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Mushaf Naveed

This book is dedicated to the people of Gaza, and to every innocent soul across the world who suffers beneath the hands of oppression, who dies in silence because of injustice, poverty, or hunger.

Human life is sacred.
The death of a single innocent is the death of all humanity.
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Some nights nothing changes. Then there are other nights when everything changes.

The house was swallowed in darkness. She stumbled up the stairs, rushed into her room, and threw open a drawer. 

Fingers trembling, she pulled out a pistol and ran down to stand in front of the door. She pressed the barrel through the crack, hands shaking as she pointed it outward.

Outside, the men shouted, furious. “Open the door or we’ll break it down! We’ll do things to you you couldn’t even imagine!”

She laughed through the fear, it was December, the cold steaming her breath, and called back, “What can you do to me? I’m enough for myself.”

From the other side, someone jeered, “So much love for Altamash, huh? 

Today that love will be stained with blood.”

They hammered at the door. Then, abruptly, a single, high gunshot cut through the night from inside the house.

Silence swallowed everything. The four men looked at one another, stunned.

“Quick, break the door!” one hissed.

They forced their way in. What met them stopped them cold: her body lay on the floor, she had shot herself in the head. 

The four men stood frozen, eyes moving from one to another, the world narrowing to that single, terrible fact.

“What do we do now?” one whispered.

Arham rubbed his face and answered, flat and steady, “I’ll tell you what to do now.” 

**​
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SIALKOT, 9 DECEMBER 2027 

Inside a dimly lit police station in Sialkot, two officers engage in conversation. A slow ceiling fan creaks above them, the scent of old files and damp walls lingering in the air.

Inspector 1: "Finally, someone worthy has taken the position. Everyone had enough of Hassan Butt, God's will, I suppose, that he finally retired."

Inspector 2: "You're right. But I’ve heard this new SP is a tough one. He doesn’t take bribes. Wherever he’s posted, he gets transferred soon enough, just because he refuses to be bought. And I’ve also heard that anyone who lacks discipline doesn’t last long in his office."

Inspector 1 smirks, shaking his head. "Then he's doing the right thing. How long will this city remain polluted by corruption"

Their conversation is interrupted. A shadow passes by, pausing just long enough to deliver a single line:
"I don’t like conversations during duty. They’re only enjoyable with a cup of tea." he walks away, leaving both inspectors silent.
That man, was none other than SP Raheel Ali.

A man in his early thirties, known for two things, his integrity and discipline, or his thick mustache and black aviator glasses. No officer in the precinct is fitter than him, and by the time his tenure ends, every officer under him is in peak condition.

The sun blazes in the sky, casting long shadows across the police ground. Officers gather, murmuring amongst themselves. It’s rare, perhaps even the first time, that someone is about to address them. Their expressions range from curiosity to indifference. Then a voice thunders through the air.

"OFFICERS!"

The crowd freezes. Conversations die mid-sentence. Heads turn toward the man standing in the center, SP Raheel Ali.

He steps forward, his voice calm but weighted, "There is no burden heavier in this world than the uniform we wear. This uniform is our honor. This uniform is everything we stand for. If we even falter for a moment, our children may sleep peacefully, but the mothers of this city will not."

"You and I, we have no personal lives. Our lives existed before we put on this uniform. Now, our survival, our happiness, it depends on the safety of this city. If this city thrives, we thrive!" 

He pauses, his breath steady. Removing his black aviators, he scans the crowd, his sharp eyes dissecting each face.

"Remember one thing, I do not fear criminals. I do not fear enemies. What I fear the most," He steps forward, his voice deadly serious."is incompetence among my own men." He glances around, "I can see it, this department is not running the way it should be. You all see me standing here, I have six-pack abs. And I do not like working with people who are walking around with a single, oversize pack! You have exactly one month, if you don’t get your bodies in shape, then stay home and rest. Because I need men who can stand in the battlefield, not pregnant women!” 

"Tomorrow morning, I will be at the office at 7 AM sharp, but I will be the last man to enter at 7. If any officer arrives after me, they better not show up at all!" 

He begins walking among them, his gaze piercing, analyzing. Then, stopping in front of a young officer, he asks

"Officer, do you know my name?"

The officer straightens, his voice loud and clear

"Sir! Your name is SP Raheel Ali!"

A slow smirk spreads across Raheel’s face. He nods.

"Remember that."

Raheel was walking toward his office when he stopped and asked the officer beside him, “What’s the report on the incident that happened last night?” The officer stiffens before replying

"Sir, the suspect, Altamash, is still at large. We’re actively searching for him. We expect to locate him soon."

He asked, "Did you find anything at the crime scene? Any evidence?"

"No, sir. Nothing that could lead us to Altamash’s whereabouts, But we found a bag on the road, "

Raheel said, “Did you find anything in the bag?” 

The officer replied, “No, nothing important, sir. Just some clothes and a diary with daily life notes written in it.” 

Raheel pauses, his gaze sharpens. Then, stepping forward, his voice lowers, "A killer doesn’t just wake up one day and decide to murder. It takes years. A crime begins in the mind, long before it’s committed. And the mind? It always leaves traces, in words." 

He steps closer, locking eyes with the officer.

"Bring me that diary. I’ll read it myself. And you, throw every resource we have into this. I want Altamash in custody. Alive." 

The officer nods firmly. "Yes, sir! Right away!" A few moments later, the officer handed him diary. 

Raheel took it and examined it. When he opened it, it seemed to be years old. He closed the diary again and gestured to the officer to leave. 
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RAHEEL SAT DOWN IN his chair and said, “Let’s read our killer, let’s see what he wants to say to us.” He opened the diary and began to read:

From the Diary of Altamash Khan: Night of Desires

Every person has a story.
Some stories become immortal, while others are buried with us in silence. There is no one without a story, the only difference is whether we realize we have one, so that we may shape it into something beautiful.
We cannot decide how our story begins, nor can we control how it ends. But how it unfolds, that is in our hands. And that is the strange duality: as much as it carries pain and helplessness, it also holds a quiet romance. Like when two strangers meet, spend a few fleeting years together, and then part ways forever, never to cross paths again. Yet, in that brief time they shared, there was a dream-like warmth, the kind that lingers for a moment after you wake, making you wish it were real.

