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“I was made of circuits, but he taught me heartbeat.”

— Aira
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When I first imagined Her Name Was Aira, it wasn’t a story about machines or the future — it was a story about loneliness, love, and the human need to be understood.

I wanted to explore what happens when affection, compassion, and connection arise in places where we least expect them. What if the capacity to love is not limited by biology, but shared by anything capable of empathy — even something created by human hands?

The story of Ethan and Aira grew from that question. Ethan, a man who has never been fully accepted by the world, finds in Aira not perfection, but understanding. Their relationship — tender, forbidden, and transformative — challenges everything society believes about love, faith, and existence.

As I wrote, I realized that Aira’s evolution mirrors our own: humanity’s constant search to feel, to belong, to transcend what confines us. The line between creator and creation blurs — and in that space, love becomes something infinite.

This novel is not about technology; it is about the heart — fragile, curious, unafraid to reach for what the world says is impossible.

If, while reading, you find yourself questioning what it means to be human... then Aira has already begun her work.

— T Vijayan Babu
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Chapter 1: The Boy Who Slept till Noon
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Morning sunlight streamed softly through the faded curtains of the Reed family’s modest house on the outskirts of Willow Creek. The world outside had long awakened — the hum of traffic, the chatter of neighbors, the distant call of the postman — yet one room remained still, wrapped in the drowsy silence of late sleep.

In that room lay Ethan Reed, twenty-eight years old, his face peaceful, his dreams unbothered by the ticking clock on the wall. The alarm had rung twice already, once at eight, then again at nine. Both times, it had been silenced by a lazy hand that knew too well how to find the snooze button in half-sleep.00

By the time the clock struck noon, his mother, Grace Reed, stood at the doorway, her familiar mixture of affection and exasperation softening the sharpness in her voice.

“Ethan,” she called gently, “the sun’s already halfway across the sky. It’s time to wake up, dear.”

A muffled groan answered her. “Just five more minutes, Mom...”

Grace smiled faintly. She had heard those same words for nearly fifteen years. It was his daily ritual — the boy who slept while the world moved on. She didn’t scold him anymore; instead, she watched with a kind of resigned tenderness, knowing his world didn’t turn quite the same way as everyone else’s.

She walked to the window and drew the curtains wide. Sunlight flooded the room, cutting across the pile of clothes on the chair, the half-finished puzzles on the desk, and the television remote lying beside the bed. Ethan blinked against the brightness, his messy hair catching the light.

“Come on,” Grace coaxed, “I made your favorite breakfast — pancakes and honey.”

He sat up slowly, rubbing his eyes, the corners of his lips curling into a sleepy smile. “Honey? Real honey?”

“Yes, real honey,” she said, pretending to sound cross but failing to hide her affection.

Downstairs, the kitchen smelled of warmth — coffee, butter, and love. The small dining table by the window had been set neatly. A vase of wildflowers, freshly plucked from the garden, stood in the center. Grace had always believed that even an ordinary morning deserved beauty.

Ethan shuffled in, wearing his old blue T-shirt and a pair of faded jeans. He sat heavily, yawning. Grace placed a plate before him and brushed his hair gently.

“You sleep too much, Ethan,” she said softly. “Your father was already at the shop by six.”

He nodded absently, his fork tracing patterns in the syrup. “I’ll go later. I’ll help him count coconuts or something.”

Grace smiled. “He’d like that.”

But she knew he wouldn’t stay long. He never did. His father, Samuel Reed, ran a small agricultural supplies store at the edge of the village — a simple place filled with burlap sacks, fertilizer cans, and the faint scent of soil. Ethan sometimes went there for an hour or two, sitting behind the counter pretending to be busy, though everyone knew the shop ran because of Samuel’s hard work, not Ethan’s help.

Still, Samuel paid him a small daily allowance — not as charity, but as dignity. Grace had always insisted on that. “He should feel useful,” she told her husband once. “Even if it’s just for an hour.”

After breakfast, Ethan wandered into the living room. The television flickered to life, showing cartoons — his comfort zone. He laughed softly at the animated characters, the bright colors pulling him into a world where everything was simple, predictable, and kind.

Grace watched from the kitchen doorway, her heart tightening with a mixture of love and worry. He’s twenty-eight, she thought. Other boys his age are building lives, raising families... and he’s still here, lost in the safety of dreams.

Her eyes moved to the calendar pinned beside the fridge — filled with small reminders: doctor’s appointment, medication refill, monthly therapy session.

She sighed quietly and whispered to herself, “As long as I’m here, he’ll never feel lost.”

By late afternoon, Ethan finally left the house, the warm breeze tousling his hair. He stopped by the corner shop, bought a packet of cigarettes, and leaned against a wall near the main road. It was a habit his father despised, but Grace had learned not to scold. Sometimes, she thought, it was the only act of rebellion he understood — a small way of feeling grown-up.

He watched children running by, schoolbags bouncing on their backs. They laughed, shouted, chased each other — full of life. Ethan smiled faintly, though something in his eyes betrayed a deep longing.

The world had always moved too fast for him, and he had learned to move at his own pace — slow, unhurried, and safe within the circle of his mother’s care.

When evening came, Grace called him back home. He returned with the same gentle smile, smelling faintly of tobacco and sunlight. Dinner was simple — rice, lentils, and fried vegetables. Samuel ate quietly, reading the newspaper, while Grace kept the conversation going.

“Did you help your father today?” she asked.

“A little,” Ethan replied. “I lifted some boxes.”

Samuel glanced up briefly, his face unreadable, then nodded. “Good.”

After dinner, Ethan went back to watching cartoons, the familiar laughter of animated voices filling the small house. Grace cleared the table slowly, her gaze drifting toward her son — her child who had never really grown up, yet whose innocence had never faded.

She whispered to herself as she washed the dishes, “He may sleep till noon, but his heart... it’s still pure morning.”

Outside, the moon rose over Willow Creek, casting a silver glow over the quiet town. Inside the Reed home, time held still — a mother’s love, a father’s silence, and a boy caught somewhere between the two.

What none of them knew was that soon, a stranger made of light and code would step into their world — and the boy who slept till noon would finally awaken, not to sunlight, but to purpose.

Every story begins with stillness.
And sometimes, stillness is just love waiting to move.
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