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Dedication

To all those who have lived let us down and have not lost their faith in love,

To those who tried to repair what was destroyed inside, even with a trembling hand...

To those who chose to stay despite the fatigue, or chose to leave with courage and dignity... This novel was written for you.

For your heart, which resisted silently, and remained beating, despite all the storms. Because houses do not fall if they are inhabited by honesty...I dedicate myself to "After the Storm".

Excerpt before chapters.

"The storm wasn't the real danger...>

The danger was in the aftermath:

In a hesitant look, a broken promise, and an incurable silence.

This story is not about how we were let down...

It's about how we stood up again,

We were faced with one question:

Is love alone enough to repair what has been broken?"

All stories begin with an explosion, a scream, a collapse...

But my story didn't start there.

It started after the storm subsided. When the voices faded, anger subsided, and the destruction appeared.

It was only then that I realized that the demolition was not on the walls... It is in the hearts. Returning does not mean survival, and a house does not become a house because we live in it... It is because we choose to build it every day, despite fatigue, despite doubt, despite fear. This novel is not about betrayal alone, nor about absence, but about what happens after returning, after promise, after regret...About love when it breaks and then tries to live again – with new wings, old pain.

"After the storm" is not just pages...

Rather, it is a mirror for everyone who fought the war silently and wanted to survive without losing himself.
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Chapter One: When we decided to stay.
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The morning was not much different from the days gone by, but the heart in which he woke up is no longer the same. The house, which once resembled a battleground between silence and breakdown, is now quiet... And maybe, just maybe, ready to live again.

Nora sat on the edge of her bed as she used to, but without that knot that inhabited her chest every morning. Adel was still sleeping next to her, his breathing was regular, and his face was topped with quiet fatigue, different from that loud fatigue that had enveloped his features before. Since he changed, she began to look at him with a different eye, with an eye wondering if he does not give up.

She hasn't forgotten, nor does she claim it. But she just decided to live, to give herself and her children a breather. Her decision was not so much about love, as it was about survival.

She ran her hand over her scattered hair, then quietly stood up heading to the window. I looked at the gray sky, the air was cold, but it didn't sting. Air is like the beginning of a season... Not his cruelty, but his confused introduction.

In the hall, the sounds of light feet creep up the stairs. Rana, the little one, was the first to wake up. She entered the kitchen with unexpected activity for the three-year-old, wearing pink pajamas carrying small bears, and her thick hair tied randomly.

"Mama! I was healthy before all of you!"

Nora laughed, lifted the baby and hugged her, feeling warm as if life was giving her a moment of pure purity.

"Sahit Badri, why, Battuta?"

"Because I dreamed that Baba came with me in the nursery... And then I woke up and found him not by my side."

Nora froze for a moment, then said with a smile:

"Baba is at home, Rana, and he will break the fast with you as well."

The child was happy, and before she could answer, Adel appeared at the door, his hair untidy, wearing his pajamas, and he looked sleepy but present... Present indeed.

He looked at Rana and said:

"Who is this who woke up Badri?! Am I catching up?"

The little girl ran to him, jumped into his lap, laughed, lifted her high, then kissed her forehead and whispered: "Good morning, my angel."

Nora was watching the scene, her feelings intertwined. One thing in it wanted to smile, and another thing wanted to cry. How many mornings have passed without this cuddle? How much pain hid behind a little laugh that you couldn't catch?

"Good morning, Nora..." Adel said it in an honest tone, and she smiled at him with her head, but she did not respond.

The three sat at the kitchen table, Nora prepared tea, and Rana poured milk in her usual chaotic way. Adel looked at the kitchen as if he was discovering it again, examining its shelves, chairs, and old teacups that he had never noticed.

"This tea is the smell of time..." He said as he lifted the cup to his nose, then looked at his wife, and added: "You used to do it like that, right? With green mint."

Nora looked at him for a moment, then said quietly:

"Time... There were sweet things in it, but I was covered in dust."

He did not answer. He was content with a slight shake of his head, as if willingly accepting blame.

Sami entered the kitchen moments later, holding his notebook in his hand. The ten-year-old seemed more silent since the beginning of the reconciliation, as if he did not want to get involved in a joy in which he might be let down again.

"Good morning, hero!" Adel said as he patted him on the shoulder.

Sami looked at him, hesitated, and then replied in a low voice: "Good morning."

Nora looked at her son, then at his father, and noticed that Sami didn't look his father's eyes in the eye, but he also didn't run away from him as he was. A little step... But it means everything.

He sat next to Rana and started drawing something in his notebook.

"What are you doing, Sami?" Nora asked.

"Drawing a house... I want to do a project for the school about the family."

Adel looked at the paper and saw a drawing of a simple house with five people in it. Everyone has names: Nora, Adel, Layla, Sami, and Rana.

But he noticed that himself, "Baba," was drawn outside the door of the house, standing looking from afar.

Sami smiled as he showed him the drawing, and said, "I don't know, I used to put you down... But now I can get you in if you want."

Adel froze in place. His laughter was lost, his heart trembled, and his eyes sparkled with tears that did not appear.

He said in a semi-hoarse voice: "I am the one who wants... But you're the one who has to allow me."

