
If Love Had Wings

When Hearts Learn to Fly Beyond the Weight of the Past

By Cassian M.Daniels

Table of Contents






Acknowledgments

Copyright

Dedication

About the Author

Foreword

Chapter 1: The Sky Between Us

Chapter 2: Boarding Passes and Broken Past

Chapter 3: The Silence After the Storm

Chapter 4: When Promises Whisper

Chapter 5: The Distance Between Us

Chapter 6: The Distance Between Heartbeats

Chapter 7: When Promises Tremble

Chapter 8: The Letters They Never Sent

Chapter 9: Where the Sky Remembered Us

Chapter 10: The Winds That Changed Us

Chapter 11: When We Stopped Asking Why

Chapter 12: The Letters We Never Posted

Chapter 13: When the Sky Didn't Break

Chapter 14: The Places We Never Got to Visit

Chapter 15: The Places We Left Behind

Chapter 16: The Winds of Our Becoming

Chapter 17: When Love Was the Answer

Chapter 18: The Silence After Goodbye

Chapter 19: When We Almost Stayed

Chapter 20: If Love Had Wings

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgments

[image: ]


To those who have taught me that love is not bound by distance, time, or circumstance — this story is for you. I am deeply grateful to my family, who supported me through every chapter, and to my friends, who encouraged me to keep going when the words seemed out of reach.

To the readers who allow my characters to live in their hearts, you are the reason these stories take flight. And to anyone who has ever believed in love’s ability to rise above loss and fear — you are the wind beneath the wings of If Love Had Wings.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 by Cassian M. Daniels

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


For every heart that learned to soar after being broken.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the Author

[image: ]


Cassian M. Daniels is an author who writes heartfelt, emotionally rich stories about love, loss, and the resilience of the human spirit. Cassian’s novels often explore the transformative power of connection and the courage it takes to embrace new beginnings. Outside of writing, Cassian enjoys long walks under open skies, collecting quiet moments of inspiration, and capturing life through the lens of a camera.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword

[image: ]


Love is often described as a force that lifts us, carrying us beyond the heaviness of our fears and the scars of our past. If Love Had Wings is a story born from that idea — that love, when true, has the power to rise above everything that tries to hold it down.

In writing this novel, I wanted to explore what it means to trust in love’s ability to heal and to believe in the possibility of new horizons even after the storm. These pages follow characters who have been grounded by loss, yet find the strength to take flight again.

My hope is that as you read this story, you are reminded that no matter how heavy the past feels, love will always have the wings to carry you forward.
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Chapter 1: The Sky Between Us
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The departure lounge at Doha International Airport was alive with a soft hum—the lullaby of boarding announcements, the clink of coffee cups, and the quiet shuffling of hundreds of stories crisscrossing in transit. Somewhere among them sat Aarav, a man in his early thirties with a camera bag by his feet and a passport tucked between his palms. His fingers tapped against it rhythmically, though his eyes remained locked on the departures screen overhead, not reading—just staring.

Aarav wasn’t supposed to be here. Not in this airport. Not on this day. And certainly not in this state of mind.

Twelve hours ago, he was in Bangkok, photographing fishermen on wooden boats drifting against a golden sunrise. He had meant to fly home to Delhi for a brief stay. But one delayed flight, a missed connection, and the universe had other plans.

He always believed life’s best stories began in moments of inconvenience. He just didn’t know his story was about to begin.

Across from him, two rows down, Noor sat cross-legged on a navy-blue lounge chair. She was twenty-nine, with soft features that seemed to rest gently on the edge of introspection. Her laptop sat open on her lap, though she wasn’t typing. Instead, she watched the crowd with an attentiveness that hinted she saw more than most. Every once in a while, she would jot something down in a tiny brown notebook balanced on her knee.

Noor was a storyteller, but not the kind with a camera. She was a therapist-turned-writer, documenting untold stories of displaced women across the Middle East. She was flying from Amman to Cape Town for a conference on trauma healing and resilience. But like Aarav, her flight had been rerouted.

It was coffee that brought them together.