This is the story of two people, whose journey ended with each other, yet they left behind a beautiful tale they had once written together. 
This, is my diary. I call it Night of Desires.
Since most parts of this diary were written at night, and within it lie my helplessness, my desires, and my memories, I have named it Night of Desires. 

A story is never the creation of just two people. Yes, they write its heart, but others, those who step into it, give it its beauty. Just like our childhood, it isn’t only us who make it beautiful. It’s the songs, the movies, the places, the cousins, the homes, the friends, the little things we ate, all those moments woven together that make childhood truly magical.

In the same way, when two people share a story, it isn’t just about them. That story holds songs, friends, places, and countless little fragments that make their journey beautiful, and nostalgic. And because I do not want it buried with me, I write it here, in my diary, Night of Desires, so that it may live forever.

Raheel smiled and said, “Perhaps, along with being an outlaw killer, Altamash was also a remarkable writer.” 

Raheel turned the page. The diary was dated Lahore, 17 June 2019, and he continued reading.

My name is Altamash Khan.
I was eight years old when my parents passed away in a car accident. Today, I am twenty-two, and a part of my life has been spent with my uncle. The man I consider my father is my uncle, the one who raised me and my sister, cared for us, treated us as his own children. I love him deeply and will always be indebted to him for his kindness. 
Raheel turned the page. 

The true beginning of my story starts in my university days.
It was the first time I had ever left home to study in another city. I moved into the university hostel, carrying my packed bags and the kind of excitement that only comes with a new chapter in life.
I stood outside a door, wondering if this was indeed my room, when another boy walked up beside me and said, “Room 146, this is it, right?”
I looked at him and replied, “Yes, this is the one.”
His name was Armaan Bangash, my first friend at university, and the first student I met there. We were in the same department, the same class, and as fate would have it, the same room. From day one, we became friends.

When we stepped inside, the room greeted us with three beds, a single study table, and a large window. For someone like me, who had never lived away from home and had grown up watching Harry Potter, this hostel room felt perfect, just as I had imagined.

We were still settling in when another boy walked in. The moment I looked at him, I froze. He looked exactly like Armaan. I turned to Armaan, then back to him, and finally asked Armaan, “Doesn’t he look exactly like you?”
Before Armaan could answer, the new boy said, “That’s because we’re brothers, twins, actually.”
His name was Saif Bangash. I stood up, greeted him, and introduced myself. That day marked the beginning of my most beautiful university memories with the Bangash brothers.

Every university has a trio, and in ours, that trio was me, Armaan, and Saif.

Armaan was quiet, reserved, and preferred to keep to himself. Saif was the complete opposite, outspoken, quick to join any conversation, and someone who never offered emotional comfort but always gave a sharp dose of reality.

Together, we created some of the most beautiful memories of my life, memories that our hostel room had seen, heard, and silently guarded.

That night, ragging went on in the hostel for all of us freshers. A few final-year seniors gathered us and ordered, “Take off all your clothes and just stay in your underwear. Now, line up and walk around the entire corridor like chickens.”

We all began undressing. But when it was Saif’s turn, he refused. He kept telling the seniors, “I’m not taking them off.” The seniors started whispering among themselves, wondering why this guy wasn’t following orders.

I stepped forward, leaned towards Saif, and whispered in his ear, “mate, just take them off, it’s all in fun, why take it so seriously?”

That’s when Saif leaned closer and said, “Brother, I’m not wearing any underwear.”

I burst out laughing, and a senior caught me. Saif, who had refused to take off his clothes, gave his reason. The seniors laughed and made him sit with them. But me? I, who had done nothing, was sent to the very front of the line, leading a parade of chicken-walking freshers through the hostel.

And that’s how my hostel life began, by leading an army of chickens.

Raheel laughed and kept on reading. 

We had attended our very first university class. I still couldn’t believe I was studying Engineering, that I had grown up this much without even realizing it.

Saif and I were standing outside the university, waiting for Armaan, who seemed to have disappeared inside. He just wasn’t coming out.
I told Saif, “I’ll go and check on him.”
Our Engineering department was so far inside the campus that once you left the university gates, coming back all the way to the department wasn’t something you did casually.

As I walked, my eyes fell on a girl sitting on the steps of our department, and I stopped mid-stride. 

The sunlight shifted, sometimes bright, sometimes slipping into shadow. When it touched the right side of her face, she would raise her hand slightly, as if to shield herself.

She was wearing a blue Shalwar kameez (a traditional South Asian outfit, long tunic and loose trousers) her brown eyes calm and deep. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail, and on one ankle a golden anklet glimmered softly.

Life had been moving in a steady, unbroken flow. No desires. No excitement. And then my gaze fell upon this girl. It was 27th September 2015, 11:24 a.m. After this moment, everything changed.

My eyes stayed fixed on her, and it felt as though something long missing in my life had finally found its place. I didn’t know what it was, her beauty, her presence, or something beyond words, but looking at her felt like remembering. As if we had met before, somewhere far away, in a place without time. As if we had once sat on the edge of a mountain and talked endlessly.

And suddenly a desire rose in my heart, to win her, to make her mine. A new excitement, to return to the university tomorrow just to see her again. Life had been beautiful, but in that glimpse, I understood: life could also be breathtaking.

Strangely enough, not even five seconds had passed and already a light sadness stirred inside me, a fear that if I blinked, she might vanish, gone when my eyes opened again.

