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Shamweel sat in the dimly lit bedroom, the echoes of her laughter reverberating in his mind like a soothing melody. Her laughter, akin to a warm spring breeze, had a magical quality that could calm even his most stressed nerves. The joy of making her laugh, witnessing the twinkle in her eyes after a shared joke, felt like a priceless treasure.

Closing his eyes, he attempted to escape the pain, only to find her face looming vividly in his memory. She was a vision of beauty with a fair complexion, captivating brown eyes framed by thick lashes, a charmingly dimpled smile, and a straight, small nose. Her silky straight hair, usually tied in a small band with a few locks playfully dancing around her cheeks, added to her allure. Shamweel found himself weeping silently as the rush of memories transported him to the day, he first realized his feelings for her.

The flashback unveiled a moment when his mother had sent him to borrow a toolbox, and she, Inaaya Khan, sat in the garden with her cousins, engrossed in studying everyone's hands. Despite being neighbors, she only visited annually during a 45-day vacation from Saudi Arabia to her hometown in India. She was our neighbor's granddaughter, and her presence had always been a constant pleasure in Shamweel's life.

Playfully, he engaged her in conversation, teasing her about being a new palmist. Inaaya, confidently, asserted her ability to predict his future. Initially dismissing her claims, Shamweel allowed her to read his palm. As she touched his hands, an electric sensation surged through him, marking the first time a girl had made such a physical connection. Little did he know that this encounter would set the stage for an emotional journey.

Inaaya foresaw a love-cum-arranged marriage in his future, a concept he found amusing given his academic challenges. His skepticism sparked a playful banter that ended with Inaaya storming off, proclaiming her knowledge to be a "treasure" reserved for the genuinely intrigued. Shamweel chuckled inwardly at her revelation. Who, he wondered, would willingly choose to love a loser like him who struggled with his grades?

Four years his junior at the time, Inaaya's childish charm, spoiled demeanor, and undeniable beauty began to influence Shamweel. His visits to the neighbors increased, fueled by the desire to spend time with her and bask in her enchanting presence. His admiration deepened, and his thoughts at night were consumed by her, thoughts he dared not share with anyone.

The day arrived when Shamweel could no longer contain his feelings. Armed with Inaaya's favorite Cadbury Dairy Milk, he ventured into her home as she watched a movie. In a discreet exchange by the window, he confessed his love, leaving Inaaya stunned and speechless.

"Inaaya... I am sorry if I am putting you in trouble," he confessed, anxiety evident in his voice. "I don't know when and how I developed this feeling for you."

Her wide-eyed astonishment and the heavy silence that followed hinted at the unexpected nature of his revelation. Desperate to make things easier for her, Shamweel proposed a simple solution – if she accepted the chocolate, he would take it as approval of their love; if not, it would break his heart.

As Inaaya grappled with a response, a call from someone inside the house interrupted the moment. She hastily accepted the chocolate, leaving Shamweel to hide behind a bush, waiting anxiously for a sign of her reaction. Yet, she remained elusive.

His anxious wait led to a sudden realization – the chocolate he had intended as a token of love was missing. Panic set in until he recalled handing it to Inaaya. Relief flooded him; she had accepted his gesture. Grateful and overjoyed, Shamweel couldn't believe his luck – it seemed Inaaya reciprocated his feelings.

PART 1
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Inaaya sat beside the windowsill, her heart pounding with an unsettling mix of emotions. The contents of the envelope in her hands were meant to bring joy to both her and her husband, yet now, they held no appeal. The painful situation she found herself in weighed heavily on her, leaving her to question why she had to endure this turmoil, especially when she felt blameless.

The decision to pursue a divorce was solely hers, a realization that she held no significance in her husband Shamweel's life any longer. Unable to continue in a relationship devoid of love and understanding, Inaaya grappled with the unexpected turns her life had taken in recent years. Betrothed to her first cousin at the tender age of 17, the alliance was orchestrated solely by her parents, and she obediently accepted.

