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Introduction

There are some people who laugh with everyone, sit among friends, joke normally, and appear completely fine from the outside...

But deep inside, their minds are fighting silent battles nobody can see.

This story is about one of those people.

A man named Mohsin.

Someone I personally knew for years.

A friend whose life slowly changed after marriage in a way that even I could not understand at first.

Before knowing him closely, I used to believe that extreme possessiveness mostly existed in women. I thought men rarely carried emotions that deeply.

But Mohsin changed that belief completely.

The more time I spent around him, the more I realized that some men love in dangerous silence. They become emotionally attached so intensely that even ordinary moments begin affecting them in unusual ways.

A smile.

A simple sentence.

A glance.

A delay.

A stranger speaking to someone they love.

For most people, these things mean nothing.

But for someone drowning in suspicion and emotional fear, even tiny moments can become storms inside the heart.

This book is not merely about jealousy.

It is about the slow psychological damage caused by unchecked doubt.

It is about how one small thought can quietly settle inside a person’s heart and slowly begin changing their behavior, their peace, their relationships... even their personality.

I witnessed many moments of Mohsin’s life with my own eyes.

Some confused me.

Some disturbed me.

And some left me thinking for days.

At times, I felt frustrated by his behavior.

At other times, I felt sorry for him.

Because beneath all his anger and possessiveness, there was also fear.

The fear of losing someone he deeply loved.

This story does not try to judge anyone.

It simply opens the door to emotions that many people hide silently behind marriage, love, ego, insecurity, and overthinking.

Perhaps while reading these pages, some people will understand Mohsin.

And perhaps some will understand themselves.

The Hidden Depths of Possessiveness

This story belongs to my friend, Mohsin Hassan, who lives in Karachi. I have known him closely over a long period of time, and our friendship has always held a certain sincerity that is hard to put into words. He was, and still is, a genuinely good friend—one of those rare individuals whose presence quietly leaves a lasting mark on your life.

Life takes us through many unexpected turns, and in those moments, certain hidden traits in people slowly begin to surface. One such trait is possessiveness. I used to believe, like many others, that this feeling is more commonly found in women. But then I met this man—the person I am writing about—and he completely reshaped that perception.

What I witnessed in Mohsin was an intensity of possessiveness that surprised me more than once. There were moments in his life, situations I personally observed, where his reactions left me genuinely speechless. At times, it made me wonder how such an overwhelming emotional attachment could exist within a person without consuming him entirely.

I even remember thinking that if this level of possessiveness continued to grow inside him, it might one day become too heavy for his own heart to bear.

He got married in 2022, and after that, my visits to his home became more frequent. During those visits, I began to observe and collect small fragments of his daily life—ordinary conversations, subtle reactions, and quiet moments—that gradually revealed the depth of this trait within him.

Piece by piece, these experiences started forming a clearer picture of who he truly was beneath the surface: a man whose emotions ran deeper, stronger, and more intensely than most people could ever imagine.

The Sweetness of the Cake

Mohsin had always been an unusually sensitive and possessive man, not only in matters of love but even within the walls of his own home. Over time, I had begun noticing small things in his behavior, details most people would probably ignore. But the more I observed him, the more I realized that his emotions ran far deeper than ordinary attachment.

I used to visit his house quite often.

One evening, I went there as usual. The narrow street outside his home was wrapped in the fading light of sunset, and a strange stillness floated through the air. I knocked on the door casually, expecting his usual warm welcome.

A few moments later, the door opened.

Mohsin stepped outside.

“How are you, Mohsin sahib?” I said jokingly, smiling the way old friends do when they meet without formality.

But instead of smiling back, he looked disturbed.

There was something unusual on his face. A faint anxiety rested in his eyes, as if something inside him had suddenly tightened. For a second, he even hesitated. It honestly felt as though he had seen something unexpected, something that had unsettled him completely.

Then he forced himself to speak.

“Asad... how come you’re here?”

