
	
	
	
	
	© AMANTEA

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this work may be reproduced, stored, transmitted, or used in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	Beyond a Pretty Face

	AMANTEA

	
	Epigraph

	
	“Sometimes people enter our lives not to stay forever, but to teach us how to recognize our own worth.”

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	When Alina was a little girl, she often felt as though something about her was not quite right.

	She was not ugly. She was not foolish. She was simply ordinary. And somehow, that ordinariness frightened her more than anything else.

	There were girls in the neighborhood who were brighter, louder, more beautiful, girls who seemed to draw attention without even trying. Alina was different. She was quiet, perhaps too thoughtful for her age, and while others talked about music, clothes, and boys, she preferred to sit in the kitchen beside her Grandma in the evenings and listen to her speak about life.

	“Remember this,” Grandma would say, slowly stirring her tea. “A pretty face will never be enough to build a happy life. Beauty passes quickly. But a person’s soul either keeps you warm for the rest of your days, or it destroys you from within.”

	Back then, Alina only smiled.

	At seventeen, words like that sound old-fashioned and far away, as though they belong to another world, a world that has nothing to do with the hunger of youth.

	At seventeen, a girl does not long for wisdom.

	She longs for love.

	When Anthony came into her life, Alina felt, for the first time, that the scattered pieces of her world were beginning to fall into place.

	He was the kind of young man people noticed immediately. Tall, confident, full of energy. He knew how to look at someone as if, for that single moment, no one else existed. He laughed loudly, spoke as though every word carried weight, and moved through life with the ease of someone who had never doubted that the world would make room for him.

	Alina fell in love almost at once.

	Perhaps not only with him.

	Perhaps with the feeling that someone like him had chosen her.

	From the very beginning, there was something between them that she could not explain.

	Sometimes she dreamed of him. The dreams were simple, almost meaningless. He would be standing beside her, silent, close enough to feel present but too distant to touch. And when she woke, she would know with a strange certainty that he would appear that day.

	And he did.

	In the evening, the phone would ring. Or he would suddenly show up at her door.

	At first, she called it coincidence. Later, habit. And after a while, she began to believe that an invisible thread existed between them, something neither time nor distance nor pain could break.

	Their relationship was never peaceful.

	With Anthony, there was no middle ground. Everything was either unbearably beautiful or unbearably painful.

	Some nights they sat until dawn on an old bench near the edge of town, speaking about everything and nothing, about the future, about fear, about dreams, about the parts of themselves they rarely showed anyone else.

	When Alina returned home in the early morning, tired and cold, she felt happy in a way she could not explain.

	She believed he understood her as no one else did.

	And perhaps it was those conversations that kept Anthony returning to her over the years.

	Not her beauty.

	Not habit.

	But the feeling he had when he was with her.

	With her, he could be silent.

	With her, he could speak until morning.

	With her, he could almost be himself.

	Yet alongside the happiness there was always another side to Anthony.

	A side that hurt her.

	He was young, proud, and far too accustomed to being admired.

	Sometimes he would deliberately tell her about other girls.

	Sometimes he would disappear for days without explanation.

	And sometimes he would say things that stayed with her long after the words themselves had faded.

	“I’ll always find someone,” he once said with a careless smile. “But you... you’re too domestic. Girls like you usually end up alone.”

	Alina looked directly into his eyes.

	“We’ll see about that,” she replied calmly.

	Outwardly, she seemed unaffected.

	Inside, something tightened painfully.

	She had never been weak.

	Naive, perhaps.

	Hopelessly in love, certainly.

	But never weak.

	While she attended classes and struggled to keep up with her own studies, she often spent her evenings helping Anthony. He skipped lectures, borrowed notebooks from friends, and then brought them to her.

	“You have neat handwriting,” he would say. “Rewrite these properly.”

	And she did.

	Night after night she sat at her desk, copying page after page while her tea grew cold beside her.

	At the time, she believed that love meant supporting someone no matter how exhausted you were yourself.

	Years later she would understand that love should never require a person to forget their own worth.

	But at seventeen, sacrifice often disguises itself as devotion.

	There were moments when Anthony seemed determined to test the limits of her patience.

	He would invite her to his house and then spend the evening flirting openly with other girls, making certain she noticed.

	There had always been boundaries between them.

	Boundaries Alina was unwilling to cross.

	Anthony never understood that.

	Or perhaps he understood perfectly and simply resented it.

	He laughed about it. Pretended not to care. Yet every action suggested otherwise.

	It was as if he constantly needed to prove that if she refused him, there would always be someone else who would not.

	Sometimes Alina felt that he was measuring the depth of her love by the amount of pain she was willing to endure.

	One evening, after several guests had left his house, Anthony tossed a bedsheet onto the bed.

	“Wash this tomorrow.”

	Alina stared at him.

	“You invited them,” she said quietly. “You can wash it yourself.”

	For a moment he said nothing.

	Then he smiled.

	Not kindly.

	Not cruelly.

	Simply with the confidence of someone who believed the world would always bend in his direction.

	But in that moment Alina realized something important.

	No matter how deeply she loved him, there was still a line inside her that she would never allow anyone to cross.

	Not even him.

	There were other things she never understood.