More specifically: a minor disaster in the form of Aarav accidentally knocking over his espresso while distractedly turning around—right onto Noor’s notebook and sleeve.

“I’m so sorry!” Aarav exclaimed, instantly pulling tissues from his bag.

Noor looked down at the mess. Her only copy of handwritten field notes—stained. But instead of flaring in frustration, she looked up and said, “Well... at least it’s a good excuse to rewrite the messy parts.”

Aarav blinked, taken aback. “You’re not mad?”

“Of course I’m mad,” she said with a grin. “But yelling won’t dry the ink.”

They laughed. And just like that, the air between them softened.

He offered to buy her another coffee. She accepted—not because she wanted caffeine, but because there was something disarming about him. His apology was sincere, his eyes honest.

Over two mugs of dark roast and a shared blueberry muffin, they began to talk.

Aarav, it turned out, wasn’t just a photographer. He was a visual storyteller who had spent the last five years documenting underrepresented communities across Asia. He spoke about his recent work with street children in Cambodia, and a photo series he had done with retired rickshaw drivers in Kolkata. His photos weren’t just images—they were windows into forgotten worlds.

Noor listened, intrigued. “You don’t just click pictures,” she said. “You capture grief without stealing dignity.”

That comment struck Aarav. Few people saw that side of his work.

When he asked what she did, Noor explained her journey from clinical psychologist to writer. “I realized,” she said, “that healing doesn’t always happen in the clinic. Sometimes it begins with a story—being heard, being seen.”

They spoke of shared values: empathy, honesty, connection. Neither had expected to find something so familiar in someone so new.

Their flight delay was now six hours. Time, it seemed, had taken its foot off the pedal for them.

Around hour three, they found themselves sitting cross-legged on the lounge carpet, their bags forming a small circle around them. The conversation had shifted from career to life.

Noor told Aarav about her mother—how she had raised three daughters alone in Beirut after Noor’s father disappeared during the 2006 war. Her mother’s strength shaped her own sense of purpose.

Aarav shared about his brother, who had battled depression in silence for years. His passing was the reason Aarav left a corporate job in Singapore and turned to photography—to find beauty where pain lived.

There was a stillness in their honesty. No embellishment. No filters.

“I think,” Noor said slowly, “we keep looking for people who understand us. But sometimes, it’s the ones who’ve lived a little differently that end up understanding us best.”

Aarav smiled. “You think this was random?”

Noor shook her head. “I think the sky redirected us.”

As the sun dipped behind the tall glass panels of the terminal, the lounge grew quieter. Passengers dispersed, announcements faded. But Aarav and Noor remained in their bubble.

They walked to the large window facing the runway. Planes took off like paper birds, their engines humming into dusk.

“You ever wonder what it feels like to leave everything behind?” Noor asked suddenly.

Aarav nodded. “I do it all the time. But I also carry everything with me. The places. The people. The pain.”

She turned to look at him. “That’s the problem with healing, isn’t it? It doesn’t come with closure. It comes with carrying.”

They stood in silence, watching a plane disappear into clouds.

In that moment, both of them—so different in background, culture, and pain—felt the strange weightlessness of meeting someone who didn’t try to fix them, but simply stood beside them.

The airport had entered that liminal hour—the one when time feels suspended and the world breathes a little softer. The floor cleaners made quiet rounds. The shops were shuttered. The light above the gates had dimmed into a bluish hue. Yet inside Lounge C-17, Aarav and Noor were still talking, the hours stitching together like a tapestry of unspoken comfort.

“Do you believe in fate?” Aarav asked, tracing the rim of his coffee cup with his finger.

Noor tilted her head. “I believe in intersections. People come into our lives at a certain point for a reason, not always because we’re meant to stay, but maybe because they’re meant to hold a mirror up to us.”

Aarav looked at her curiously. “A mirror?”

“Yes,” she replied. “A mirror to show us where we are. What we’re holding. Who we’re becoming.”

He let her words settle between them like dust on quiet furniture.

“I think,” he said, “you’re the first person I’ve spoken to in months who didn’t rush to respond. You actually listen.”

“I listen for a living,” she said with a soft laugh. “But I also listen to understand, not just to reply.”