Completing her B.COM from IGNOU in Saudi Arabia due to unforeseen circumstances surrounding her grandmother's death, Inaaya found herself at a crossroads. Engaged to Ikraam, an engineer with a lucrative job in Jeddah, their grand wedding plans were underway. Ikraam's suggestion to have her parents join for Hajj and attend the wedding seemed idyllic. With Ikraam's siblings scattered across different Saudi Arabian cities, the logistics appeared seamless.

Ikraam, at 26, stood at 5'9", a slim and tall figure with hazel brown eyes that belied his youthful appearance. Inaaya, however, felt no strong emotions toward him or anyone else for that matter. Her acceptance of the situation persisted until a figure from her past reappeared, a figure she had avoided due to financial constraints preventing their return to India.

Shamweel, a Chartered Accountant, had worked in three different countries before his arrival in Jeddah on behalf of his Indian company. A dinner invitation extended by her parents brought him face to face with Inaaya after years. As their gazes locked, a silent acknowledgment of a shared secret from their past lingered in the air. Shamweel had undergone a transformation, standing at 5'11" with a muscular physique that added substance to his teenage frame. Dusky but undeniably attractive, his jet-black eyes spoke volumes, and a charming smile adorned his face.

Inaaya's discomfort in Shamweel's presence grew, fueled by a subtle attraction that unsettled her. His close friendship with Ikraam only heightened her unease, especially during their shared laughter and conversations. The memories of a brief connection they once shared haunted her, and the fear of her impending marriage loomed larger.

Shamweel's magnetic presence made her nervous, and a growing resentment towards him blossomed within her. Unbeknownst to Ikraam, Inaaya wrestled with the internal turmoil stirred by Shamweel's proximity. Even in his absence, she felt his gaze, an unwelcome scrutiny that left her feeling exposed.

He never overstepped his boundaries, yet Inaaya sensed a lingering desire in his glances. She longed for him to make a move, to give her a reason to expel him from her life, but he never did. His subtle yet invasive thoughts invaded her mind, earning him a place in her thoughts she vehemently wished he didn't occupy.

As the days counted down to her impending marriage to Ikraam Khan, Inaaya found herself torn between the hope that the union would alter her complicated feelings towards Shamweel and the fear that it might grant him further access to intrude upon her world. Confused and trapped in a web of conflicting emotions, Inaaya faced the impending challenge of navigating a future entangled with the ghosts of her past.

PART 2
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Shamweel observed Ikraam's incessantly buzzing phone, sparking a mix of fear and curiosity within him. His suspicion intensified as he stumbled upon affectionate messages from a girl named Kulsum. The discovery unraveled a shocking truth—Ikraam, his close friend, was cheating on Inaaya, the girl whose family financially supported Ikraam's education.

Confronting Ikraam, Shamweel's anger surged, questioning the sincerity of his friendship. Ikraam's admission about his education being sponsored by Inaaya's father added a layer of complexity to the situation. "Does that mean you don't like Inaaya?" Shamweel asked, bewildered. Ikraam's disdainful response revealed a prejudiced perspective, dismissing Inaaya as unfit for a life partner.

"What's wrong with her?" Shamweel questioned, genuinely surprised.

"Dude! She is a spoilt, rich daughter," Ikraam retorted, emphasizing societal expectations for an ideal Indian wife. According to Ikraam, Inaaya lacked essential qualities like responsibility, caregiving, and proficiency in household chores—attributes deemed vital for a daughter-in-law or a wife.

Shamweel, more open-minded, suggested that these skills could be learned over time. Ikraam, however, continued his critique, highlighting Inaaya's appearance as another reason she didn't meet his standards. Despite Shamweel finding Inaaya attractive, Ikraam's shallow views on her looks left him momentarily surprised.

