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Preface

There are moments in every life when the clock stops, the noise falls silent, and you are left alone with a single, heavy question: Is there still room in my heart for love?

This novel was born from that moment. Born from the question, not from the answer. From doubt, not from certainty. From the wound, not from the scar.

Beyond the Fog, the Moon is not simply a love story between a man and a woman. It is the journey of a soul that learned to die and return to life simultaneously. It is the story of Adam — a man who built tall walls around his heart, believing they protected him, only to discover they imprisoned him. And the story of Lamis — a woman who carried a light she did not know could pierce any wall.

I wrote this novel for everyone who once believed in love and was betrayed by it. For everyone who learned silence after they once had so much to say. For everyone standing now on the threshold of their own feelings, afraid to step inside. This novel is a message to you: fear does not mean unreadiness, and being wounded does not mean you are unworthy of love.

I hope that within these pages you find something that touches your soul. I hope you close this book with a new heartbeat — and a smile on your lips, even if your eyes carry tears.

Abdullah Al-Baghdadi

Baghdad, 2024
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The Glass Wall
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"Who said walls are built from stone? Sometimes a single disappointment is enough."

❧  ✦  ❧

The rain fell silently against the glass facade when Lamis Mohammed arrived ten minutes late, clutching a folder of papers in one hand and a hastily composed smile of apology on her lips. She was the new Director of the Design Department, and everyone was waiting in the conference room — everyone except one man, who had chosen to stand apart from the table, gazing out at the rain as though the meeting had nothing to do with him.

Adam Suleiman. She had heard a great deal about him before she ever saw him. She had heard he was a genius in architecture, that his work carried a visual signature unlike anyone else's. She had also heard he was cold as glacier ice — he never laughed, never cried, never came to celebrations or joined the team for lunch. His colleague Huda had once said of him: 'Adam lives inside his equations. The rest of the world is outside his circle.'

But Lamis had not known, until that morning, what it meant to stand before a man and feel something — something she could not name — that resembled recognition without prior acquaintance.

"Miss Mohammed," he said, without turning to face her, his gaze still fixed on the rain beyond the glass. "I believe you are aware that the meeting was at nine o'clock."

Her footsteps faltered for a moment. His voice was deeper than she had imagined — as if it came from somewhere inside the chest kept for things not usually said aloud.

"And I believe you're aware that the meeting hasn't started yet." She answered calmly, crossing to her seat and laying her folder on the table in a slow, deliberate motion.

Now he turned. And for the first time, she saw his eyes — dark brown, deep in a way that made you feel you were looking into a well of indeterminate depth. Neither warm nor cold. A clean emptiness concealing something heavy.

He did not reply. He sat down.

And the meeting began.

For the next hour, while she presented her vision for redesigning the external facade of the Al-Fajr Commercial Complex, she noticed that he neither wrote nor nodded nor commented. He sat with arms folded and eyes that observed with a coldness resembling sterility. But at the moment she produced her design board and pinned it to the wall, she saw something shift in his face — something faint, quick, like a rock that shuddered once and returned to silence.

"This angle is wrong," he said after a moment of silence, pointing to the right side of the design.

"Intentional," she said without hesitation.

"Intentional doesn't mean correct."

"And correct doesn't mean beautiful." She answered at the same speed.

Another silence. Longer. And then — for the first time since she had entered the room — she saw something resembling a smile flicker at the corner of his mouth before he extinguished it.

She did not know then that this 'wrong angle' in the design would be the beginning of everything.

❧  ✦  ❧

Adam was the first to leave the meeting, his footsteps measured, neither hurried nor slack. He paused a moment in the doorway, then moved on without looking back.

Huda said in a low voice, gathering her papers: "He hasn't spoken in a meeting like that in three months."

Lamis looked at the door that had just closed.

"Why?"

Huda swallowed. "Since... it doesn't matter."

But Lamis had learned early that sentences ending with 'it doesn't matter' are usually the ones that mean everything.

❧  ✦  ❧

That evening, back in her small fifth-floor apartment, she stood before the mirror and asked herself honestly: What stopped you there, Lamis?

She found no clear answer. There was something in the way he sat, in how he had looked at the rain before realizing anyone was watching. As if in that unguarded moment he had been a different person — softer, lonelier — and the instant he sensed other eyes on him, he hardened and put his mask back on.

Lamis knew very well what people looked like when they wore their masks. She wore one herself.

She opened her sketchbook and drew the 'wrong' angle he had criticized — the deliberately wrong one — and beneath it wrote a single line:

"Sometimes the most beautiful things are simply those that stand at a different angle from everything else."
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Perfume in the Hallway
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"Memory is brazen... it visits you when you least want it, carrying the scent of someone you haven't forgotten yet."

❧  ✦  ❧

Three days passed without them exchanging anything beyond the bare minimum of professional necessity. 'Send the file.' 'Done.' 'This revision is unacceptable.' 'I'll review it.' Short sentences with no preambles and no endings — messages fired off in haste between two people avoiding something they refused to name.

On the fourth day, they met by chance in the narrow corridor leading to the print room. Adam was coming from the opposite direction, and each saw the other too late for avoidance to be anything but awkward.

He passed beside her at a distance closer than she had anticipated, and in that fleeting instant his scent reached her — sandalwood blended with something warmer, something like earth after rain. A fragrance neither harsh nor soft, one that inhabited the gray space between things.

She stopped without knowing why.

"Did you lose something?" he asked, not quite halting — as if his pause was only half a pause.

"No. I just—" She stopped herself. "Nothing."

Behind her, she heard his footsteps recede at that same unvarying rhythm.

In the print room, while the machine turned out her pages, she leaned her back against the wall and closed her eyes for a second. That scent — how could a fragrance say about a man what his words never said?

She remembered her grandmother saying: 'Know a man's scent before his words, my love
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