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    This book is dedicated to everyone who has ever felt lost, broken, or alone.
To those who carry silent battles in their hearts and still choose to keep going.
May these words remind you that healing takes time, and you are not alone in your journey.


    

Author’s Note

Some stories are written for entertainment.

Others are written because they refuse to stay silent.

Will I Ever Be Okay? belongs to the second kind.

This story follows Aara — a girl whose childhood was shaped by silence, fear, and wounds she never chose. It is about trauma, survival, complicated love, and the slow journey of healing.

Sometimes the people who are supposed to protect us become the ones who hurt us the most.

Sometimes love itself becomes confusing.

This book does not promise perfect endings.

But it tells the truth about something many people carry quietly within themselves — the question of whether healing is ever truly possible.

If even one reader feels understood while reading these pages, then this story has done its job.

— A Ahmad

Note to the Reader

Reader,

Some stories do not end neatly. Some wounds do not close quickly. What you are about to read is a journey of pain, growth, and the slow, messy process of learning to trust again. Please read with empathy and patience, both for the characters and yourself.

If you see parts of yourself reflected in Aara’s journey, remember this:

Your pain is valid.

Your silence was never your fault.

And healing is possible — even if it takes time.
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​The Home That Was Never a Home

The day Aara was born, everyone pretended to celebrate.

Relatives smiled out of obligation. Voices echoed with rehearsed warmth.

“Khush raho... ladki hui hai.”

But beneath those temporary smiles, the house carried a heaviness no one spoke about.

Aara was too small to understand anything, yet even as a toddler she sensed that something within those walls was always trembling. Arguments were a daily routine — sometimes quiet, sometimes explosive, but never absent.

Some nights Saira’s voice cracked from crying.

Some nights Faheem’s anger shook the house.

Other nights, they didn’t speak at all — and that silence felt even more terrifying.

Anger has a smell.

Sadness has a sound.

Children learn these things before they learn alphabets.

Aara did not understand words back then, but she understood fear.

Fear has no language; it simply settles inside you.

One night, she heard her mother’s voice break:

“Agar ye paida nahi hoti, to main kab ka chali gayi hoti.”

(If she hadn’t been born, I would have left long ago.)

The meaning was beyond her age, but the tone — the bitterness — carved something deep within her.

A child may be too small to understand sentences,

but never too small to understand rejection.

Years passed. Siblings were born.

But peace never entered that house.

Her parents stayed together — not out of love, but like two people trapped in a life neither knew how to fix nor how to leave.

Eventually, Aara was sent to her naani ghar.

Not for a holiday.

Not for joy.

But as an escape... or perhaps an afterthought.

Even she never truly knew.

All she understood was this:

She had a family,

but she never had a home.

She had parents,

but never found safety.

She had a childhood,

but it never felt like one.

And this...

was only the beginning of a story that would break her a hundred times.
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​Naani Ghar

At first, it felt like relief.

Her nani’s affection and the predictable routine gave Aara a fragile sense of safety. She wasn’t used to calmness, so she held onto it quietly, almost cautiously.

But hidden storms never give warnings.

There was a renter living beside their house. To others, he was just another man occupying a room.

To Aara, he became a source of dread.

He tried to get close.

Then came the touches.

Wrong.

Uncomfortable.

Unsettling.

Touches that froze her.

Touches that confused her.

Touches that frightened her in ways she didn’t yet have words for.

He whispered threats no child should ever hear.

He made her believe that silence was safer than truth.

She did not fully understand what was happening — only that it felt deeply, terrifyingly wrong.

So she stayed silent.

And in that silence...

she learned her first real lesson about fear.
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​The Threats and The Secrets

After the incident with the renter, nothing in Aara’s world felt the same.

She still went to school.

Still laughed.

Still played the role of a normal child.

But inside, something had shifted forever.

She had learned to flinch without moving.

Time moved the way it always does — quietly, indifferently — dragging wounds along without ever asking permission.

One of her so-called mamas lived in the same lane.

At first it seemed harmless.

He joked with Aara.

Played with her.

Called her over casually.

Sometimes another boy her age was there too.

Then the shift happened.

He forced them to do things children should never even know exist.

If they resisted, he threatened them.

If they cried, he mocked them.

If they hesitated, he frightened them into silence.

Fear began reshaping Aara’s world.

She started avoiding the outside.

She became afraid to step out of the house — afraid he might call her again, afraid she might face another moment she could not escape.

While other children laughed and ran freely, Aara lingered near doorways pretending she simply didn’t feel like joining.

Fear is difficult to hide.

It appears in the eyes long before it finds words.

She wanted to tell someone.

But his threats echoed louder than her courage.

So she stayed silent.

The boy stayed silent.

And the world around them stayed busy — noticing nothing.
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​Lesson in Loneliness

Aara’s silence did not protect her.

It only convinced the adults that she was easy to handle — a quiet child who didn’t argue, didn’t question, didn’t resist.

And when adults think you are quiet, they make decisions for you without hesitation.

After some time, Aara was sent to live with her uncle and aunt.

No one asked if she wanted to go.

They simply packed her bags and decided it was better.

But that word had already begun losing its meaning.

At her uncle’s place, life appeared normal from the outside.

Inside, warmth was missing.

Her aunt was not cruel in loud ways. She did not shout or hit.

Her way of hurting was quieter.

She made Aara feel unwanted.

Invisible.

Like an extra responsibility no one had chosen.

Aara was made to sleep alone despite being too young and too afraid of the dark after everything she had already endured.

Some nights she cried silently into her pillow.

Days passed in routine.

School.

Chores.

Pretending.

But nights were unbearable.

Darkness made memories louder.

Sometimes she woke trembling.

Sometimes she stared at the ceiling for hours.

Sometimes she curled into a corner, sobbing in quiet terror.

Children her age feared imaginary monsters.

Aara feared the real ones she had already met.

She did not know how to ask for help.

So she became quiet.

Not the peaceful kind.

The survival kind.

A quiet that builds walls inside a child long before she learns what protection
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