I don’t know how to define this feeling, but in that single moment I learned something: that the heart can race this fast; that ears can fall silent while the world roars around you; that everything can blur except one solitary figure. And in that instant, I realized, my life had just begun. 

I must have been looking at her for several seconds when suddenly Armaan came running, grabbed my arm, and pulled me along. “Run! Ragging is happening, I barely escaped!” he shouted.

I ran with him, but she stayed where she was, still sitting on the steps. Just as she began to fade from my view, I turned back, and she was looking straight at me.

Smiling, Raheel said, “So, the killer was once a lover too.” He turned the page, continued reading:

After that day, I didn’t see her again, not for two whole weeks. I searched for her everywhere in the university, in every corner, every crowd, but she was nowhere to be found.

The excitement of my first day at university quickly faded. But then, one afternoon, as I sat in class, a girl walked in late, and when I looked up, it was her. The girl in the blue.

In that moment, I went mad with happiness. I had searched the whole university for her, yet the one place I hadn’t looked was my own classroom. The blurred face I had been chasing was sitting right there in front of me. All the other people in the room seemed invisible, my eyes saw only her.

I don’t think any student has ever felt as happy in a lecture as I did that day. Because I knew now, for the next four years, she would be in my life.

I had studied alongside girls my whole life, never once had I liked anyone. So now that I finally did, I didn’t know what to do. Asking for her number outright felt cheap, beneath me. Because I believed something:

A guy who can casually ask for a girl’s number just because he finds her pretty isn’t in love, he’s trained. He can ask any girl. That’s not love, that’s just attraction. Love, to me, makes you shy. It humbles you. Attraction makes you greedy, wanting to win quickly, to enjoy before someone else takes her away.

It was in my third week of university that I finally learned her name. The girl my eyes had been searching for, was Alizeh Hashmi.

For the next three weeks, I did nothing. Every day, I would go to the cafeteria at 2 o’clock and sit there, waiting. By 2:10, she would arrive and settle on the bench nearby. 

I would keep eating, just so I could keep watching her. As long as she sat there, I kept eating. 

In those days, I grew healthier only because I kept filling my plate, just to sit in the cafeteria and steal glances at her. 

By 2:45, her father would come to pick her up, and she would leave. And then I too would walk back to the hostel. Somewhere deep down, I believed one day, a conversation would begin between us. But how, it was something I could never figure out. 

The first semester was coming to an end. Finals loomed overhead, and everywhere the same question echoed, when should we finally start studying?

As for me, once classes ended, I still went to the café. I don’t know why, but Alizeh had started staying back until 4 p.m. instead of leaving at 2:45. 

She would bring her notes, sit there, and study quietly. And I, I would simply sit in the café, watching her from a distance.

She had this habit, no matter if she was sitting on a bench or a chair, her leg would always keep moving, gently tapping the ground. I often thought to myself, If I ever gather the courage to speak to her, the first thing I’ll say is: ‘Whatever stress or tension you’re carrying, share it with me. Relax a little.’

The semester ended, the holidays arrived. She stood first in class, Saif second, while me and Armaan barely managed to scrape by with passing marks. And yet, despite never speaking a word to her in all those sixteen weeks, they remain some of the most beautiful days of my life. Those days, the weather, the seniors, the café, and above all, her, are etched in my memory as some of the sweetest moments I ever lived.

Raheel turned the page. 

I, Armaan, and Saif had found the perfect place for ourselves, a spot where the three of us could sit for hours and talk about everything under the sun. That place was the low boundary wall on the rooftop of our hostel. A friend is someone with whom time slips away unnoticed, someone with whom you don’t just share a single topic but countless conversations, so many that you can’t even remember where it all began. 

Right in front of our university stood a wedding hall, and from our hostel rooftop, it was clearly visible. One evening, sitting on that very wall, we started discussing it.

“All the fools in the world on one side, and the man who built this university in front of a wedding hall on the other,” Saif declared, shaking his head.

I nodded. “You’re right, man. We’re here struggling with assignments and quizzes, and just across the road there’s a wedding every other night, music and lights everywhere. This is injustice, bro.”

Armaan, in his usual quiet way, added, “Why do you worry, Altamash? You’re never going to get married anyway.” 

I turned to him, mock offended. “Why not? What’s wrong with me? Why won’t I get married?”

Saif burst out laughing. “Because for that, bro, you actually have to go up to a girl and tell her you want to marry her!”

Both of them laughed hysterically, and I could only shake my head in defeat. “Shut up guys. It’s not that easy.”

Armaan smiled and patted my back. “Then just keep sitting here with us, dreaming away. Who knows, maybe one day, one of our weddings will take place in that hall.” 

Our class had a whatsapp group where her messages only ever appeared during exams: “Can someone send the notes?” And I, throughout the entire semester, would make the most detailed, the neatest, the very best notes, just so that when her message arrived, I could send them to her before anyone else did. 

One semester passed, then another, and they kept slipping away. I never told her the state of my heart; in fact, I never even spoke to her. Whenever I gathered the courage to finally say it all, the moment she came near and lifted her eyes, I would turn away. 

Within my group, I was often considered a coward, but the truth was different, yes, I was afraid, afraid that today at least she walked past me, but if I ever revealed my heart and she turned me away, then I would no longer even be able to look at her, for my eyes would trouble her.

I was becoming more and more popular in university with each passing day, but at the same time, I was also getting more careless, while she was becoming more and more focused and liked by everyone. Her GPA kept going higher, and mine kept falling lower. At that time, I was serving as the vice president of the student council. 

Because of this big position, I had become very popular, and I was always surrounded by students. 

Girls would come to me for information, they would ask about society matters, and every time my friend Armaan would whisper in my ear, “Bro, girl is into you.” And I would just laugh it off, telling him, “It’s nothing like that, they only talk to me because I’m the Vice President.” But still, Alizeh never paid me any attention. She would pass right by me without even looking. 