The whole kitchen fell silent.

Even Rana stopped drinking milk, and looked at her father and brother with astonishment that she did not understand, but she felt it.

Nora grabbed the cup of tea, drank from it without speaking, but inside there was a clear voice:

"Are we really starting to reform? Or are we just trying not to break again?

Laila walked into her room right after Iftar, without saying a word. Sami's words and the drawing of the house followed her, as if forcing her to face feelings that buried her under layers of caution and cohesion.

She sat on her bed, looking at the ceiling. When she was ten, she remembered how she would sit on the same bed, crying silently whenever her father was late to return, forgot to ask for her exam, or didn't notice her new Eid dress.

The old pain is not dead... He just slept in the corner, and today... Wake up.

She opened the drawer of her small desk, taking out an old cardboard box in which she kept letters she wrote but didn't send. Angry messages, sometimes sad, sometimes sarcastic.

She pulled out one, which was written in the handwriting of an angry teenager, saying:

> "Daddy... I don't know you exist. If I exist, why do I always feel like an orphan?!"

The letter closed quickly, as if it couldn't bear to look at its old self.

At that moment, I heard a light knock on the door.

"Layla? Can I come in?"

It was her father's voice.

She hesitated, then said in a neutral voice, "Come in."

Adel entered at a reluctant pace. He was carrying two cups of tea, one of which was placed on the desk, and then sat on the edge of the bed without waiting for permission.

He said, "Do you still like mint tea? Nor has your taste changed?"

She looked at him, then at the cup, and said coldly, "I loved him... I wouldn't have known you."

Like a slap. She didn't raise her voice but said it with a chilly heart.

He stayed silent for a few seconds, then said:

"I know I'm late... Not only in the days, but in years."

"I used to see you at home," she said. But I don't feel anything about you."

His silence this time lasted even longer.

Finally, in a broken voice, he said: "I'm trying... I won't be able to return what I missed, but if you allow me... I'm trying to be there for Li Jay."

She looked at him at length, her eyes grappling between a hidden longing and a bitterness still on the surface.

After a long silence, she said, "I will see... But don't promise me because I'm not ready for you to promise... And Tani disappears."

He shook his head, then said with a slight smile: "I don't promise... EThe proved."

Then he stood up quietly and said before leaving: "I will give you tea... Even if you don't drink it, it will be a little warm... Zee."

And he came out.

As for her, she kept looking at the cup, her eyes filled with a tear that did not fall but was stronger than any crying.

In the evening, Noura sat down with her friend Mona, whom she visited for the first time in many months. They sat on the small balcony, with a circular table with two cups of coffee in the middle, and a plate of untouched biscuits.

Mona said, watching Noura:

"I didn't expect you... You will continue."

Nora smiled softly and said, "Neither do I... But when Adel collapsed in front of me, and sincerely apologized... I felt that if I refused, I would still be the one who would break."

"You mean you believed him? You trust him again?"

Nora shook her head and said, "I didn't believe in the first place... But every day I get sold, I feel like I don't want to live in doubt all the time. If you want me to do that, then I have to choose... O I begin with my heart, O I live while I am waiting for the moment when Tani breaks."

Mona sighed and said, "A good heart is the one that gets tired, Nora."

She replied with a smile of tiring wisdom: "But it is also the one who makes the world worthy."

The next morning, Sami returned from school with strange features on his face. He entered the house silently, did not go to his room as usual, but sat on the floor in the hall, leaning his back against the wall.

Nora noticed him and approached him quietly.

"Malik, Sammy? Did something happen at school?"

Without looking at her, he said, "The school did an activity about the family... And every boy used to talk about his father... I said Papaya came back."

She smiled but felt that there was something that had not yet been said.

He continued in a low voice: "My companion Soli like this... One of them said to me, "But you were always silent, and we thought your father was dead."

Nora gasped without a sound.

"I didn't respond to them... But inside I was confused. Was he dead to me? Nor was I the one who died of him?"

Nora at once hugged him and pressed his head to her chest.

"Sami, your father is back... And he tried. And you don't have to explain to anyone... The story is not always understood by people; the important thing is that your heart understands."

He raised his head and said, "But I'm afraid... I am afraid to rejoice, and then I will return to the costume of Zaman."

Wiping his hair, she said: "Fear is normal, baby... But now we are trying to live instead of running away."

In the evening, Adel sat on the balcony alone. He was holding an old book; of which he had read nothing. His mind was far away, swimming between Layla's features, Sami's tone, and Nora's deep silence.

In his pocket, a small piece of paper in which he wrote in his handwriting:

"I don't want to be a visitor," >. I want to be a corner of this house... But the corner that doesn't fall is the second."

He put the paper in his pocket and got up, as if he had decided it would be something different tomorrow.

Nora was unaware that the quiet that hangs over the house these days is as fragile as thin glass, shining under the light but retractable at first vibration. She felt like she was walking on soft ground, not knowing when her foot would sink into it, or when the rug would suddenly pull out from beneath her.

Since Adel's return, everything has changed, even the silence itself has become different. It is no longer the silence of abandonment, but the silence of anticipation... It is as if everyone is wondering: how
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