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​Introduction

EVERY GALI HAS A STORY.

Most of them are loud.
Some are exaggerated.
A few are whispered only at night.
This one was lived.

This is not a love story about grand gestures, roses, or perfect people.
This is a story about boundaries, ego, noise, and the quiet work love does when nobody is watching.
It is about a lane where:


●  parking becomes politics,

●  silence becomes punishment,

●  and affection hides behind irritation.


Here, love doesn’t arrive politely.
It argues.
It messes up.
Sometimes, it even uses the wrong words.



“Mohabbat yahaan shuruaat mein achhi nahi hoti,
bas sacchi hoti hai.”



This book is for anyone who has:


●  fought instead of explaining,

●  loved without knowing how to show it,

●  or learned too late that respect is louder than apology.


If you’ve ever lived in a mohalla,
you’ll recognize these people.
If you haven’t,
you’ll still feel them.
Because some stories don’t belong to a place.

They belong to emotions.

And this one—
belongs to a lane that never meant to teach love,
but somehow did.



​

​Dedication 

FOR EVERY GALI
that raised us louder
and loved us anyway.
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​Chapter 1: Morning Drama in Gali Number 7
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Gali Number 7 wakes up before the sun.

Not because the people are disciplined.
Not because alarms ring early.
But because Chacha Shamsher breathes.

And when he breathes, the mohalla listens.

“Arre beta! Scooter idhar mat lagao!”
His voice slices through the morning air.
“Zoya aunty ka phool ka ped toot jaayega!”
The lane pauses.

One scooter.
One sentence.
And suddenly, a public hearing begins.
Doors creak open like theatre curtains.
Steel glasses clink.
Chai steam rises like gossip warming up.
In Gali Number 7, everyone is retired, experienced, and self-appointed judge.

Ayaan stands near his scooter.

Twenty-four.
Unemployed by choice.
Overconfident by habit.
One hand holding chai.
The other scrolling a phone he isn’t really reading.
“Chacha,” he smiles, polite but careless,
“ped zinda hai. Aur main bhi. Relax.”
That smile is his mistake.

“Relax?”
Chacha Shamsher’s moustache vibrates like it has emotions of its own.
“Tumhare baap ki gali hai kya yeh?”
Silence.

Then—balcony news breaks.

Mrs. Verma leans forward like a reporter covering a live scandal.

“Zoya aur Ayaan... school se saath the,” she whispers loudly,
“ab dekho—pyaar bhi, ladai bhi.”
Her words travel faster than Wi-Fi.

Ayaan looks up.

Zoya’s balcony is empty.
Curtains still drawn.
But he knows—she’s listening.
He always knows.



“Iss gali mein subah sirf dhoop nahi utarti,
purani baatein, aadhi sachchai, aur naye afsaane bhi girte hain.”



The scooter rests beneath a small flowering tree.
Pink petals. Slightly tilted soil.
Carefully watered every evening.
That tree isn’t just a plant.

It’s memory.
It’s territory.
It’s Zoya.
And Ayaan knows it.

That’s why he parks there.

Not to annoy.
Not to dominate.
To be seen.



“Roz ka hai,” someone mutters.
“Paani ka issue bhi baaki hai,” another adds.
And just like that—

Gali Number 7 ka daily episode begins.

Parking fights.
Water politics.
Unsolicited parenting advice.
And the national obsession of every Indian mohalla:

“Tumhara beta kya kar raha hai?”

Ayaan takes a sip of chai.

Bitter.
Hot.
Familiar.
He smiles again—this time softer.

Because in this lane,
love doesn’t start with romance.
It starts with irritation.



“Mohabbat yahaan khamoshi se nahi aati,
pehle shor karti hai, phir dil mein jagah banati hai.”
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​Chapter 2: Love Trapped Between Abuse & Affection

ZOYA APPEARS ON THE balcony at exactly 8:07 a.m.

Not a minute early.
Not a minute late.
Like she’s been timing him.

Twenty-three.
Sharp eyes.
Sharper patience—already half exhausted.
She doesn’t shout immediately.
She looks down first.
At the scooter.

At the tree.

At Ayaan.

Then—

“Ayaan!”
Her voice cuts clean.
“Tum phir se apna scooter mere ped ke neeche laga gaye?”
The word mera lands harder than the sentence.

Ayaan doesn’t rush to reply.

He walks to the tree instead.
Touches the trunk gently—almost respectfully.
“Ishq karta hoon is ped se,” he says casually.
“Tum samajhti nahi... aur mohalla toh bilkul nahi.”
That’s when Zoya turns red.

Not love-red.
Not shy-red.
Anger-red.

The kind that burns quietly.

Silence falls.

