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Introduction
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Life often teaches us lessons in ways we never expect.

Some of these lessons are painful, some are silent, and some are disguised as love and trust.

This book tells the story of a man who faced betrayal, doubt, and emotional torment within his own home.

It is a story of a husband discovering secrets hidden in messages, of trust broken, and of the silent strength required to reclaim dignity.

Through these pages, you will witness how emotions, decisions, and the consequences of our actions shape not only our lives but also the lives of those we love.

This is not just a story of heartbreak; it is a story of lessons learned the hard way — lessons about loyalty, gratitude, and the value of what we already have.

As you read, you may feel the weight of anger, the sting of jealousy, and the quiet satisfaction of reclaiming one’s place in life.

Above all, this story reminds every reader — especially every woman and man — to value what is truly theirs before it is gone.

Welcome to a journey of love, betrayal, revenge, and reflection.

Welcome to “My Wife, Her Secrets, My Revenge.”
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Where My Story Truly Begins
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Today, I want to share something very personal with you — the story of my marriage and the life that followed.

I’m from Abbottabad, and it’s been almost seven to eight years since I got married.

My marriage happened outside my own community, outside my caste.

It wasn’t a match anyone expected.

Back then, I was still studying.

My mother and my maternal uncle had been talking about a girl since my childhood — a girl they always imagined becoming my wife someday.

She was my cousin... and the truth is, she liked me too.

Everyone saw it.

Everyone believed that one day the two of us would be together.

But life doesn’t always move in the direction everyone plans... and that is where my real story begins.
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The Day Everything Changed

For three to four years, things went on like this...

I liked my cousin too — a lot.

We both knew the feelings were there, and everyone around us expected the same outcome.

Life felt simple back then, as if everything was already decided for us.

But then something happened...

Something so unexpected that it changed the entire direction of my life.

It was Ramadan.

My younger brother was close friends with her younger brother.

One evening, like friends normally do, he went to their house for iftari.

When he came back home... he was crying.

Not just crying — heartbroken.

My mother rushed to him and asked what happened.

And he said that my uncle — my taya, the father of the girl I was supposed to marry — had insulted him badly.

I heard everything.

And the moment I heard it, something inside me snapped.

I got angry... very angry.

And in that anger, I made an oath —

a strong one, from the heart:

“I will never marry this uncle’s daughter.”

Not only that...

I swore that I wouldn’t marry anywhere inside my family at all.

A few days later, when my uncle found out that I had once been interested in his daughter, he felt offended — because things were never discussed directly between men in our family.

So he said that my father should come and formally ask for the marriage proposal.

When my mother heard this, she told my father,

“Go and ask. The girl is good.”

But my father refused.

He said,

“No. I won’t go.”

And just like that...

without anyone fully realizing it...

the marriage proposal ended.

The chapter closed.

And the fate that everyone thought was written for me... simply disappeared.
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A Wedding I Could Not Bear to Witness

And then... the day finally came.

The day my cousin — the one who was supposed to become my wife — got married.

I remember that day like a wound that never forgot how it was made.

While everyone else prepared for her wedding,

I locked myself inside a room.

Not because of anger...

but because of that deep sting a man feels in his chest

when something that was once his — at least in intention, in hope —

is suddenly being given to someone else.

It wasn’t about ego.

It wasn’t about pride.

It was that strange kind of ghairat...

the kind that makes a man sit alone and wonder how everything slipped out of his hands.

I was hurting badly —

confused, lost, and helpless.

And she...

she was crying too.

Crying the way only a girl cries when she can’t fight the decisions of her elders.

Her heart was breaking on one side...

and mine on the other.

There was one more person who was affected —

her older sister.

She always liked me, respected me,

and believed that her younger sister’s future would be safe with me.

When she found out the marriage wasn’t happening

and that her sister was being given somewhere else,

she didn’t even attend the wedding.

She stayed away —

angry at her father,

angry at the situation,

angry at how everything unfolded.

It was a strange day...

a day that closed one chapter of my life

but quietly opened the door to a very different future.
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A Mother’s Search for a New Beginning
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When my cousin finally got married —

the girl who was once meant for me —

my mother was deeply hurt.

She didn’t show it in front of us,

but inside... she carried a quiet pain.

Still, she accepted everything with patience.

Mothers do that.

They get wounded, but somehow they keep walking.

But now a new worry started living in her heart:

“I need to find a good proposal for my son...

a girl who is decent, noble, and suitable.”

Around that time, my mother had a close friend.

One day she visited her.

Coincidentally, her friend’s husband’s sister was also there.

During their conversation, she asked my mother:

“Are you looking for a bride for your son?

If you are, someday come and meet my daughter.”

My mother replied politely,

“Yes, InshaAllah, I’ll come.”

Her daughters were studying at that time,

so the conversation just drifted away.

Life kept moving,

and three whole years passed like the wind.

In those three years,

my mother completely forgot that conversation.

Then one day, by chance,

she met that same woman again —

the aunt of the girl.

And this time, the woman said to my mother with a smile:

“You never came to see my daughter.”

My mother felt embarrassed and said honestly,

“I swear to God, I had forgotten.

But now I will definitely come.”

The woman replied,

“My daughter’s vacations are starting soon.

Come on that day.”

And just like that...

a forgotten promise came back into my mother’s life —

and unknowingly,

started leading all of us toward a future

none of us had imagined.
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A Meeting That Could Change Everything

A few days later, my mother went to their house to see the girl’s family and get a sense of her for me. When she arrived, she noticed the daughter — and she liked her immediately. Quietly, she approved of the match in her heart.

Before leaving, she said to the family, “Someday, you should come and see my son.”

My mother nodded politely, “Yes, InshaAllah.”

A few days later, on a Friday, they finally came to meet me. My mother advised me, “Wear your turban for this meeting.”

I said, “I want to come as I am.”

She insisted, “No, you must wear it. Her father is a respected man, and it’s proper.”

So I put on a clean white outfit along with the turban, feeling a mix of nervousness and curiosity. Soon after, the girl’s parents arrived.

Meeting her father was intimidating — this was my first real experience of such a meeting, and my heart was racing. But he spoke to me kindly, asked a few questions, and soon, the conversation felt natural. By the end of it, I felt a subtle sense of approval from him.

A couple of days passed like this, filled with anticipation. Then they suggested, “We should both do Istikhara.”

My mother agreed politely, “Of course, that’s the proper way.”

But in truth, she didn’t do it herself, quietly thinking, “My intention is pure, and I trust God’s guidance.”

A few more days passed, and finally, my mother called the girl’s family to ask if they had done Istikhara. They replied, “Yes, we have, and the answer is positive — it’s a yes.”

When Two Worlds Became One”
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