They sat in a comfortable silence.

Suddenly, a memory returned to Noor—something from her fieldwork in Jordan. “I once met a young woman named Amina,” she began. “She was sixteen, from Syria. She had seen her village destroyed. Lost her father. Carried her younger brother across the border on foot. When I asked her how she survived, she said, ‘When the world breaks you, you can still build wings from the pieces.’”

Aarav blinked.

“That line never left me,” Noor added. “Wings made from broken pieces. Maybe that’s what love is. Not the perfect kind we see in films. But the kind built from scar tissue.”

He nodded slowly. “Love that knows grief. And chooses to stay anyway.”

By now, they had found a quiet corner near the oversized floor-to-ceiling windows where the planes looked like sleeping giants. Aarav pulled out his camera and showed Noor some of his recent photos: a boy flying a kite on the rooftops of Lahore, an old couple sitting under cherry blossoms in Kyoto, a tribal woman dancing in slow motion under the rains of Meghalaya.

“Every picture has a story,” he said, scrolling gently.

“Tell me this one,” Noor pointed at the boy with the kite.

“His name is Rehan,” Aarav said. “He told me he wanted to fly so high that the sky would remember his name.”

Noor smiled.

“He was selling balloons at a roadside fair,” Aarav continued. “But the moment I asked him about his dream, he didn’t hesitate. He just pointed to the sky. I didn’t know if it was hope or hunger. Maybe both.”

Noor studied the photo again. “It’s always the children who teach us.”

“They’re the ones who remember what we forget,” Aarav said. “That dreaming is oxygen.”

Noor stared at him for a long moment. “Have you always been this... poetic?”

He laughed. “Only when I’m jet-lagged and oversharing with a stranger.”

She laughed too. “Well, I’m a stranger with an espresso-stained notebook and a delayed flight. I guess that makes us even.”

An announcement came over the speaker: Flight QR 264 to Johannesburg now rescheduled. Boarding at Gate B6 in two hours.

“Still more time,” Noor said, checking her phone.

Aarav stretched. “Want to walk?”

They roamed the terminal slowly, like two travelers without a map but no hurry either. They paused to look at the art displays—a collection of children’s paintings from refugee camps in Gaza and Yemen. One drawing caught Noor’s eye: a little girl standing on a cliff, holding a balloon shaped like a heart.

The title read: If Love Had Wings.

Noor blinked. “That’s... eerie.”

Aarav stared at it too. “Maybe the universe does have a twisted sense of humor.”

“Or,” Noor said softly, “maybe we’re being reminded of something.”

Back at their seats, Noor opened her notebook—still slightly wrinkled from the coffee spill. “Can I show you something?”

Aarav nodded.

She flipped through the pages and stopped at a sketch. It was rough but beautiful: a pair of wings, broken in the middle, but stitched together with thread. Over the top, written in looping Urdu, was: "Mohabbat ko par lag jaayein toh har faasla chhota lagta hai.”

(If love had wings, even the longest distance would feel short.)

“You drew this?”

“Last week,” she said. “Before this trip. I didn’t know why. I just felt it.”

Aarav studied the image. “It’s exactly what you said earlier. Wings from broken pieces.”

She nodded. “Because that’s what survivors do. They don’t wait to be whole. They fly anyway.”

They spoke of their fears next—not because they were trying to be deep, but because the silence between them felt safe enough for honesty.

Noor admitted she had trust issues. That she’d once been in a long-distance relationship with a man who grew distant first emotionally, then completely. “He said I was too intense. That I felt things too deeply. That I was more burden than balm.”

Aarav didn’t interrupt.

“I learned,” she said, “that when people can’t handle your depth, it’s because they’re afraid of drowning.”

Aarav nodded slowly. “You’re not too much. You’re just more than they’re used to.”

She smiled. “That’s a kind thing to say.”

Aarav hesitated before speaking. “I lost someone once too. Not to death. But to fear. She was afraid I’d leave for work and never come back. And when I tried to reassure her, she said, ‘Even your eyes have an airport in them.’”

“That’s... devastating.”