Once, a poster of our society was placed on her seat, and she, out of anger, tore it down and threw it away. When the class ended, I quietly picked it up and kept it with me. 

It was in my fifth semester that I realized Alizeh wasn’t very good at coding.
So what did I do? I spent the entire semester doing nothing but coding. Day and night, I practiced so much that my friends started joking, “At this rate, you’ll build Facebook yourself.”
But the truth was, all that practice had only one purpose, that when the final exam came, I would be able to help her.

And when the day arrived, I sat down right beside her. I saw the look of struggle on her face, and at that moment, I gathered every ounce of courage within me. I leaned slightly toward her and, with a faint gesture, asked her, “Which question?”

She moved her hand ever so subtly, “Question 2.”

From that moment on, all my preparation came to life. I didn’t just help her with Question 2, not 3, not 4, I helped her with 6 out of the 10 questions. She wrote until her marker dried out. Then she whispered, “The marker is finished.”

Without hesitation, I pulled out a black marker from my pocket and handed it to her. She continued writing, and by the time the exam ended, her paper was complete.

When I walked out of that examination hall, I realized something, I had never conquered a fort, but that day, I felt exactly like a warrior who had.

As I walked out of the hall, my friends were staring at me with a mix of shock and curiosity. Armaan said, “Bro, don’t tell me you just helped Alizeh cheat?”

I cleared my throat, slipped my pens back into my pocket and replied with a smirk, “Your mate is no less than anyone.”

Saif jumped in, laughing, “Not just cheat, bro, we literally saw it with our own eyes. You with a GPA of 2.2, just helped Alizeh, the 4.0 topper, copy the exam. That’s insane!”

I burst out laughing, “Is that a compliment or an insult?”
We were still celebrating when suddenly, Alizeh herself walked out of the exam hall.
“Altamash, she’s coming towards you,” Armaan whispered, his eyes wide.
“Bro,” Saif nudged me, “this is it! The chance you’ve been waiting for years. Don’t mess this up, go win her over, my lion!”
My confidence was sky-high. I turned around to face her. Alizeh raised her hand, gave me a playful salute, and said, “You nailed it, Altamash. Thank you soo much.”

And just like that, all my confidence collapsed.

Instead of starting the conversation I had rehearsed for years, all I could manage was a shy, awkward “Thank you.” She went on, “If it weren’t for you, I would’ve failed today. I don’t know how you did it. No one else could’ve pulled this off.”

Her words made me blush even harder. I kept smiling, murmuring “No, no, it’s nothing... really nothing at all.”

Next to her, her best friend Anum was quietly smiling, as if she knew exactly what was happening, the mighty Vice President of the Student Council, completely tongue-tied in front of one girl.

Oh wait, Anum. How could I forget to tell you about her? It’s impossible to talk about those days without mentioning her. She was Alizeh’s best friend, but she was also my dearest friend. And there was one thing we both had in common, we were fans of Iranian cinema. Name any Iranian film, and the two of us could talk endlessly about it. That was our thing.

Anyway, back in that moment, Alizeh finally picked up her things, smiled again and said, “Oh, and, your black marker. Thank you so much for that too.”

She handed it back, turned, and walked away.

The second she left, my friends dragged me to the side and exploded on me.
“Altamash Khan, Vice President of the Student Council, the guy who has been staring at this girl for years, crushing on her in silence, and when the perfect chance finally came, you froze?! You couldn’t say a single proper word?!”
They hit me, cursed me, laughed at me, and I, completely embarrassed, could only mutter, “Brothers, you just wouldn’t understand,” 

Five semesters had passed, and if there was any connection between Alizeh and me beyond being classmates, it was only that I had once helped her cheat in an exam, and that, for me, was a greater achievement than even being the Vice President. 

She wasn’t in a relationship with me, but I was in one with her. I had a small box that I called my treasure. Inside it, I kept the black marker she had once touched, the society poster with my name and picture on it, and over time, that treasure had grown, filled entirely with Alizeh. 

Raheel laughed and said, “What is this? Did Altamash really write this?” 

He called out to the officer. When the officer came in, Raheel asked, “Where did you find this?” The officer replied, “Sir, we found the bag on the Road, not far from the mansion.” Raheel signaled him to leave, and the officer walked out. Raheel then said to himself, “If he couldn’t even talk properly to this girl, how could he commit murders?” 

**​
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SIALKOT, 9 DECEMBER 2027 

It was 9 o’clock at night, the club was drowning in the deafening roar of music; the bass reverberated off the walls. Madness reigned, some were dancing wildly, others were screaming, some lost in their drunken euphoria, singing at the top of their lungs. 

Amidst this chaos, in a dimly lit corner, sat a man, Mikael Malik Shah, green eyes, 30 years old. A faint light slashed across his face, deepening the sharp contours of his features. A small glimmer shone from the piercing on the left side of his lip, while a distinct cut marred one of his eyebrows. Dark circles shadowed his eyes. His hair was receding from the front, while the sides were cropped so short that they appeared as nothing more than faint lines. A thin chain dangled from his neck, catching the light with every subtle movement, while a black, gleaming ring adorned his finger.

A light beard dusted his face, just a faint shadow on his skin, not thick enough to cover his sharp jawline but enough to give him a raw, untamed look.

Seated on a plush sofa, he was surrounded by his men, his protectors. Some bore weapons, their eyes scanning the room like silent sentinels. Two women flanked Mikael; on his right sat Ruby, her long hair cascading over her shoulders, her outfit bold and modern. On his left, another woman lounged close, sipping her drink. Around him, his men drank, laughed, and lost themselves in intoxication.

Just then, a friend approached, discreetly sliding a packet of drugs onto the table. Mikael glanced at it with vacant, bloodshot eyes. Before he could react, another man rushed toward him, urgency etched on his face.

“Boss, there’s news,” the man said.

