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Chapter 1: The Monsoon in Mumbai
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The rain had a rhythm that Ayaan knew by heart. It was not the soft drizzle of Delhi winters he once knew—it was heavier, louder, like the city itself. Mumbai did not whisper when it rained; it sang.

From the cracked window of his modest 2BHK in Bandra, Ayaan watched the blurred outlines of the city vanish and return with each wave of the monsoon. The traffic lights blinked through the downpour like forgotten fireflies, and below, the city pulsed on—rickshaws honking, chai stalls steaming, life refusing to pause.

Inside, it was quiet.

Ayaan sat at his writing desk, a steaming cup of cutting chai untouched beside a worn leather-bound diary. His fingers hovered over the page. Words used to come easily. These days, they came like the rain—reluctant at first, then all at once, or not at all.

He dipped his pen in ink, the way he always did, resisting the temptation of the laptop. His handwriting, once admired in school for its calligraphic neatness, now wavered slightly at the edges—like him, aged only by time, not by years.

“If you return, I won’t ask where you’ve been.
Only if you remembered the smell of rain,
On that blue umbrella we both held...”
He paused.

It had been a decade since he’d written anything with Meher in mind. He’d promised himself he wouldn’t again. But this weather... this city... made promises feel like old poems—too fragile to hold, too heavy to forget.

A knock broke the quiet.

It was Rohan, the neighbour who always brought unwanted snacks and uninvited updates about the building. But today, it was different.

“Bhai, you ever listen to that poetry podcast? ‘Shaam Ki Awaz’?” he asked, grinning as he handed over a USB.

Ayaan frowned. “No. Why?”

“There’s a voice in there—reciting Faiz, like velvet. A girl named Meher.” He winked. “You’re into that sort of heartbreak stuff, right?”

The name hung in the air.

Meher.

Ayaan took the USB slowly, like it was a telegram from the past. He didn’t say anything. The door closed. The city roared outside.

And somewhere deep in the chaos of the monsoon, a long-buried part of him stirred awake.
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Chapter 2: Echoes of Delhi
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Delhi had its own kind of memory.

Not the soft, wistful kind—but sharp, precise, like the sudden bite of winter wind against the cheek. It remembered things even when you tried to forget.

Ayaan hadn’t been back in nearly seven years.

But the city lived in him—its gully cricket matches, the smell of roasted peanuts near India Gate, the echo of a harmonium drifting from a nearby flat. And above all, the terrace of his childhood home, where stories and dreams were whispered beneath a cloth-draped sky.

That was where he and Meher used to meet.

It began with borrowed notebooks and shared poems. He had been the quiet boy who loved Faiz and Ghalib, and she, the girl with sun-warmed eyes and a defiance too graceful to be loud. They met in tuitions, then library corners, then that old terrace with rusting rods and potted plants that never bloomed.

Their first conversation had been over a misquoted line of poetry.

“You’ve said it wrong,” she had told him once, correcting his Urdu with a smile. “It’s ‘kuch is tarah teri palkain meri palkon se mila de...’ not ‘mil jaayein’. Ghalib would weep in his grave.”

He had laughed then, half-amused, half-impressed. That was Meher—never hesitant to correct, never shy to challenge.

And soon, love had grown between them like vines—slow, certain, and unstoppable.

There were no grand declarations. No promises written in blood. Just poems tucked between pages, the warmth of stolen glances, and a blue umbrella they both clung to on their walks home in the monsoon.

But love, they soon learned, was not always enough.

Meher’s father had been transferred to Lucknow. Her mother, already battling illness, grew weaker. And in the final year of school, just before their boards, she stopped replying to his messages. No calls. No goodbyes.

Just... absence.

Ayaan remembered the last thing she had said to him, on a chilly January afternoon:

“If life pulls us apart, don’t come looking for me. Some loves are meant to stay unfinished. Like poetry without a last line.”

He never understood what she meant until much later.

Back in Mumbai, Ayaan now sat at his desk again, the rain still tapping against the windows. He plugged in the USB. Opened the file named “Shaam Ki Awaz – Episode 3.”

And there it was.

“Aaj phir dil ne ek tamanna ki...”

Her voice.

Softer. Deeper. More woman than girl.

But still hers.

Still Meher.

He closed his eyes and let the words fall over him like rain returning to a parched land.
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Chapter 3: The Podcast Voice
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It was past midnight, but Ayaan couldn’t sleep.

Meher’s voice echoed in the room, in his chest, in the very air around him. The way she pronounced “dil” with that slight hesitation before the “l” — just like she used to. The rhythm in her recitation, the pauses that knew exactly where a heart would break. It was unmistakably her.

But this wasn’t the Meher of terrace poems and school corridors.

This was a woman who had grown into her grief, into her voice. And now, she was speaking again — but to the world, not to him.

He clicked “Play” again. The episode title appeared on the screen:
"Shaam Ki Awaz – Episode 3: Letters to the Rain"
And there it was, at the 11-minute mark.

“This poem,” the host had said, “was sent in by a poet who calls herself ‘Mehrunisa’. She didn’t share her full name, but her words... they carry history.”

Mehrunisa.

Of course.

That had been Meher’s pen name in school. Ayaan had helped her choose it—after the Mughal queen who commissioned the Taj Mahal gardens. “A name that means both beauty and strength,” he had said.

She had laughed and added, “And impossible to forget.”

He scrolled through the episode description, looking for clues.

His breath caught.

He opened his phone and typed in the handle. The account appeared instantly—followed by thousands. A swirl of greyscale photographs, couplets typed on torn paper, audio clips under moonlight.

Her face wasn’t there, not fully. Just glimpses. A pair of fingers holding a pen. An eye half-shadowed in sunlight. A silhouette walking through Colaba Causeway.

But it was her.

He tapped through the posts, poem after poem, and finally stopped on one captioned:

“Some voices don’t call you back.
They wait to be found in silence.”
Ayaan’s chest tightened.

He typed a message. Then deleted it.

Typed again.

“Do you still remember the blue umbrella?”

He didn’t press send.

Instead, he stared at the words.

Would she reply? Would she even recognize him?

Or had she already turned the page, buried those poems, that boy?

He closed the app. Rested his forehead against the windowpane. The glass was cold. Outside, the city pulsed on.

And inside Ayaan, a forgotten warmth had begun to stir.
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