrella slipping slightly from her grip.




"Nila,"
he breathed out, the name feeling foreign yet home on his tongue.
"You're... back."




"Just for a week,"
she said, clutching her bag tighter. "I didn't think I'd see you
here."




"I come here when it rains," Ayan
lied. He hadn't been here in years. He only came today because he
felt a pull he couldn't explain.




Thunder rumbled overhead,
shaking the ground beneath them. For a moment, neither of them
moved.
The bustling city, the honking rickshaws, the shouting vendors—it
all faded into background noise.




"Do you..."
Ayan started, his throat dry despite the damp air. "Do you want
to get coffee? The place next door is still there."




Nila
looked at the bookstore, then back at him. A small, sad smile
touched
her lips. "I’d love that." 
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The coffee shop was warm, smelling
of roasted beans and cinnamon. They sat by the window, watching the
rain blur the world outside.
 




"Five years, Ayan,"
Nila said softly, tracing the rim of her cup. "Why didn't you
ever write?"




Ayan laughed, a bitter, hollow sound. "I
wrote, Nila. I wrote every single day for the first year. Letters
about the weather, about my new job, about how empty the city felt
without you. But I never sent them."




"Why?"




"Because
you left," he said, meeting her eyes. "You left because
your father said I wasn't enough. I didn't want to prove him right
by
begging you to come back."




Nila looked away, blinking
back tears. "It wasn't just him, Ayan. I was scared. We were so
young. I thought leaving would make it easier to forget."




"Did
it?" Ayan asked. "Did you forget?"




Nila
reached into her bag and pulled out a small, worn notebook. She
placed it on the table between them. "I tried. But every time it
rained in London, I looked for you in the crowd."




Ayan
stared at the notebook. It was the one he had given her on her 21st
birthday.
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They spent the next hour talking,
not about the pain, but about the small things. Nila spoke of the
cold London fog, and Ayan spoke of the heat of Dhaka summers. They
laughed, but beneath the laughter, the old wound was still there,
throbbing.
 




"I'm getting married," Nila said
suddenly.




The words hung in the air, heavy and final. The
laughter died in Ayan’s throat.




"Oh," he
managed to say. "That's... good. Who is he?"




"A
doctor. My parents chose him," she said, her voice flat. "He's
a good man, Ayan. He’s safe."




"Safe,"
Ayan repeated. "Is that what you want? Safety?"




"I
want peace," she whispered. "I'm tired of fighting,
Ayan."




Ayan reached across the table and took her
hand. Her skin was cold. "Do you love him?"




Nila
didn't answer. She just looked at their joined hands, a single tear
escaping her eye.
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The week passed in a blur. They
met
every day, stealing moments from a timeline that was running out.
They walked through Ramna Park, ate street food at TSC, and sat by
the lake, saying everything they should have said five years ago.
 




On
the last day, it rained again. A torrential downpour that turned
the
streets into rivers.




They stood at the airport gate. The
departure announcement for London was echoing in the hall.




"So
this is it," Ayan said, his hands in his pockets to hide how
much they were shaking.




Nila looked at him, her eyes red.
"You could ask me to stay," she said, her voice barely a
whisper. "If you ask me, Ayan... I might just do it."




Ayan
looked at her. He thought of the doctor in London. He thought of
her
parents. He thought of the struggle she would face if she chose
him.




"I can't," he said, his heart breaking with
every word. "I can't ask you to give up your peace for my chaos,
Nila."




She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes, and
pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. It tasted of salt and rain.




"You
were never chaos, Ayan," she whispered against his ear. "You
were the only thing that was real." 
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One Year Later.
 




Ayan
stood in Boichitra bookstore again. He picked up a new arrival from
the shelf. It was a small book with a blue cover.




The
title read: Echoes of the Monsoon.




He opened the first
page.




To Ayan,


Who taught me that some stories don't
have endings. They just change chapters.




He turned to the
back cover. The author's bio said: Nila lives in London. She is
currently single and writes stories about the rain.




Ayan
smiled, closing the book. He walked out of the store, into the
bright
Dhaka sunshine. He took his phone out and dialed a number he hadn't
called in six years.




It rang once.
Twice.




"Hello?"




"Nila,"
Ayan said, his voice steady. "It's raining in Dhaka. Come
home."




There was a pause, and then, a soft, tearful
laugh. "I'm already at the airport, Ayan."




The
End.
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