Mikael, drunk and intoxicated, smirked lazily. His voice, hoarse from alcohol, rose slightly as he pulled out a crisp 5000 Rs note from his pocket. Rolling it into a tight cylinder, he chuckled, “Well? I hope by now you people have caught Altamash. ”

With a slow, deliberate motion, he placed the rolled-up note against his nostril and inhaled a line of the drug. As the rush hit, he threw his head back against the sofa, his blood-red eyes staring at the club’s ceiling, lost in euphoria.

The man hesitated before speaking. “Boss, Altamash attacked our two men at the station last night and escaped. He even cut Hamza’s arm.”

The words cut through Mikael’s intoxicated haze. His head jerked forward sharply, his glare locking onto the informant. 

A wicked grin twisted his lips before he suddenly lunged, grabbing the man’s collar with an iron grip. 

His voice, laced with fury, erupted, “You fools can’t even handle one damn man? He was a dog of my own house, yet you worthless men still can’t catch that bitch?”

The man remained silent, his face pale.

Mikael sneered, shoving him away. “We’re trying, boss. Mehmon is after him. He left Sialkot last night and went back to his city, Lahore. Mehmon is on his trail.” Mikael straightened the man’s collar and, placing a hand on his face, said, “Mehmon is my friend. He knows how to bring Altamash to me.” 

The man hesitated and said, “Altamash cut Hamza’s arm, and he even wrote something on it.”
Mikael looked at him and asked, “What did it say?”
The man glanced around nervously and stammered, “It said, ‘Give this arm to Mikael, so he can scratch his balls with it, because that’s all he’s good for.’”
Mikael’s face burned with rage as he glared. 

Mikael gave a mocking smile, shaking his head. Then he bent down, grabbed a liquor bottle, and smashed it so hard against the glass table that not only did the bottle shatter, but the table itself broke, sending the rest of the bottles crashing to the floor. 

The woman on Mikael’s left flinched at the sudden explosion of violence. Terrified, she attempted to flee, but before she could escape, Mikael spun around, his hand shooting out to seize a fistful of her long hair. He yanked her toward him with brutal force, dragging her close as she let out a sharp, panicked scream. 

Mikael clamped a hand over her mouth, twisting her arm behind her back. Leaning in close, his breath hot against her ear, he whispered, “What’s wrong? Are you scared, hmm?”

Her body trembled violently, tears slipping down her pale cheeks.

he brushed his hand over the drug powder on his forehead, coating his palm. The girl’s breathing grew rapid. 

Mikael pressed his powdered hand against her cheek, leaving white streaks across her skin.  His voice, chilling and mocking, whispered against her ear, “If you’re so afraid, why the hell did you come here?”

Then, with a flick of his tongue, he licked the drugs off her cheek, slow, deliberate, wicked.

Releasing her abruptly, he shoved her forward. She stumbled, crashing onto a chair before scrambling to her feet, wiping her face, and running for the exit.

Mikael laughed. Reaching for Ruby’s glass of alcohol, he took a long sip before asking lazily, “What’s her name?”

One of his men stepped forward. “Boss, her name is Alina.”

Mikael turned to him, his grin widening. “She’s beautiful.” He leaned back, eyes narrowing. “She should be here every night from now on.”

Then, without care, he let the glass slip from his fingers. It crashed onto the floor, shattering into a hundred pieces.

His voice, now deadly serious, rang through the club, “I want Mehmon back.” His eyes darkened, his jaw tightening. “bring me Altamash.” His voice dropped to a growl. “I’ll tear Altamash into pieces and feed him to the dogs, and then I’ll set those dogs on fire too, the ones that dared to taste this pig’s flesh.”

His gaze then flickered to another man. “And bring the new SP tomorrow as well.” A slow, menacing smile curled his lips. “Whatever he wants, pay him. Stuff the money down his throat if you have to.”

He turned back toward Ruby. She sat there, arms crossed, there was disappointment and irritation on her face. 

“How low will you fall, Mikael?” she taunted, her voice silk and venom. “Let the girl go.”

Mikael burst into laughter, his voice echoing through the club. “Whatever Mikael desires, belongs to Mikael,” he murmured, trailing a finger along Ruby’s jaw. “Just like you, Ruby.”

​
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​The Killer and The Lover


[image: ]


Raheel arrived home and unlocked the door, only to find darkness enveloping the house. He moved toward his room and saw his daughter fast asleep. Sitting beside her on the bed, he watched her for a while.

Bushra appeared at the doorway, pausing as she took in the sight of them. She stood there silently, watching Raheel, who hadn’t noticed her yet. When he finally looked up, he saw her standing in the dimly lit hallway.

As he walked toward her, she softly said, “She waited for you all day, Raheel, waited for her father to come home with chocolates.” She exhaled deeply. “But you didn’t come, Raheel”

Raheel remained silent, unable to meet her eyes.

Bushra sighed. “Go freshen up, I’ll make dinner for you.”

Raheel shook his head. “I already ate at the office, Bushra. I’m not hungry.”

Bushra hesitated for a moment before saying, “I was thinking, maybe I should start making you lunch for work. You stay out all day.”

Raheel frowned slightly. “There’s no need for that”

Bushra gave a tired smile. “Alright then, let’s sit together for a while, at least.”

Raheel ran a hand over his face, already anticipating the words he’d have to say. “I have work to do, Bushra.”

Bushra’s expression hardened. “When will this end, Raheel? Your work, your endless work? The whole day, I wait. The whole night, I wait. But you,” she shook her head.

Raheel took a step closer. “Just a little longer. A few more days, Bushra, and I’ll be free. Things are new, it’ll take some time. Today was just my first day in this new city” His voice was soft, almost pleading.

Bushra looked at him, disappointment flickering in her eyes before she simply nodded. “Fine, Raheel.” With that, she turned and walked away.