	One night they argued.

	Anthony became angry, turned around, got into his car, and drove away.

	Leaving her alone.

	It was late.

	The streets were nearly empty.

	Alina walked back to her dormitory by herself, feeling more alone than she had ever felt before.

	When she finally reached her room, the telephone rang.

	It was Anthony.

	“Did you get back safely?”

	His voice sounded perfectly normal.

	As though nothing had happened.

	As though he had not abandoned her in the middle of the night.

	That was Anthony.

	He could hurt her.

	He could humiliate her.

	He could leave her standing alone with her tears and confusion.

	And yet, somehow, he could never completely let her go either.

	Perhaps that was why she stayed.

	Not because the relationship made her happy.

	But because it never truly ended.

	It stretched endlessly between hope and disappointment, keeping her heart tied to a future that existed only in her imagination.

	Her friends could not understand it.

	“Why do you keep doing this to yourself?” they asked.

	“Why don’t you just leave him?”

	Especially Katherine.

	Katherine knew everything.

	She knew about the tears.

	The arguments.

	The sleepless nights.

	The excuses Alina constantly made for a man who seemed determined to break her heart again and again.

	Katherine was two years older, intelligent, educated, and admired by many people.

	Yet beneath her confidence lived another fear.

	The fear of being left behind.

	The fear of being alone.

	And neither of them knew that this fear would one day change all of their lives.

	As the years passed, their story continued in the same exhausting cycle.

	They argued.

	They reconciled.

	They drifted apart.

	Then somehow found their way back to one another again.

	Neither of them seemed capable of ending what had long ago ceased to make them happy.

	Then came Alina’s twentieth birthday.

	It was spring.

	The air was warm and fragrant. Trees stood covered in blossoms, and everywhere there was that unmistakable feeling that accompanies the beginning of a new season, as though life itself were quietly preparing to turn a page.

	Alina had been looking forward to that day for weeks.

	Friends would come.

	Family would gather.

	There would be laughter, music, and conversation.

	Katherine would be there.

	And most importantly, Anthony would be there.

	Or so she believed.

	Katherine arrived among the first guests.

	She behaved exactly as she always had.

	She smiled.

	Helped organize things.

	Spoke warmly with everyone.

	Nothing about her seemed unusual.

	Nothing that could have warned Alina about what was coming.

	Then Anthony arrived.

	And from that moment, something began to feel wrong.

	At first it was only a feeling.

	A shadow.

	A quiet uneasiness she could not explain.

	But as the evening went on, it grew stronger.

	Anthony was not looking at her.

	Or at least not in the way he once had.

	Again and again his attention drifted toward Katherine.

	He laughed at her jokes.

	Followed her with his eyes.

	Found reasons to stand beside her.

	Sometimes they disappeared into another room together and returned a few minutes later.

	The guests continued celebrating.

	Music played.

	People offered congratulations.

	Someone proposed a toast.

	Yet inside Alina, a coldness was slowly spreading.

	She did not know the truth yet.

	But her heart had already sensed it.

	Sometimes the heart understands what the mind is still unwilling to accept.

	Late that evening, after most of the guests had gone home, Anthony finally spoke.

	The words were simple.

	Far too simple for the damage they would cause.

	“Katherine and I are together.”

	That was all.

	No explanation.

	No apology.

	No hesitation.

	As though he were merely sharing ordinary news.

	For a moment Alina felt nothing at all.

	The pain was too large to fit inside a single emotion.

	She did not cry.

	Not immediately.

	She simply sat there, unable to understand how a few words could erase years of memories.

	The betrayal from Anthony hurt.

	But not as much as the betrayal from Katherine.

	Because Anthony had disappointed her before.

	Anthony had hurt her before.

	Anthony had broken promises before.

	But Katherine knew everything.

	Every tear.

	Every argument.

	Every sleepless night.

	Every secret fear.

	She had listened to Alina defend him when everyone else told her to leave.

	She had watched her suffer.

	And now she was standing in the place Alina had once believed belonged to her.

	That was the wound that cut deepest.

	Not the loss of a boyfriend.

	The loss of trust.

	The next day they met at university.

	Everything looked exactly the same.

	The hallways.

	The classrooms.

	The students rushing from one lecture to another.

	And yet nothing felt familiar anymore.

	Katherine sat beside her.

	Just as she always had.

	Only now there was an invisible wall between them.

	A wall built from disappointment, silence, and questions neither of them dared to ask.

	That afternoon Anthony arrived at the university.

	Not for Alina.

	For Katherine.

	He was there to pick her up.

	To walk her home.

	To make sure everyone knew they were together.

	Katherine stayed behind after class.

	Alina left the building alone.

	As she stepped outside, she saw Anthony waiting.

	For several moments neither of them spoke.

	Years of memories stood between them.

	Then Alina finally broke the silence.

	“Why?”

	Her voice was calm.

	Much calmer than she felt.

	“Why did you do this?”

	Anthony looked at her for a long moment.

	And then, for perhaps the first time in years, he told her the truth.

	No excuses.

	No lies.

	No attempts to soften the blow.

	“Because I wanted it to hurt.”

	The words struck harder than anything else could have.

	“You rejected me.”

	Alina stared at him.
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