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Disclaimer


I ask readers to understand that, in telling any story of mine, a main character may do un-islamic or prohibited things due to their flaws or ignorance. I assure that there is a positive character arc at play in all my stories, and ask of you to remain patient and see it through.

JazakAllahu Khairan for reading.






Back to Him


The place that Aliyya loved now looked like some sort of dishevelled hell hole out of a horror movie set as opposed to the beatific living room of her mother’s house. The chandelier that was once an intimate third in any of their conversations now seemed intrusive. Its light, more sickly yellow than sparkling golden, stretched down like vines in a jungle. It almost snared over Aliyya’s eyes, as if wishing to blind her and bludgeon her both at the same time. 
The sofa she sat on, previously a beautiful leather that comforted every inch of her body, now felt like a cow was beneath her, mooing as she shifted herself across its back. The walls were a sharp grey, descending the world into a sort of muted spectrum that held no vibrance to it whatsoever. A cabinet stood on the far side, and in its glass chambers were awards and pictures of Aliyya and her mother, from before she’d gotten married and moved out. Memories of old that induced a level of nostalgia that sometimes made her heart ache, sometimes made tears rise and fall across her cheeks to her chin.
The savoury scent of samosas wafted into the room, mixing with the damp carpet and strange odour in the air. Aliyya could smell her own spite brewing within herself, too, and it wasn’t a pleasant scent.
“Aliyya, I’ve brought the goodies,” her mother said, waltzing into the living room wearing her typical green salwar, the colour of her home country. Aliyya, before she’d gotten married, always wished to wear salwars the same as her mother. But now, whenever she visited her childhood home, she was a guest. And that meant wearing a burka outside, since she had to maintain her modesty en route to this house.
In her mother’s hand was a plate of samosas, large enough to feed an entire family, and she placed that plate with a clink on a wooden desk as rickety as the foundations of the almost ancient house. Her mother scooted onto the sofa, pulled the table between them, and bit into a samosa as if the smoking heat had no effect on her.
“I will never understand how you do that,” Aliyya said, grabbing a samosa herself and letting its heat travel from fingertips to heart. These delicacies, since that was what they were when handmade, were infused with a mother’s love, and that made the taste pop far more than if chemical enhancers were used. Aliyya tried to bite into it, but the heat stung her tongue, and she gulped down some ice cold water to quell the sensation.
“It is an acquired skill,” her mother said with a laugh. “I grew up in a hot country, so I am used to heat. Even if from samosas like this one.”
Aliyya sighed, then shifted her hands in her lap. Her burka stretched and pulled itself across, as if trying to accommodate for her hands but being unable to do so.
“What are you really here for, Aliyya, my daughter?” her mother asked. Her tone was soft, words even softer, expression the softest. So gentle, in fact, that Aliyya ripped her gaze away and stared down again at her grey burka.
“I fell out with Henna,” Aliyya said.
Her mother’s gasp was faint, but present. “What happened?”
“It’s been over a few months, but I never said anything to you or Hamzah—” Hamzah being Aliyya’s husband— “because I thought we’d get over it, you know like friends always do. But she…she’s become so insufferable recently, and that’s all I’ll say because I don’t want to fall into backbiting.”
Her mother nodded, and gave Aliyya a side hug whilst chewing a samosa. Strangely, the rumble of her chewing and swallowing was a comfort to Aliyya. It seemed mothers could do almost anything and the child would find it soothing.
And Aliyya’s mother was a great one, too.
Henna had gotten married recently, which was a happy moment for both friends since Aliyya had spoken with Henna on countless nights about her trouble in searching for a spouse. Henna had struggled immensely, since guys nowadays either wouldn’t pray, or wouldn’t be good to their parents, or were too restrictive like they owned their wives, or had this weird thing where they wished for their wives to work outside the home instead of each
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