Raheel exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair before heading to his study. He closed the door behind him, reached into his desk drawer, and pulled out a pack of biscuits. Sitting down, he took the diary from his bag and started eating quickly.  He flipped it open, ready to lose himself in Altamash’s world once more.

**​
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FROM THE DIARY OF ALTAMASH Khan: Night of Desires

On weekends or during holidays, I often returned home. There, a different world awaited me, my uncle, my cousin sisters, and above all, my younger sister, whose words could never find an end. Her name is Anaya Khan, sixteen years old now, though when our parents passed away, she had been just a two-year-old child.

For me, Anaya is everything, Up to this point, everything felt perfectly balanced, until one day my uncle bought her a mobile phone. That was when my peaceful world changed.

From then on, I began receiving thousands of her messages every single day. And what kind of messages, you ask? Anime cartoons. 

Now, as a man already consumed by university life, student society responsibilities, and endless matters, how could I possibly keep up with such relentless streams of texts? 

I would often check her messages two or three days later, in moments of rare calm, and then set about convincing her, pleading almost, that I would answer her on time next time. Yet, each time I broke my promise, proudly, mischievously, as though it was my right.

For after all, what kind of brother would I be if I don’t annoy my sister? 

There is still one person in my story whom I have not yet spoken of, my childhood friend, Shameer Ali. We all have those rare friends who stand apart from the rest. The kind with whom we don’t need daily conversations or constant meetings, yet they know us more than anyone else, more than our family, more than the four walls of our own room. For me, Shameer is that friend.

He had always been more than a brother to me. From the very beginning, we shared a bond so unbreakable that we even made a pact in the name of friendship: if, at any point in life, we were ever to become enemies, then one of us would have to die, because we knew far too many of each other’s secrets.

Shameer is my neighbor, the son of my mother’s best friend, and so we had always been together since childhood. Unfortunately, life had never been kind to him. His father was forced into early retirement due to illness, and from that day onward, the weight of the entire household fell upon Shameer’s shoulders. There isn’t a single kind of job in this world that he hasn’t done. He works two jobs in a single day and still goes to university in the morning, studying on a scholarship. If there is any pride left in our whole neighborhood, it is Shameer. 

Whenever we sat together, we would dream of business ideas, plans grand enough to change our futures, but they always ended with the two of us sipping a thirty-rupee cup of tea and returning home empty-handed.

I had always been a staunch critic of love, dismissing it as a waste of time, a pretty illusion people told themselves. Shameer would never agree. He used to say, “You only deny love because you’ve never felt it. The day you do, all your philosophies will crumble.” But I never bent, never surrendered my arguments.

Until one day, I confessed to him, hesitantly, that I liked a girl from my university, my classmate, Alizeh. At first he didn’t believe me; he thought I was joking. Then, realizing I was serious, he burst into uncontrollable laughter, half in shock, half in amusement.

Raheel laughed.

It was 2018, For the past three years, I had been quietly observing Alizeh on Facebook. I knew everything about her, where she had studied, the colleges she had attended, her favorite celebrities, the dramas and movies she adored. I had followed the same pages, joined the same groups, all so I could feel a little closer to her.

One evening, while commenting on a post in one of those groups, I noticed something in my notifications that nearly stopped my breath: “Alizeh Hashmi liked your comment.”

I cannot describe what that meant to me. My mind raced, surely this wasn’t ordinary, surely it meant something. That night, fueled by a sudden, reckless courage, I sent her a friend request. And the moment I did, panic seized me.

I left my house and began pacing the streets. My heart kept whispering: What have you done? She doesn’t have a single boy on her list, and you’re the only one who dared to send a request. She’ll misunderstand. She’ll think wrong of you. You must go back and cancel it.

I sprinted home, covering in fifteen minutes what normally took me thirty. Breathless, I snatched up my phone, only to see the words that turned my world upside down:

“Alizeh Hashmi accepted your friend request.”

In that instant, my heartbeats thundered, my vision blurred. It felt as though my chest could not contain the storm of joy inside. 

That night, I did not sleep. I sat awake, gazing at her profile, opening each photo, reading each post as though it were scripture. I could not believe that I had been allowed into this hidden world, a world I had only admired from outside for years.

It was the first day of my sixth semester. I was walking toward the department, lost in my own world, when I almost collided with someone. We both stopped abruptly. It was Alizeh.

For a moment, nervousness gripped me. She smiled shyly, her voice carrying a touch of hesitation as she asked, “Where’s the class?”

I froze, suddenly forgetting everything. After fumbling for a second, I said, “It’s in FS10.”

She nodded lightly. “Okay, see you in class,” she said with a smile before walking ahead.

I regained my senses quickly, turned back and called out, “Alizeh, the class is in PS10, not FS10. Sorry, I forgot for a moment.”

She turned, smiled again, and simply said, “Okay.” Then she walked away.

Our chats on Facebook began. It started with games, we would send each other requests, play Dragon City, Criminal Case, and many more. Alongside the games, little conversations began to weave their way into our days.

She loved poetry. Her profile was filled with groups and pages dedicated to it. I would send her Poetry from time to time, and she would reply with such delight, saying how beautiful they were. She, too, began sharing poems with me. And so, unknowingly, her love for poetry turned me into a poet.

Smiling, Raheel said, “I would like to read poetry.”, Raheel continued reading.

At times, it is necessary for things to go wrong, for within those very wrongs often lies the hidden right meant for us. 

It was 13th May 2018, 4:16 pm. I was traveling to my village with family. The network was terrible on the road. Suddenly, a message popped up, Alizeh had sent me a poem.

Raheel said in surprise, “Who remembers the exact time and date like this?”, Raheel continued reading.

Before the signal could vanish again, I quickly typed back:
“I’ll recite this to my crush someday.”
And just like that, the internet died.

