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My name is Julian. I had been a carer for disabled people for over two years, and I never considered it a mere job. To me, it was a calling, a way to connect with people in a profoundly human way and, in small but meaningful ways, improve their lives. I loved the work, the quiet satisfaction of being needed, and the privilege of witnessing someone’s world in ways most people never could.

Between assignments, I was approached by my agency with a proposal that immediately caught my interest. They asked if I would consider looking after a blind person. At first, I thought it might be a typical arrangement, but they explained that this would be unusual — I would live in her house, assist her with daily life when needed, and accompany her when she performed in concerts.

Her name was Clara. She was blind from birth, yet remarkably self-sufficient, living in her family’s grand house in Istanbul, complete with servants who took care of the household. She was also a proficient pianist, one of exceptional talent, and it was clear that music was central to her life. The idea of caring for someone so accomplished, so independent, was both intriguing and exciting.

I was still living with my parents at the time, unattached, enjoying the quiet rhythm of my own life. I loved classical music, so the prospect of spending time with someone whose life revolved around it felt like a perfect match. It was the sort of situation that suited me: a mix of professional responsibility, personal interest, and a chance to truly connect with someone unique.

When I agreed to meet Clara’s family, I felt a flutter of anticipation. I didn’t know her yet, of course, but I sensed that this assignment would be different — not just another job, but an experience that could shape me as much as I hoped I could help shape her days.

*  *  *
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I arrived at the house in one of Istanbul’s upscale suburbs overlooking the Bosphorus. The property was large, tastefully landscaped, with the sort of understated elegance that spoke of long-standing wealth. A servant greeted me at the gate and guided me through the entrance hall into a bright living room, its high ceilings and soft afternoon light lending the space an airy calm.

It was Sunday, and the family was gathered: both parents and Clara were present. My first impression of Clara struck me immediately. She was stunning, a woman my age, with long, full hair and the kind of elegance that seemed effortless — not flashy, but perfectly in tune with someone of her upbringing. She extended her hand to me, and I shook it.

Then, she held my hand a little longer than usual, as if trying to read me, to feel the essence of who I was. I had always believed that blind people possessed a heightened sensory perception, and Clara seemed to confirm that belief in the quiet intensity of her touch.

Her parents were warm enough, though I could sense a critical edge, especially regarding me as a male carer. Her mother — Selin — introduced herself and mentioned that I came highly recommended by the agency. She had reviewed my recent assignments and even contacted two of my previous clients’ families, mainly to understand why I had moved on. I explained calmly that it had nothing to do with my abilities — the reasons for leaving had been entirely circumstantial, and nothing about my work with those individuals had been lacking.

Despite the subtle scrutiny, I felt a quiet respect emanating from them. There was a lot at stake here, but I was ready to rise to the occasion.

Clara

My previous carer had been a woman who recently got married and moved on. I had been quite fond of her, but part of me welcomed the change — the idea of experiencing something new, of meeting someone entirely different, sparked a quiet curiosity in me.

When Julian shook my hand, I immediately sensed something reassuring about him. His touch was firm but gentle, and somehow I could feel a subtle warmth in the way he held my hand, as if trying to understand me without words. His voice, too, carried a kindness, a calm attentiveness that put me at ease.

We would soon see how things would develop, but already I could feel a small ripple of anticipation. I was twenty-four, and due to my circumstances, I had never been close to a man my age in a personal, everyday way. The thought of it now — someone to be around, to talk with, to share small routines and quiet moments — stirred an unfamiliar excitement deep inside me.

I wondered what it would be like to have a man as part of my daily life, to experience a companionship so different from anything I had known. Even as I stood there, I felt my pulse quicken slightly, a mixture of curiosity and cautious hope. It was a new world opening up, one I could not yet see, but could already sense in my heart.

*  *  *
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Julian

We sat together over tea, the sunlight filtering gently through the curtains. The conversation flowed easily, though it was mostly Selin who asked questions, curious about my background and experience. I answered without hesitation, keeping my tone friendly but professional. I explained that I still lived with my parents, that I was unattached, and that moving into Clara’s house would not be a problem. Her eyes, sharp and observant even in casual conversation, seemed satisfied with my answer.

Finally, Selin turned to Clara. “And you? What do you think?” she asked.

Clara’s voice was calm but certain. She was happy to give me a trial period, she said, and we agreed that I would move some of my things into a private en suite room in the house. There was an ease in her decision that made the arrangement feel natural, as if it were the next logical step rather than a dramatic change.

My parents were less enthusiastic about me moving out, of course. They worried — as parents do — but they understood the opportunity this assignment represented for me. They knew it would challenge me, teach me new things, and allow me to grow in ways staying at home could not.

And so, two days later, I was settled into my new room, the space already beginning to feel like my own corner of Clara’s world. The furniture, the soft rugs, the quiet hum of the house — it all became part of the rhythm I was about to step into. I was ready to learn her routines, to understand how her days unfolded, and, most importantly, to begin discovering the nuances of her life as a blind pianist who navigated the world with such remarkable independence.

*  *  *
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Breakfast was laid out in the winter garden, the low winter sun casting a soft glow across the table, and I was invited to join every morning. The room smelled faintly of fresh bread and strong coffee, with the muted scent of winter jasmine drifting from the garden outside.

That first morning, Clara explained her daily routines to me. She spoke clearly and calmly, guiding me through the flow of her day as if I were learning a new instrument. She seemed to be “looking” at me in a way I could not quite define — her eyes appeared perfectly normal, and it was not immediately apparent that she
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