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For those who believe that the softest love
often speaks the loudest—
and that courage is sometimes found
in quiet, rain-filled moments.

 


Table of Contents


		The First Encounter
A rainy morning and a meeting meant to happen.

		The Second Meeting
When coincidence begins to feel like destiny.

		Shadows Between Us
Love tested by silence, family, and fear.

		The Choice of Courage
Two hearts choosing bravery over certainty.

		When the Rain Fell Again
Where love returns, stronger than before.



 

 


Chapter 1 – The First Encounter

The rain had been falling since early morning—gentle at first, almost tender, then slowly growing heavier, until it washed the streets in a silver blur. The city seemed to move more quietly beneath it, as if everyone had agreed to slow down and listen.

Arman pulled his jacket closer around himself as he hurried along the narrow sidewalk. He had no real destination in mind. He wasn’t searching for anything in particular—not answers, not books, not even company. He was simply looking for shelter from the rain and, perhaps, from his own restless thoughts.

That was when he noticed the small bookstore.

Tucked between two aging shops, it looked like a secret waiting to be discovered. Without hesitation, Arman pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The sound of rain faded behind him.

The air inside was warm and still, filled with the comforting scent of old paper and ink. Rows of shelves stood quietly, heavy with stories that had been loved, forgotten, and rediscovered countless times. It felt like a place where time moved differently.

In the corner, near a tall window streaked with raindrops, sat a girl.

She was reading with complete focus, as if the world around her did not exist. Her hair was slightly damp, a few strands clinging softly to her face, and her scarf lay loosely around her neck. There was a calmness about her—an ease that made the silence feel natural rather than awkward.

Arman paused.

He didn’t want to interrupt her, yet something about the way she held the book, the quiet intensity in her expression, drew his attention. He moved to a nearby shelf, pretending to browse, though his eyes kept drifting back to her.

After a moment, she looked up.

Their eyes met.

It was brief, unexpected, and strangely warm. She offered a small, polite smile—one that carried no hesitation, only kindness—before returning to her book.

Arman felt a gentle pull in his chest. Clearing his throat, he spoke, his voice softer than he intended.

“Rain has a way of making the world stop, doesn’t it?”

The girl glanced up again, this time with a hint of curiosity. She tilted her head slightly, considering his words.
“Or maybe,” she replied, her lips curving into a thoughtful smile, “it makes the world listen.”

There was something in her voice—calm, reflective—that stayed with him.

“I’m Arman,” he said, almost without realizing he was introducing himself.

She closed her book carefully, as if marking the moment.
“Sana,” she said. “My name is Sana.”

And just like that, the silence between them changed.

They began to talk—about rain and the comfort it brings, about books that feel like old friends, about how certain places make you feel less alone. The conversation flowed easily, without effort, as though it had been waiting for the right moment to begin.

Outside, the rain slowly softened.

When Arman finally glanced toward the window, he realized how much time had passed. He felt a quiet reluctance settle in—an unfamiliar feeling, gentle but undeniable.

Sana stood, adjusting her scarf as she prepared to leave. Before stepping away, she looked at him and spoke softly, almost as if sharing a secret.

“Maybe the rain wanted us to meet.”

Arman watched as she walked back into the fading drizzle, her figure slowly disappearing into the gray street. The door closed behind her, and the bookstore returned to its stillness.

But something within him had changed.

He stood there for a long moment, aware of a feeling he hadn’t expected—something warm, something hopeful—like the beginning of a story he already wanted to continue.

 


Chapter 2 – The Second Meeting

Days slipped by, yet the memory of the quiet bookstore refused to fade. Arman found himself thinking about it at unexpected moments—during meetings, while sketching late at night, even while walking home beneath the open sky. He told himself it had been nothing more than a gentle coincidence, a brief exchange between strangers.

And yet, her words lingered.

“Maybe the rain wanted us to meet.”

Every time dark clouds gathered overhead, those words returned, soft but persistent, like a melody he couldn’t forget.

One evening, exhausted by deadlines and unfinished designs, Arman stopped at a small café near his office. He needed a pause—somewhere warm, somewhere quiet enough to breathe. The café welcomed him with the comforting aroma of coffee and the low hum of soft music. Outside, rain drizzled lightly against the windows, blurring the city into muted colors.

He ordered tea and chose a seat by the window. Pulling out his notebook, he began to sketch absentmindedly—lines forming shapes, ideas taking life on paper.

Then, a voice reached him.

“Do you always carry that notebook with you?”

Arman looked up, surprise flickering across his face.

Sana stood before him, holding a tray with her cup of coffee. For a moment, both of them seemed caught off guard, as if the world had nudged them together once again. Then she smiled—warm, familiar, and unmistakably real.

“I suppose I do,” Arman said, closing the notebook slowly. “It helps me organize my thoughts.”

She nodded, her gaze curious. Gesturing toward the empty chair across from him, she asked, “May I sit?”

Arman nodded instantly, and suddenly the café felt brighter, fuller—alive in a way it hadn’t moments before.

Their conversation resumed as though no time had passed, as if the bookstore had merely been an intermission. Sana spoke about her final exams in literature, about long nights spent reading poetry and novels that felt like quiet companions. She explained how she often came to this café to study, finding comfort in its calm rhythm.

Arman told her about his work—designing spaces meant for learning, growth, and imagination. He spoke about a school building he was currently working on, his voice carrying quiet passion.

“You design schools?” Sana asked, her eyes lighting up with interest.

“Yes,” Arman replied. “I believe spaces can shape minds. A classroom shouldn’t feel limiting—it should feel like a place where dreams begin.”

Sana leaned forward slightly, clearly moved.
“That’s beautiful,” she said. “Stories do the same thing, you know. They shape hearts, the way places shape people.”

Arman smiled, something warm settling in his chest.
“Then maybe we’re not so different,” he said. “You build with words. I build with bricks.”

Outside, the rain grew heavier, tapping steadily against the glass. Sana glanced toward the window and laughed softly.
“It seems the rain enjoys following us.”

Arman felt an unexpected warmth spread through him.
“Or maybe,” he said gently, “it’s just giving us reasons to meet.”

A comfortable silence followed—not awkward, but filled with unspoken understanding. Sana stirred her coffee slowly, her thoughts drifting somewhere distant. Arman watched her, struck by how natural it felt to sit across from her, as though this moment belonged to both of them.

When she finally looked up, her expression had softened.
“Sometimes,” she said quietly, “I wonder if certain people are meant to cross our paths… even if only for a short while.”

Arman’s heart tightened at her words.
“And what if they’re meant to stay?” he asked.

Sana didn’t answer right away. She smiled faintly, a hint of mystery in her eyes.
“Then,” she said softly, “I suppose the rain will keep reminding us.”

They parted that evening without promises spoken aloud, yet something had been quietly agreed upon. Arman walked home beneath the rain with a renewed sense of hope, while Sana carried her books close, a gentle smile playing on her lips.

Neither of them knew what the coming days would bring.
But both understood one simple truth—

The rain had begun a story neither of them was ready to let go.

 