The moment those words left his mouth, I felt a strange surprise inside me.

I immediately laughed and replied, “What happened? Can’t I come to meet you anymore?”

But deep down, I was confused.

Because Mohsin had never spoken to me like that before.

Every other time, he would welcome me warmly with phrases filled with affection and happiness, words that made a guest feel wanted. But this sentence... this one felt different. Cold. Unexpected. Almost as if I had arrived uninvited and interrupted something important.

There is a huge difference between saying, “Come in, my friend,” and asking, “Why are you here?”

One carries warmth.

The other quietly asks for a reason.

Still, he quickly moved aside and took me into the sitting room. The atmosphere inside felt strangely tense. A silence lingered in the corners of the room like invisible smoke.

A few minutes later, there was a soft knock on the inner door that connected the sitting room to the rest of the house.

The moment Mohsin heard it, he reacted instantly.

His body stiffened slightly, and he hurried toward the door almost protectively. On the other side was his wife, probably carrying tea. I could hear faint whispers between them, low and hurried, words too soft to understand clearly.

Then, after a short pause, Mohsin returned carrying the tray himself.

He placed the tea in front of me along with some salty biscuits and a small homemade cake.

The smell of fresh tea slowly filled the room. Outside, evening shadows had started deepening, and the soft ticking of the wall clock echoed between our quiet pauses.

I picked up a biscuit first, then tasted the cake.

The moment it touched my tongue, an honest smile appeared on my face.

“Yaar... this cake is incredible,” I said naturally. “It’s so soft and sweet.”

The instant I praised it, something changed in Mohsin’s expression.

A sudden redness spread across his face so quickly that it almost startled me. For a moment, he looked uncomfortable, as if my simple compliment had touched a nerve deep inside him.

Then, trying to steady himself, he said quietly,

“My wife made it at home.”

“Oh really? Bhabhi made this?” I said with admiration. “She has magic in her hands. You’re a lucky man, yaar. A man like you finding someone like her... that’s rare.”

The moment those words left my mouth, I noticed a shadow of displeasure pass across his face.

It was subtle.

Very subtle.

But impossible to miss.

For a brief second, his eyes lost their warmth. It almost felt as though hearing praise for his wife from someone else disturbed him in a way he himself could not explain.

I said nothing after that.

But somewhere deep inside me, I realized that my last few words had made him uncomfortable.

Very uncomfortable.

The Washroom Near the Courtyard

That was the strange thing about Mohsin.

He could not tolerate hearing praise for his wife from another man. Even the simplest compliment seemed to awaken a silent discomfort inside him, as though his mind immediately began drifting toward suspicion he himself could not control.

At first, I thought I was overthinking it.

But with time, I began noticing it again and again.

One day, I went to his house as usual. The afternoon felt unusually quiet. Warm sunlight rested lazily over the walls of the courtyard outside, while the sitting room carried the familiar smell of tea, dust, and old furniture.

We were sitting in the guest room, talking casually about everyday matters. Mohsin looked normal that day, though with him, I had slowly learned that appearances could be deceiving. His silence often hid emotions he never openly expressed.

After some time, I suddenly felt the need to use the washroom.

I stood up naturally and said to him,

“Yaar, I’m just going to the washroom outside.”

It is important to mention that we were sitting in the guest room, while the washroom was located deeper inside the house, near the courtyard area connected to the family side of the home.

The moment I mentioned going there, something in Mohsin’s expression changed.

It happened so quickly that another person might not even have noticed it.

But I did.

His eyes shifted instantly toward the inner side of the house, and for a brief second, his face tightened with visible hesitation. It was almost as though my simple intention of walking toward the courtyard had disturbed something inside him.

A strange silence suddenly fell between us.

For a moment, he looked lost in thought, as if his mind had started calculating things no ordinary person would even think about.

Then, forcing a faint smile onto his face, he stood up almost immediately.

“Wait... I’ll show you
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