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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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"He who would learn to fly one day must first learn to stand and walk and run and climb and dance; one cannot fly into flying."
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Preface

The Tethered Sky was born from a simple, yet profound question: what does it truly mean to find your own purpose when you exist in the orbit of someone extraordinary? This story delves into the intricate dance between admiration and aspiration, the quiet burden of a sibling's brilliance, and the often-overlooked strength of those who hold the earth while others touch the clouds.

I was always fascinated by the unspoken pacts within families, the way our roles are shaped by those we love, and the moment we choose to define ourselves beyond those expectations. This novel is an exploration of that journey, set against a backdrop where the literal act of flight becomes a powerful metaphor for freedom, destiny, and the unbreakable, yet sometimes challenging, threads that bind us.


Chapter 1: The Weight of Earth

The mornings in our city, a quiet sprawl of ochre walls and cypress trees tucked into the foothills, always began with a particular kind of hush. It was the hour before the sun fully asserted itself, when the air still held the cool ghost of night and the only sounds were the distant, melodic call to prayer drifting from the minaret and the gentle rustle of my mother preparing breakfast in the kitchen. For me, Kian, it was a time of ritual, a sacred pocket of predictability in a world I instinctively sought to order. I would rise from my sleeping mat, the rough weave of the wool cool against my skin, fold it neatly, the creases sharp and precise, and then, before anyone else stirred, make my way to the small, sun-drenched courtyard.

There, the dawn light, filtered through the high walls, painted stripes of gold across the uneven flagstones. I would water the potted jasmine, its tiny white blossoms releasing a heady, sweet perfume into the still air, and tend to the ancient fig tree, its gnarled branches reaching like arthritic fingers towards the pale, awakening sky. The soil felt good beneath my fingertips, solid and real, a grounding presence that mirrored my own nature. I liked the order of it, the predictable cycle of growth and decay, the tangible weight of the earth. My fingers, accustomed to the textures of the world, would trace the rough bark of the fig, feeling the deep fissures where time had worn its path. The scent of damp earth and blooming jasmine was a comfort, a quiet promise that some things, at least, remained constant. This ritual was my anchor, a quiet affirmation of a world governed by laws I understood.

My days unfolded with a similar quiet precision. After breakfast, a simple spread of flatbread, warm from the oven, salty feta cheese, and sweet, dark tea, I would settle into my studies. The heavy textbooks felt comforting in my hands, their pages filled with the histories of empires, the complexities of mathematics, the beauty of Persian poetry. I thrived on facts, on logic, on the things that could be understood and categorized, dissected and explained. My world was one of gravity and reason, of cause and effect, a meticulously constructed edifice against the chaos I inherently feared. I loved the crisp turn of a page, the methodical progression of a mathematical proof, the way history laid out a clear, if sometimes brutal, narrative. These were anchors, intellectual weights that kept me firmly tethered.

But gravity, I was learning, was a concept not all bodies adhered to with equal devotion. My younger brother, Arash, was the antithesis of my measured existence. He was a whirlwind, a flicker of light and motion, even in his sleep. While I lay still, listening to the night sounds – the distant bark of a dog, the whisper of the wind through the cypress trees – Arash would thrash and murmur, his limbs flailing as if trying to swim through the air, his small body never truly still. And when he woke, the house would instantly lose its tranquil morning peace. It wasn't noise, not exactly, but a shift in the very atmosphere, a crackle of kinetic energy that vibrated subtly through the very stones of our home. He didn't walk so much as bounce, his steps lighter, quicker, always on the balls of his feet, as if the ground were a trampoline he could never quite resist. His hands, perpetually in motion, would tap against tabletops in an erratic rhythm, trace patterns on dusty windowpanes, or pluck restlessly at the threads of his worn rug. He was a hummingbird trapped in a boy’s skin, his gaze constantly drawn upwards, towards the sky he seemed to instinctively understand better than the solid ground beneath him. His eyes, dark as polished olives, held a perpetual, restless curiosity that I often found unsettling.

I would often find him in the courtyard, long after I had finished my watering, the scent of damp earth still clinging to my hands. He would be attempting to scale the fig tree, not with the careful hand-over-hand grip I used, testing each branch for strength before committing my weight, but with an almost effortless scramble, his small frame seeming to glide between branches, defying the friction and resistance that should have slowed him. He’d perch on the highest bough, a tiny king surveying his domain, his laughter carrying on the breeze, light and clear as a bell, a sound that was both beautiful and terrifying.

I watched him from the kitchen window, the warmth of the morning sun a stark contrast to the cold knot tightening in my stomach. He was too high, always too high, his small body a fragile silhouette against the vast, indifferent blue. My own feet felt rooted, my blood heavy, a stark, uncomfortable contrast to his inexplicable lightness, his apparent disregard for the very laws that governed my world. I yearned for a life where I didn’t have to constantly hold my breath, waiting for the inevitable fall, the inevitable moment when his peculiar energy would betray him, or worse, betray us. Yet, even then, a fierce, primal instinct to protect him, to keep his secret safe, had begun to bloom within me. It was a strange, contradictory burden, this desire for normalcy warring with an unshakeable sense of duty. The world felt like a precarious balance beam, and Arash, oblivious, danced upon it with a terrifying grace.

* * *
[image: ]


It was a blistering afternoon, the kind where the air shimmered above the asphalt of the main street and even the ancient cypress trees in our courtyard seemed to droop in exhaustion, their dark needles listless. The sun beat down, a relentless hammer, baking the ochre walls of our house until they radiated a dry, dusty heat. A faint, metallic tang of hot dust hung in the air, mixing with the distant, faint smell of roasting meat from a street vendor. Arash, barely six years old at the time, was in one of his moods. He’d been trying to reach the top shelf of the old wooden cabinet in our living room, a piece of furniture as stubborn and unyielding as our city’s oldest stones. He was convinced there was a hidden stash of candied almonds there, a treasure only he, with his boundless curiosity and tenacious will, could discover. Mother had told him no, her voice firm but tinged with the weary patience of a parent used to Arash’s relentless pursuits. Then Father, with a sternness that rarely lasted long with Arash, had reinforced the command, his voice a low rumble. This, of course, only fueled Arash’s determination, igniting a spark of defiance in his restless spirit.

He stood before the cabinet, his small hands balled into fists, his lower lip trembling with indignation, a tiny, furious warrior. The air around him seemed to thicken, to hum with an invisible vibration, a prelude to the storm. I was across the room, sprawled on a rug, pretending to read a thick volume of historical texts, its pages warm and slightly damp with the humidity. But my eyes, as they so often were, were fixed on him, tracking his every subtle shift. I knew his moods, the way they built like summer storms in the mountains, beautiful and dangerous in their sudden intensity. He jumped, a small, frustrated hop, reaching for the elusive shelf, his fingers stretching, straining. And then, for a fraction of a second, he didn't come down.

It wasn’t a jump, not really. It was more like a suspension, a breath held in the air, a momentary defiance of everything I understood about the physical world. His tiny body, usually so quick to return to earth after a leap, lingered. His feet, encased in worn sandals, hung a finger-width above the patterned Persian rug, defying the natural order of things, defying the very concept of weight. His fingers, outstretched, actually brushed the edge of the shelf, a fleeting, impossible contact. A faint gasp escaped my lips, a sound so thin it was lost in the suffocating stillness of the room, a stillness amplified
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Chapter 4: Shadows Below
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