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​​DISCLAIMER

This book is a memoir based on the author's personal experiences and memories. Some names, places, and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals. The events described are told from the author's perspective and are not intended to make claims about any specific person. The author bears no ill will toward anyone in this story — only the hope that her truth becomes someone else's strength.

DEDICATION

For every woman who stayed silent so long that she forgot the sound of her own voice.

You are not alone.

You were never broken.

You were being born.

And for my daughter — the reason I stayed when the darkness called.
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Book Design Notes for Kindle Release

A Note Before You Begin

This book started as silence.

It lived inside me for years — in the corners of my chest, in the things I swallowed instead of said, in the nights I stared at the ceiling and asked the universe why it gave me so much pain.

Then one day, I realized something: the universe was not punishing me. It was preparing me.

Every storm I walked through made me stronger. Every door that shut in my face pushed me toward one I would have never found otherwise. Every person who underestimated me was simply wrong about who I was becoming.

I wrote this book because I believe in you. Even if I do not know your name. Even if your story is different from mine. Even if you are reading this in the dark, at 2 AM, wondering how you will survive tomorrow.

You will.

The struggle you are in right now is not your ending. It is your beginning.

This is not a book of advice. It is a book of truth. My truth. And my hope is that somewhere in these pages, you find the reflection of your own — and in that reflection, you remember who you really are.

— M. Aarohi
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PART ONE


The Girl With Wings
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She had dreams before anyone told her she wasn't allowed to have them.
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Chapter 1

She Who Topped the World
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In a room humming with the sound of computers, she was not just a student. She was the one they all looked at when the professor asked the hardest question.

She was the First Mark. The girl of the front row. The one who finished her assignments before anyone else had even read the instructions.

The World That Was Only Hers

Her college lab was her kingdom. Row after row of monitors, the soft blue glow on her face, the satisfying click of keys — this was the world that made sense. Code did not lie. Logic did not play favorites. If you wrote it right, it worked. No drama. No politics. No one telling you that you were too ambitious, too loud, too much.

She had done her three years of undergraduate study, then pushed herself even further into the Master of Computer Applications — MCA — while also taking a separate diploma course just to learn more languages, more tools, more ways to build a future with her own mind.

She was, by every measure, extraordinary. Her professors did not just teach her; they discussed ideas with her as peers. Junior students came to her with doubts. When a new seminar needed a speaker, they called her name.

Standing at that podium with chalk dust on her fingers, explaining algorithms to a room full of silent faces, she felt something she would spend years trying to find again: the feeling of being exactly who she was meant to be.

The Two Worlds She Lived In

But every evening, she had to leave.

She walked out of the college gates and crossed into a different world — one built not of logic and light, but of iron and tradition. A world where her gold medals were just shiny pieces of metal. Where her first-rank certificates were paper. Where the question was never 'What do you want to do?' but always 'When will we find someone for you?'

She lived two lives every day. At 3 PM, she was soaring. By 6 PM, she had landed hard. And nobody at home seemed to notice the impact.

She didn't know it yet, but the woman who was being built in that computer lab — the leader, the thinker, the one who never gave up on a problem — she would need every ounce of that strength for what was coming.

The Lesson: The version of you that thrives in private will be the one that saves you in public. Never stop feeding that version.

"A woman who knows what she is capable of cannot be permanently convinced she is not. The knowing stays. Even when everything else tries to bury it."
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Chapter 2 

When Dreams Have Walls
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Some cages are made of iron. Others are made of love.

Her father's world was built on sweat and fire — a workshop where iron stoves were hammered into shape, where success was measured in daily sales and the sound of metal on metal. It was an honest world. But it had no room for the kind of dreams she was carrying.

Two Languages, One Roof

To her, her postgraduate degree was a passport to independence. To him, it was paper. He could not understand the digital languages she spoke, the algorithms she mastered, the future she was building line by line.

So she fought. For the undergraduate course, she fought. For the postgraduate, she fought again. She fought like a soldier, not because she wanted to battle her father, but because she could not stop believing in what she was reaching for.

She would come home glowing from a seminar — eyes bright, mind full of ideas — and find silence. Not cruelty. Just absence. He could not see what she was becoming. And that was its own kind of loneliness.

––––––––
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The New Vocabulary

As her final year of MCA approached, the air in the house changed. The words that filled the rooms were different now. Not Java. Not Bangalore. Not career. The new words were: salary requirements, horoscope, groom, and family.

Her father — who had never once sat with her to look at her marks — now suddenly had strong opinions about the minimum salary a suitable husband should earn. Twenty thousand
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