I thought the message hadn’t gone through. But at 4:36 pm, her reply appeared:
“In our university, there isn’t really anyone worth a crush, you’ll have to look beyond these walls to find one. ”
My heart skipped. I hurriedly replied before the signal could betray me again:
“Ahhh, my crush is from our university.”
The moment I pressed send, I regretted it. I tried to delete it, but too late. Her next message arrived, curious and playful:
“Who is she? Tell me.”
I panicked. “No, no one.” I typed.
“Hina?” she guessed.
Hina was famous in our university, beautiful, admired by everyone. Boys had tried and failed to get close to her. I laughed bitterly.
“Come on. Hina is just a crush for kids.”
“Where’s Hina, and where’s my Alizeh?” I said in my heart. 

But Alizeh pressed on:
“Everyone’s after her though, she’s practically the crush of the entire university.”
I deflected. “That’s exactly why, she’s for children. Not for me.”

She didn’t give up. “Then who is it? Tell me. I don’t know why, but I’m feeling shy asking you this,”

I laughed nervously. “I’m feeling shy too. Can’t tell you.”

“At least tell me the department?” she pressed.
“CS.”
“Batch?”
“Same as ours, Batch 15.”
“Perfect,” she teased, “now just say the name.”

I resisted. “What’s in a name anyway?”

Raheel laughed and said, “Tell her the name, Altamash. It’s been so long, say it today.” 

But she wasn’t letting go. One by one, she listed the names of almost every girl in our batch, nearly thirty names. Each time, I replied, “No, not her.”

And then she stopped. She didn’t speak the thirty-first name, because the thirty-first name was her own, and if she had said her name that day, I would have told her, “Yes, she is my crush.” 

But she didn’t. She only laughed, teasing me:
“Then who’s left? Who can it possibly be?”
I sighed, typing the truth I had hidden for years:
“For three years, I’ve liked just one girl.”
Her reply came after a pause, almost in disbelief:
“I never knew, the Vice President of the Student Council, surrounded by girls all the time, liked only one girl silently, for three years?”
They say when emotions run high, silence is safest. But I didn’t stay silent. I confessed in my clumsy way, In the examination hall, I would just sit there watching her, instead of doing my paper. 

And in that moment, I was sure this would be the last conversation between us. That she would block me.

But instead, her next message came.
Just two words:
“Lucky woman.”
I was never good at remembering dates. History was never my thing, either I would forget the names of historical figures or the dates tied to them. But with Alizeh, I realized that some dates don’t need memorizing, they etch themselves into your heart. 

Raheel smiled.

24th May 2018. That was the day it all began, the day Altamash and Alizeh’s story truly started. 

Our conversation began around 5 p.m. She teased me about my crush again, and as always, I tried to brush it off: “Forget it, what’s in a crush?” 

But she persisted, reminding me that I had already shared things with Armaan and Saif, so why not with her? I tried to escape by saying, “Look, summer’s almost here, what’s the point now?” 

But she wouldn’t let it go: “So what? You can tell me now, and I’ll spend the whole summer listening to you talk about her. I won’t mind at all.”

Then she asked, “Fine, at least tell me, what does she look like?”

I froze. How could I tell her that she herself was my crush? Still, clumsily, I tried:
“I’ve been watching her from a distance for three years now. 
She’s so beautiful that I sometimes think, the day I see her up close, I might just die from it. When someone does something nice for her, she gives this tiny side-smile, but when she truly laughs, she laughs with her whole heart, her mouth wide open, her front teeth showing. 

And I wonder if someday I’ll be the one to make her laugh like that. 

She’s the kind of beautiful that makes the whole crowd blur, and only she remains in focus. I’ve never had to search for her on campus, my eyes, like magnets, always find her.”

She read the message. Two minutes passed. Then her reply came:
“Stop it, you’re making me blush.”
A moment later, another message:
“You love her this much?”
I typed back, “Love is too small a word. It’s been more than three years now, it’s a habit. Seeing her, smiling to myself, and then quietly walking away.”

She answered:
“I never thought you’d ever have a crush. You always seemed so, untouchable. Sigma. And now that I know, that girl must be very lucky.”
I had nothing left to say, so I just sent a few laughing emojis, and wrote back:
“What can I say? My crush really is that beautiful.”
She laughed too, and the conversation kept flowing. Before I knew it, it was midnight. She suddenly wrote:
“Altamash, do you realize we’ve been talking since yesterday?”
I checked the time and smiled:
“You’re right. Didn’t even notice.”
“It was fun,” she said.

“Yeah,” I replied. “It really was.”

She sent one last “Okay... bye” before logging off.

I was the kind of guy who went to bed at 8 every night and woke up at 4 in the morning to exercise. 

But that day changed everything, after it, I neither slept before midnight nor woke up at four to work out again. 

Her favorite color was blue. she asked me, “What do you like in fast food?” I had no idea when burgers had become my favorites, but I told her, “Same as you, I love burgers.” She laughed and said, “Then we must share one someday.”
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[image: ]


RAHEEL CLOSED THE DIARY, laughed, and said, “Well, finally you managed to talk to your crush.” He stood up, left his study room, and walked toward the fridge. 

Finding it empty, he turned back. As he passed his bedroom, his eyes fell on Bushra sleeping on the bed. 

Raheel leaned against the doorway, watching her, and with a smile said, “You’ve been my crush since university days too. If you hadn’t scolded me after every lecture, I would never have become an SP today.”

Smiling, he walked away, returned to his study room, and continued reading the diary. 

**​
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FROM THE DIARY OF ALTAMASH Khan: Night of Desires

I walked into the room to find Armaan lying on his bed, talking to Khadija on the phone. The moment he saw me, he grinned and said, “Look, Mr. Lucky is here.”

Khadija was Armaan’s fiancée. They had first met back in fifth grade, and their friendship grew so strong that eventually their families arranged their engagement. It had already been two years since then. In a way, Khadija had become the fourth member of our group.

