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There are stories we read for entertainment —

and then there are stories that live inside us,

stories that are not written with ink,

but with blood, tears, and sleepless nights.

This book is not fiction.

It is a journey carved from the deepest wounds of a young heart.

A love that bloomed without a face...

A connection born in silence...

A bond strong enough to shake a soul...

and a heartbreak powerful enough to break a life.

I was only a student of the Qur’an,

a simple boy who had never seen the world —

until life showed me how love can enter quietly

and leave so loudly that even breathing becomes painful.

This is the story of a girl I never met,

yet felt closer than my own shadow.

The story of nights spent waiting,

days spent praying,

and years spent trying to stand again.

If you have ever loved someone the world never understood...

If you have ever cried in the dark where no one could see you...

If you have ever broken silently and rebuilt yourself quietly...

then maybe — just maybe —

you will find a part of your own heart in these pages.

Welcome to the journey of

A love that existed... and a pain that refused to die.
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When Everything Was New
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I was living in Pakistan, and this story goes back to the days of my early youth — the time when everything felt new, innocent, and a little confusing. It was the age when a small moment could touch the heart, and a single conversation could stay with you for years.

Back then, Facebook was becoming popular. You know how it is...

where there are boys online, there are girls too — scrolling, posting, sending friend requests, talking to strangers, making small connections that sometimes turn into something much bigger.

That was the time when I created my Facebook account for the very first time.

And like every new user does, I also started sending out friend requests to different people. At the same time, friend requests began coming to me as well — dozens of them. I accepted many without thinking too much, just like everyone does in the beginning.

Among those requests, there was one name that stood out:

Tamkunt-ul-Umr.

She accepted my request, and a little while later she sent a message in my inbox:

“Assalam-o-Alaikum. How are you?”

At that moment, I didn’t reply.

Maybe I didn’t take it seriously... or maybe I was just shy.

Sometimes the heart doesn’t respond even when the mind tells it to.

Three or four days passed.

Then one evening, without planning anything, I finally replied:

“Wa Alaikum Assalam. I’m fine. How are you?”

She answered quickly, almost as if she had been waiting:

“I’m good.”

After that, we exchanged a few simple introductions — nothing deep, nothing emotional. Just basic details, the kind of short conversation that starts and ends without leaving a mark... or at least that’s what I thought at the time.

But the truth is...

those few messages were the beginning of something I didn’t understand yet.

Something that would stay in my memory for years.

For the moment, the conversation stopped.

But a story had just begun.
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A Pull I Couldn’t Explain

The next day, I don’t know why...

but I felt like talking to her again.

There was something strange — almost magnetic — about that girl.

Even though we had exchanged only a few simple messages, something in her tone had stayed with me. You know how Allah creates some people in a way that even a single conversation with them leaves a soft mark on your heart... and you feel like talking to them again, spending a little more time, understanding them a little more.

Maybe it was that natural pull.

Maybe it was just the difference between a boy and a girl — that instinctive attraction that awakens without warning.

Or maybe... it was something else entirely.

But whatever it was, it drew me toward her.

So the next day, I messaged her first.

She replied... and there was a quiet warmth in her response that I hadn’t noticed before.

In the middle of the conversation, I asked her age.

She became a little curious and said:

“Why are you asking about my age?”

I tried to play it casual:

“Just general knowledge. No special reason.”

But only Allah knows what was actually in my heart.

I just wanted to know whether she was older than me or younger.

She said:

“I’m 25.”

I told her:

“Then you’re older than me. I’m 20.”

She replied with a softness that surprised me:

“What difference does it make? We can still talk.”

I smiled at her message and said:

“Of course, we can.”

After that, I asked her a few more things — the usual questions — nothing deep.

Then slowly the conversation faded, and she went back to whatever she was doing. I also got busy with my own work.

But somewhere inside...

something had quietly awakened.

And I didn’t know it yet —

but this wasn’t going to end as simply as it had started.

The Days of My Hafiz Life

The next day came... and with it, a different routine — the routine of my real life.

At that time, I was studying in a madrasa.

I had already completed my matric, and I was doing Hifz, memorizing the Qur’an. Those were simple days... disciplined, quiet, and full of a kind of peace that only madrasa life can give.

My mornings were spent with my ustad, repeating verses, revising lessons, trying to keep every word safe in my memory.

The afternoons passed in silence, the kind of silence that helps a person talk to his own heart.

But even in that peaceful routine... something had begun to shift inside me.

In the middle of my memorization, sometimes her face would come to mind... or that soft way she had said:

“What difference does it make? We can still talk.”

I didn’t understand why her words stayed with me, but they did.

It felt strange —

a boy sitting in a quiet madrasa, memorizing the Qur’an...

and somewhere inside him, a very human, very real feeling slowly waking up.

When the day ended and I came back to my phone, a part of me hoped she might be online.

It wasn’t love... not yet.

But it was something.

Something that made my heart move just a little faster than usual.

I didn’t message her that day.

But the thought of her didn’t leave me either.

And sometimes... that’s how a story begins —

quietly, without a plan, without understanding.

Just a small feeling that refuses to go away.

The Family Truths

The next day, our conversation naturally continued.

I had started asking her more about herself — just simple questions at first, but I wanted to know who she really was.

She said softly:

"I’m from Sindh. I study at a madrasa. My father is a spiritual guide — a Pir — and my mother is a housewife. I have one sister who is married and lives in her own house."

I asked carefully:

"And your father... the Pir... how is he with you?"

She paused, then replied:

"Neither good, nor bad."

I encouraged her gently:

"Come on, tell me the truth... consider me someone who cares about you."

After a moment, she opened up:

"Not really good... not at all. Things are difficult."

Curious, I asked:

"And your father... how is he with your mother?"

Her voice softened, almost breaking:

"He used to be fine... but not anymore."

I pressed a little:

"What happened?"

She took a deep breath and said:

"He married another woman. Ever since she came into our home, he spends all his time with her. My mother gets so little time from him... and even then, he quarrels over small things, sometimes even beats her. My mother, who was already fragile from the change... it’s breaking her completely."

She became quiet, almost lost in thought.

I said softly, as if trying to comfort her:

"A woman can endure a lot... but she cannot bear a rival in her own house. She remembers the beautiful moments she shared with her husband... and when she thinks about him sharing similar moments with someone else, it cuts deep. That’s a pain no one can ignore."

She whispered:

"Yes... you are absolutely right."

I continued:

"That’s why Allah declared shirk the greatest sin. Allah can never be shared. A woman is Allah’s creation — how could she ever endure someone else taking the place of her heart, in the life she thought was only hers?"
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The Fear of Love

Day after day
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