He shrugged. “Maybe it was true. I did leave a lot. For assignments. For causes. For everyone but her.”

They looked at each other then—really looked.

Not as strangers passing time in a terminal. But as humans who had known heartbreak deeply, and still believed in the possibility of something tender.

Eventually, they sat shoulder to shoulder, sharing Noor’s earbuds to listen to a playlist called Wings for the Weary. It was filled with acoustic songs in multiple languages—Hindi, Arabic, French, Turkish—each one soft, raw, honest.

They didn’t speak for a while. The music said enough.

Later, Aarav checked the time. “Only thirty minutes left.”

Noor’s smile flickered. “Time always moves fast when something feels right.”

He turned to her. “Will you write about this?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. Some stories are meant to be felt, not retold.”

“But what if this is a chapter worth rereading?”

Noor looked down at her notebook. Then she handed it to him.

“Write your name here,” she said, flipping to a clean page.

He smiled and wrote it in capital letters, then added his email and a small doodle of a paper airplane.

She took it back, looked at the drawing, and laughed. “You’re full of surprises, Aarav-the-poet-photographer.”

“And you’re full of courage, Noor-the-truth-teller.”

When the final boarding call came, they stood slowly. Neither knew what to say.

So Noor said the truest thing she could. “Thank you for showing up without knowing it.”

Aarav replied, “Thank you for seeing me when I didn’t know I needed to be seen.”

They didn’t hug, didn’t promise forever, didn’t romanticize what had just happened.

But as Noor turned to walk toward her gate, she looked back once. Aarav was still standing there, watching her go—not with longing, but with recognition. The kind that only happens when souls brush wings mid-flight.
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Chapter 2: Boarding Passes and Broken Past
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The night after Doha felt quieter than most. Noor lay curled up in the corner seat of her hotel room in Cape Town, the soft thrum of the city’s heartbeat muffled by glass. Below, a mosaic of lights blinked like faraway stars. Above, the sky stretched endlessly, unmarked by flight paths or expectations.

She opened her notebook again.

The pages still held the faint scent of airport coffee. She ran her fingers over the ink Aarav had written—his name, his email, the little paper airplane doodle. Something about that meeting refused to settle. It stayed in her chest like an unopened letter.

But this chapter wasn’t about romance. Not yet. It was about history. Wounds. The past they’d both hinted at but hadn’t fully unpacked. And as Noor began writing again, she realized something vital: some people arrive in your life not to complete your story—but to help you rewrite the chapters you’ve hidden.

Three days earlier, before the rerouted flight, Noor had sat with her mother in Amman. They drank cardamom tea in the late afternoon heat, the room thick with the scent of jasmine from their balcony garden.

“Why do you keep going?” her mother had asked, folding her prayer shawl neatly.

“Because someone has to tell their stories,” Noor replied.

Her mother gave her a look that blended pride with worry. “And who’s telling yours, habibti?”

Noor had no answer.

She had always been the listener. The container. The woman others leaned on. But her own story—her own heartbreak, anger, and longing—remained locked in a part of her soul she rarely visited. A part that still held the face of someone she hadn’t spoken to in two years.

His name was Ziad.

They had met in Beirut, back when Noor was still a therapist. He was charming, articulate, and deeply flawed in the way only brilliant people could be. They had built something fragile on the edge of their brokenness—until one day, he simply vanished.

No fight. No goodbye. Just a silence loud enough to shatter everything Noor believed about love.

She remembered that night clearly. Her hands trembling as she dialed his number. The cold flat ring. The voice mail that never changed. She remembered screaming into a pillow so her neighbors wouldn’t hear. She remembered her mother whispering through the door: "Let him go. If he cannot carry your truth, he was never your future."

But still, she had loved him.

And that pain never truly left. It merely moved into quieter corners of her being.

In Cape Town, the conference was filled with powerful conversations. 

Psychologists, sociologists, and writers from across the globe sat in circles, sharing methodologies on healing after trauma, especially in war-torn regions. Noor’s talk was on narrative therapy—how storytelling can be used as a bridge between past pain and present resilience.

But even as she stood on stage, talking about the strength of survivors, her
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