And in Indian mohallas, silence is never peace—
it’s a countdown.
Mrs. Verma adjusts her binoculars like a senior detective.

“Blushing hai,” she announces to nobody in particular.
“Confirmed case.”
Zoya doesn’t respond.

She doesn’t throw insults.
She doesn’t argue.
She just stands there.

And Ayaan feels it.

That silence isn’t weakness.
It’s territory being guarded.



“Kuch khamoshiyan cheekhti hain,
aur kuch cheekhen sirf shor hoti hain.”



Ayaan knows the truth.

That plant isn’t just a plant.

It’s Zoya’s childhood—
summer afternoons spent watering it barefoot.
It’s her mother’s memory—
who planted it when the house still felt full.
It’s her boundary—
the one thing she never explained but always defended.
And maybe...
just maybe—
It’s his daily excuse to see her.

To exist in her line of sight.
To be noticed without asking.
He looks up.

Zoya’s eyes meet his.

No softness.
No smile.
Just a question she never asks out loud:

“Why can’t you respect what matters to me?”

Ayaan shrugs lightly, hiding the weight.

“Relax, Zoya,” he says.
“Ped bhi strong hai... tum bhi.”
Bad move.

She finally speaks, slower now.

“Tumhe har cheez mazaak lagti hai,” she says.
“Par kuch cheezein—mazaak se zyada hoti hain.”
She turns away.

Balcony door shuts.

Not loudly.

Firmly.



Mrs. Verma sighs dramatically.

“Arre yaar, aaj toh scene short ho gaya.”

But Ayaan stays.

He looks at the tree again.

For the first time—not as an excuse.
But as a responsibility.



“Mohabbat jab samajhne lage,
toh pehle ego toot-ta hai.”



He takes his chai sip.

Cold now.

And for the first time,
Ayaan wonders—
Maybe this isn’t about parking.
Maybe this never was.
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​Chapter 3: The Mohalla Logic Department
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By evening, the Mohalla Samiti is activated.

Not officially.
Not legally.
Emotionally.

Plastic chairs appear from nowhere.
Some are cracked. Some wobble.
All are occupied—because free opinions are never in short supply.
This is Gali Number 7’s court.

No files.
No laws.
Only experience, assumption, and loud confidence.
Chacha Shamsher clears his throat like a judge who enjoys authority a little too much.

“This scooter matter must be solved,” he declares.
“Otherwise, report banegi.”
Nobody knows kis report ki,
but everyone nods seriously.
Mrs. Verma leans sideways, whispering with excitement:

“Yeh shaadi-test chal raha hai,” she says.
“Hum judge honge.”
Her binoculars rest on her lap—temporarily retired, but alert.

Ayaan stands casually, hands in pockets.
Zoya stands straight, arms crossed.
Two different postures.
Two different worlds.
“Bolo,” Chacha says. “Apna apna logic rakho.”

Ayaan speaks first.

“Ped bilkul theek hai,” he says calmly.
“Main paani bhi deta hoon. Roz.”
A murmur spreads.
Responsible ladka hai, someone whispers.
Zoya doesn’t rush.

Then—

“Mujhe respect chahiye,” she says.
“Ped baad mein.”
The lane quiets.

Because for once,
this isn’t about a tree.
It’s about boundaries.

Chacha rubs his forehead.
Too much thinking.
Finally, the verdict:

“Dono galat ho.”

Relief spreads—
nothing satisfies a mohalla more than blaming everyone equally.
Ayaan exhales.

Then looks at Zoya.

“For you,” he says softly,
“scooter hata dunga.”
Zoya looks up.

A pause.

“Ek condition.”

The lane leans forward.

“Kya?” she asks.

“Ek chai,” Ayaan says.
“Outside this gali.”
Silence crashes.

Plastic chairs stop creaking.
Opinions freeze mid-air.
Mrs. Verma’s binoculars drop.

Chacha blinks.

Outside the gali?

Without witnesses?

Without commentary?

Illegal.

Unacceptable.

Dangerous.

Zoya doesn’t answer immediately.

She studies him.

Not the joke-maker.
Not the trouble-maker.
The boy behind both.



“Jab mohabbat ko gawah chahiye hote hain,
tab mohalla bolta hai.
Aur jab mohabbat sach ho,*
toh khamoshi kaafi hoti hai.”



She finally speaks.

“Dekhenge.”

One word.

Not yes.
Not no.
But something alive.

Ayaan smiles—not victorious.

Hopeful.

The meeting dissolves.
Plastic chairs disappear again.
But something stays behind.

A crack.

In mohalla logic.
In stubborn hearts.
And somewhere between chai and silence,
a different kind of case begins.
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