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Araf is twenty-four, fresh out of university, with a guitar in his hands and endless dreams in his heart. He believes life is meant to be felt — in melodies, in laughter, in stolen glances beneath an open sky. To him, love is simple, pure, and magical. 

Mritu is twenty-eight, a corporate team leader who has built her world on discipline and responsibility. Practical and composed, she no longer believes in 

fairy tales. Life has taught her to be strong, to be careful — and to guard her heart at all costs. Somewhere along the way, she lost the sparkle that once lived in her eyes. 

When Araf’s carefree light collides with Mritu’s guarded world, two completely different souls find themselves drawn together in the most unexpected way. 

Can a dreamer teach a realist how to believe again? Can love bring back the twinkle she thought she had lost forever? 

Sometimes, all it takes is one person... to make your eyes shine again. ✨�� 

2

Rain fell slowly against the café window, each drop touching the glass like a golden note against the soft glow inside. Outside, the wet street shimmered in muted grays, blending with faint reflections of lights to form tiny, fleeting pictures. As soon as they stepped inside, the warm aroma of coffee filled the air. A gentle guitar melody floated through the café, mingling with the rhythm of the rain, while Araf sat by the window, drinking in every moment. 

Holding his coffee cup, Araf smiled softly.“Your cup looks so lonely,” he said. 

Mrityu flinched slightly at first, then smiled shyly. “Yes... perhaps. Loneliness is part of reality, after all.” 

Araf’s eyes sparkled as he lightly traced the rim of his cup with a finger.“I think even in loneliness, there are sweet moments. Like this rain, this music, and this very moment.”

3 

A gentle smile, a fleeting glance, the soft touch of fingers on the cup—these small gestures made the café feel alive. Araf was simple, brave, and dreamy; Mrityu, responsible and grounded. Their differences were clear, yet the warmth of the moment brought them together. The rain continued to tap on the window. The guitar played on. Araf nudged his cup forward.“Come, let’s share this little joy.” 

Mrityu responded with a small, approving smile. The coffee moved closer to them, and for a heartbeat, time seemed to pause—small smiles, soft touches of hands, 

lingering glances—all combining to mark the beginning of a new story. 

Araf spoke softly,“In this moment, everything feels right.” 

Mrityu nodded. Slowly, a quiet warmth blossomed in their eyes—one that could only be found in the gentle convergence of rain, music, coffee, and silent companionship. 

Araf quietly sipped his coffee, gazing out the window. The raindrops seemed to respond to the guitar’s melody. Mrityu watched him, a shy smile softening his lips. Tiny gestures, gentle touches, fleeting glances—all together, the moment became a simple, dreamlike scene of romance.

4 

Araf held his coffee cup, gazing out the window. Rain flowed slowly down the glass, each drop lightly brushing against the café’s soft glow. A 

gentle guitar melody floated through the air, occasionally punctuated by a faint pluck as fingers touched the strings. Araf’s eyes flickered in tiny, subtle movements—a private signal of joy that no one else could read. 

Mrityu lifted his eyes from the laptop screen and looked toward the cup. His fingers brushed the rim lightly, and Araf caught the gesture from the corner of his eye. A slow smile curved across his lips. 

“The rain and this music... together, they feel like the first note of our story,” Araf said, dipping a finger into the steam before taking a sip. Mrityu tilted his head slightly.“Perhaps... but what kind of story it will be is up to us.” Araf nudged his cup forward gently.“Come, let’s share this little joy.”

5 

The cup moved closer to them, a soft touch of fingers, a fleeting glance—the moment seemed to pause. Raindrops tapped against the window, the guitar played on, and the 

warmth of the coffee steam mingled with the quiet rhythm between them. 

Mrityu sipped silently, his eyes repeatedly drifting toward Araf. Araf smiled softly.“In this moment, everything feels right.” 

A tender smile, a flicker of the eyes, the gentle brush of hands—they wove an invisible bridge between them. Araf was simple, brave, and dreamy; Mrityu, responsible and grounded. Despite their differences, a warm connection blossomed. 