"If you see so many flaws, why go through with the marriage?" Shamweel questioned, trying to make sense of Ikraam's contradictory stance.

Ikraam explained that familial and financial obligations compelled him to proceed with the marriage, citing a hefty dowry, a new car, and an apartment in Hyderabad as incentives. Refusing the proposal would mean returning a significant sum to Uncle Khan, a financial burden Ikraam couldn't bear.

As Shamweel processed this information, a bitter realization hit him. Life seemed to mock him, with Ikraam effortlessly gaining the affection of the girl Shamweel loved, despite Ikraam's apparent lack of interest in her.

With a resigned smile, Shamweel acknowledged Ikraam's luck. His emotions were a complex mix of upset towards Ikraam, disappointment in Inaaya's family, and introspection about his own feelings.

Alone on a quiet lane beside the Masjid, Shamweel contemplated the twists in his life. A sudden greeting interrupted his thoughts, and Brother Abdul Bari, a familiar figure from the Masjid, joined him. They exchanged pleasantries, and Brother Abdul Bari sensed Shamweel's distress.

"I don't feel like praying anymore," Shamweel confessed, expressing disillusionment with the apparent injustices he perceived.

Brother Abdul Bari, with a calm demeanor, reminded Shamweel of Allah's roles as the Protector and the Judge. He assured Shamweel that Allah knew the true nature of individuals and their deserving fates. To Shamweel's complaint about seemingly unscrupulous people flourishing, Brother Abdul Bari offered a perspective shift, suggesting that individuals with bad intentions also faced internal struggles known only to Allah.

"This is a trial for you," Brother Abdul Bari asserted, advising Shamweel not to despair in Allah's mercy. He reassured him that what seemed like a trial today could transform into a blessing.

Inspired by Brother Abdul Bari's wisdom, Shamweel resolved to protect Inaaya from marrying Ikraam while concealing his friend's true intentions. The journey would require effort and prayers.

As Shamweel became more involved, little did he anticipate that his involvement would lead to an unexpected twist—he would end up marrying Inaaya instead of Ikraam. The decision unfolded in a matter of hours, leaving Shamweel wondering about Inaaya's reaction and whether she would agree to sign the Nikah contract.

In the midst of life's trials, Shamweel found solace in faith and the unpredictable turns it brought.

Part 3
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In the courtroom, the Qazi's declaration left Inaaya in disbelief. A week ago, her father's cardiac arrest had thrown their lives into chaos, and now, against all expectations, she found herself bound to Shamweel Hussain in matrimony. In her father's absence, with no questions asked, Inaaya had signed the marriage contract, navigating the tumult of emotions that accompanied such a significant decision.

The preceding week had been tumultuous as her father underwent a bypass surgery. Despite the strain on her family and the frustrations vented by her mother, Inaaya prioritized her father's health. The sudden turn of events led to the postponement of their wedding reception, a decision Shamweel proposed, considering the absence of Uncle Hussain, Inaaya's father.

This delay provided a temporary respite for Inaaya, allowing her to focus on her father's recovery. Shamweel, in his efforts to bring joy to the household during hospital visits, managed to create an atmosphere of happiness. Yet, communication between Inaaya and Shamweel remained limited.

With her father back on his feet, the wedding ceremony proceeded, and Inaaya found herself in Shamweel's rented flat. Nervous and excited, she transitioned from her bridal attire to a simple salwar suit, yearning for a sense of normalcy. As she pretended to be asleep, Shamweel, seemingly disappointed, changed in silence, leaving a thoughtful gift by her bedside.

Opening the small velvet box revealed a pendant with their names intricately carved—an unexpected gesture that stirred conflicting emotions within Inaaya. She grappled with the reality of being Mrs. Shamweel Hussain, her reluctance to fully accept him still lingering.

In the quiet of the night, Inaaya ventured out, finding Shamweel engrossed in watching TV. Sneaking into the kitchen, she feigned waking up for a sip of water
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