I smiled awkwardly. “Come on, Armaan, don’t exaggerate.”

Armaan sat up, switched his phone to speaker, and teased, “Khadija wants to congratulate you.”

I looked at him in surprise. “Wait, you already told her?”

On the other side, Khadija’s cheerful voice filled the room: “Altamash, congratulations! Finally, you’ve gathered the courage, your conversations with Alizeh have actually begun.”

I blushed and stammered, “No, no, Khadija, it’s nothing like that. We’ve just talked a little, that’s all.”

But Khadija laughed knowingly. “Altamash, that’s unfair. For years we’ve heard you mention her, and now, when things are finally moving forward, you want to hide it from us? You can’t fool me, you know I’m the backbone of this group.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You’re right, Khadija. I could never hide anything from you.”

Just then Saif, sitting cross-legged on the bed, interrupted. “Bro, at least grab some notes from Alizeh for me.”

I frowned. “Notes? Why me? What do I have to do with her notes?”

Saif threw his hands in the air. “Not for you, for me! I just want to see how she always gets first position while I stay stuck at second. There must be some secret hidden in those notes.”

I shook my head. “That’s not my problem Saif, Study harder yourself. Besides, if I ask her for notes, she’ll think I only talk to her for study’s sake.”

Saif slapped his forehead. “Man, you manage to think of things that don’t even cross anyone else’s mind.”

I sat down beside him on the bed and said softly, “Listen, I never want her to feel that I’m with her just because she’s a gold medalist.”

Saif chuckled, shaking his head. “So what you’re saying is, you failed while hanging out with me, and you’ll probably still fail even if you hang out with her?”

I grinned back. “Bro, if your face isn’t pretty, at least your words should be.”

Raheel laughed.

Alizeh and I rarely met in university, but whenever our eyes did cross, we would exchange nothing more than a smile.

One day, as I was passing by, I heard Alizeh telling Anum, “That senior gave Maria an entire box of chocolates. Isn’t Maria so lucky? If someone gave me that, I’d die of happiness. I don’t know what kind of girls they are, the ones a boy loves so deeply, and yet they still leave him.” 

20th June 2018
It was the last day of our 6th semester. We had our course presentations, and that day Alizeh walked in, dressed beautifully in white and pink. She entered quietly behind Anum, almost trying not to be noticed, but her shy smile gave her away. She looked beautiful, and somehow that very shyness made her even more breathtaking.
Once the presentations were over, everyone began to leave for home. Just as I was gathering my things, Anum and Alizeh walked up to me.
Anum teased, “Alizeh wanted to say goodbye to you.”
Alizeh added softly, “We were just leaving, so I thought I should say goodbye.”
I smiled, trying to act calm. “It was a good semester,” I said.
Both of them nodded, “Yes, it really was.”
I hadn’t complimented Alizeh’s dress yet. I wanted to, but I was so nervous. And as always, fate had its way of turning my excitement into fear, and my courage into clumsy words. Still, I gathered myself and blurted, “You look, really nice today, Alizeh.”

She smiled, gently, beautifully, and replied, “So do you, Altamash.”
That simple reply made me shy enough to lower my eyes. 
My gaze fell on Anum, and I wanted to say she looked nice too, but instead, what slipped out was, “You, you always look nice.”
Anum burst into laughter, and soon all three of us were laughing together.
After a light goodbye, they both began to walk away. I stood there, watching Alizeh leave. Then, just before turning the corner, she stopped, looked back, and said “Goodbye.” 

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I just stood frozen, staring at her, as if she was the only face in the world, and everything else had blurred into nothingness.

Until that moment, I had never admitted to myself that this was love. But that day, I realized, I wasn’t just falling anymore; I had already fallen too far. 

For the first time, her absence felt heavy, and her eyes held a light that told me I mattered to someone.

That very moment, I knew: Alizeh wasn’t just a dream anymore. She was my destination.

There are moments in life, certain faces, certain words, certain memories, that no language can ever truly capture. And it is these moments that turn people into poets. Poetry doesn’t require learning; it is born from helplessness, beauty, pain, and longing. Listeners may romanticize it, but for the one who writes, it is nothing but truth carved out of their soul.

I was never a poet. But that night, when all my friends had gone home and I sat alone in my hostel room, I felt the need to write, something, anything, to convince my own heart that this was why I was lost in her. And so, I wrote my first lines of poetry. 

In brighter days, I had fallen in love with a gentle woman,
How can I tell you, what had truly become of me?
I had heard she wandered through gardens of narcissus,
I had heard she bloomed amidst the petals of roses.
Eyes like doe, holding the depth of a lake.
When the sun stands before her, they sparkle like pearls. 
Her smile rested on her lips like the dawn of spring,
And if she smiled upon the world, even the moon would blush in surrender.
Henna adorned her hands as though a painter had traced each line with care,
Her fingers shone with the brightness of flowing rivers.
The anklets on her feet could have led a lost soul home,
And to walk her paths was to inherit the vastness of the heavens.
Her brown tresses, like the shade of a forest,
In moonlit alleys they carried the fragrance of dreams.
Even her gait held a secret charm,
For wherever she walked, flowers blossomed in her wake.
Her voice was as beautiful as the season’s first rain,
She was the priceless treasure of my home, as rare as the wealth of a palace.
And you, Altamash, harsh in tone, hard in heart, calling yourself brave,
At her single backward glance, you lost the whole world.

Raheel put the diary down and said, “Damn.” 

He took off his glasses, rubbed his face, and said, “He’s a lover, lovers kill themselves, not others.” 

Then the officer’s morning report came to his mind: Altamash had killed three people near Sialkot train station, one of Sialkot’s most infamous murders, with such brutality that he gouged out one man’s eye and riddled another with bullets. 

How can these two Altamash’s be the same? How is that possible?  How can these two Altamash’s be the same? How is that possible? 
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