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This story began as a small spark inside my imagination. A feeling that grew into a world a world where emotions take shape, loneliness speaks,

And dreams feel real enough to touch.

“The boy only I can see ” is not just a fiction story.

It is a journey into the heart. The version of ourselves we never show, the voice we silence, and the love we carry inside our minds.

Thank you for reading,

And for stepping into Hiba's world with me.

Munazah Rashid.
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This book, The Boy Only I Can See, is entirely a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and plot lines are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a completely fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, actual events, or real locations is entirely coincidental and unintentional.
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In 2021, a year that began like any other suddenly turned into an extraordinary, harrowing battle for survival. What was supposed to be a standard chapter of life became a defining moment of reckoning,one marked by forty intense, agonizing days bound to a hospital bed. 

This deeply intimate memoir pulls back the curtain on the raw and unfiltered reality of confronting a critical physical condition that pushes endurance, mental fortitude, and the human spirit to their absolute limits. Within the quiet walls of the hospital ward, time lost all meaning as days blurred seamlessly into nights, each one filled with physical pain, agonizing uncertainty, and fragile moments where hope felt like a fleeting whisper.

Yet beneath the weight of fear and vulnerability, a ferocious resolve began to take root. This account captures not only the frightening descent into illness, but the gradual, defiant awakening of a quiet determination to hold on,not just to survive the ordeal, but to actively reclaim a life that felt on the brink of slipping away. Through sleepless nights and silent tears, every breath became an act of rebellion against surrender.

Far more than a tragedy or a simple medical record, this book is a triumphant celebration of human resilience and the profound journey of rebuilding oneself from the ground up. It invites readers into the quietest, darkest corners of a fight that taught lessons no classroom or book could ever impart. It demonstrates that while life’s severe trials may leave us carrying visible and invisible scars, they do not have the power to break us. Written with profound vulnerability, raw authenticity, and unshakeable courage, this narrative stands as a powerful testament to the enduring light of hope and the extraordinary strength we unlock within ourselves when brought to our lowest point.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​PROLOGUE

[image: ]


[image: ]

People fall in love with smiles , with eyes, with voices.

I fell in love with a feeling 

He had no address, no instagram, no seat in my classroom.

He didn't exist in attendance lists or family conversations 

Because he didn't exist at all.

He lived only in my mind 

In the quiet corners of my imagination, where no one could see him but me.

Some people call it overthinking.

Some would call it childish fantasy.

I call it.......

The safest love I've ever known.

Until the day I saw his face 

In a crowd of very real people.

And my imagination stopped feeling safe.
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My name is Hiba, and I live more in my head than in my house.

Teachers think I'm “too quiet”

My mother thinks I'm “too sensitive”

My friends say i “overthink everything”

Maybe they're all right.

While other girls in my class talk about crushes, proposals, and chatting late at night with boys, I sit beside the window and look at the sky, as if God has kept my story somewhere between the clouds.

It's not like boys don't talk to me.

They do.

“Yaar, Homework ho gaya?”

"Kya likha tu nu question number 5 mein?”

Normal things are useful things.

But no one has ever looked at me like those boys look at girls in movies.

And honestly?

I'm not sure if I even want that.

Real love in real looks..... Messy.

Breakups. Fights. Ego. Cheating.

I've seen enough of it in my cousins' lives,in neighbor aunties' crying, in random reels.

So I quietly made a decision.

If real love is this scary...

.... I'll just make my own.

Not with paper hearts and fake “i love you” Chats.

But with imagination 

Every day after school, I come home, change my uniform, throw my bag on the chair and lie down on my bed. Fan spinning, sunlight fading, the noise of TV coming from the other room.

And then I close my eyes.

At that moment, my world shifts.

The classroom wall disappeared.

The homework pressure disappears,

All the people who don't truly see me disappear.

And in that empty, peaceful space...

I wait for him.

No one knows about him.

I haven't told my best friend.

I haven't written his name anywhere.

Because he doesn't even have a name yet.

He just.... A presence 

Soft. Warm. Familiar.

Sometimes I see only his hands, sometimes just his shadow, sometimes only his voice in my head saying things i wish someone would say to me:

“You're not overthinking. You're just feeling deeply”

“You're not boring. You're safe.”

“You're not too much. You're exactly enough”

Maybe it's my own mind talking back to me. Maybe I made him to protect myself from reality.

But whatever it is..... It feels like love.

And then one evening, something changes.

I'm lying on my bed, the sky outside turning pink. I close my eyes like I always do, breathing slowly, waiting for that familiar warmth of his presence.

But this time, he isn't just a blur.

I see him.

Clearer than ever before.

Messy hair. A soft jawline.Quiet eyes that look tired but gentle. The kind of boy who would pick up a fallen book and hand it back with a small smile.

He's standing at a distance, hands in pockets, like he's been here forever, just waiting for me to notice properly.

My chest tightens.

Oh.

So this is what you look like. 

I don't say it out loud, but somehow he hears it.

He smiles.

A small, peaceful smile that makes everything inside me go quiet.

For the first time, my imagination
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