Araf returned his gaze to the window. The raindrops seemed to mirror the playful flickers of his eyes. Mrityu nodded lightly in agreement. Their subtle gestures and 

soft smiles transformed the moment into a dreamlike scene. 

After a brief, shared silence, Araf said,“This is a moment worth holding onto, isn’t it?” 

Mrityu nodded.“Yes... some moments are meant only to be remembered.” 

The guitar played on, rain fell, coffee steam swirled—and in that quiet, gentle convergence, they created a small, simple, yet unforgettable romantic moment.
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Araf took a slow sip from his cup, then glanced at Mrityu from the corner of his eye. Light rain tapped against the 

window, its reflections sparkling softly in the café’s warm glow. Araf’s eyes held a simple, dreamy glimmer. “Have you ever thought,” Araf said, “that even an ordinary moment can feel a little magical?” 

Mrityu shrugged lightly.“Yes... maybe. But most of the time, reality doesn’t mix well with magic.” 

A small, playful flicker appeared in his eyes. Araf noticed it and smiled softly. “What if reality... just paused for a moment?” Araf said, gently brushing the rim of his cup with his finger. Mrityu glanced up, a shy smile curving his lips.

7 

Inside the café, the soft hum of the coffee machine, the subtle creak of chairs, and the gentle guitar melody blended together, makingthe moment feel alive. 

Araf slowly nudged his hand forward.“If you want... you can share this cup with me.” Mrityu paused for a heartbeat, then slowly placed his hand near the cup. A light touch, a fleeting glance—the moment seemed to freeze.Rain continued to fall on the window. The guitar’s soft melody and the warmth of the coffee steam intertwined, weaving an invisiblebond between them. 

Araf smiled gently.“See... sometimes it’s the smallest moments that are the sweetest.” Mrityu nodded quietly in agreement. A playful flicker of the eyes, the soft touch of hands—all together, a new story quietly began.

8 

Araf took a slow sip from his coffee. The soft melody of the guitar mingled with the gentle rain, drifting through the air. He gazed out the window, watching the reflections of lights scattered across the wet street. 

“Have you ever thought,” Araf said with a smile, “that it’s the smallest moments that become life’s greatest memories?” 

Mrityu paused for a moment, then placed a finger on the rim of his cup and replied, “Perhaps... but reality doesn’t always give us that.” 

Araf looked at him with a soft smile. His eyes sparkled as his finger traced the edge of his cup —a simple, dreamy gesture. 

“That’s why I’m saying,” Araf murmured,“if we add a little magic ourselves, even the smallest moments can feel enormous.”

9 

Mrityu glanced away toward the window. Rain fell steadily, each drop lighting up his thoughts in a subtle way. A small smile curved his lips. 

“You really see everything differently,” he said. A glimmer appeared in Araf’s eyes. He slowly reached forward, brushing his hand lightly against Mrityu’s. “Let’s hold onto this moment for a little while,” he said. 

Mrityu looked at him from the corner of his eye, then let his hand rest against Araf’s. A gentle touch, a quiet, playful glance—together, the moment came alive. Inside the café, the soft hum of the coffee machine, the slight creak of chairs, and the mellow strumming 

of the guitar—all combined with the rain, the steam rising from the coffee, and their tiny smiles to create a dreamy, romantic atmosphere. 

“I’ll remember this moment,” Mrityu said, a shy smile on his lips. 

“Me too,” Araf replied, a warm glimmer in his eyes. The rain continued to fall, the steam from the coffee swirled, and in their eyes, a soft but profound bond was born—one that could only arise from small smiles, playful glances, and quiet, gentle touches.

10 

Araf took a slow sip from his coffee, then gently let the steam mingle with his hand as he looked at Mrityu. 

“The rain... it makes this moment feel even softer,” he said, a simple glimmer in his eyes. Mrityu nodded lightly.“Yes... moments like these make you forget all the tensions of real life.” 

A small, playful flicker appeared in his eyes, as if he too were enchanted by the simplicity of the moment. 

Araf slowly reached his hand forward. “Let’s just share this moment with each other
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“In his eyes, she found her forever.”
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