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Rubina

Revenge.

Rubina.

“I have returned...”

“I’m falling apart...”

“I’m not done.”

“I see you.”

“He’s mine.”

The wraith was gone. But Malik’s eyes now carried Rubina’s shadow.

The wraith was gone. Malik lay on the floor — motionless. But his eyes now carried Rubina’s red glow.

“Obey.”

“I’m almost here.”

“I’m here.”

“He’s mine.”

“Rubina.”

The spirit was the pain of Malik’s first wife. A half-formed, hidden, buried pain that Rubina awakened... and now that pain was trying to protect Malik.

“Malik...”

“You belong to me.”

“I am the one... you never mourned.”

“Malik... you’re here. I’m here.”

“Malik... you are not alone.”

“You both thought... I became weak?”

“Malik pushed me away... so now I’ll pull Malik back.”

“If I cannot control Malik... then I will punish him.”

Malik collapsed to the floor.

“I... am not... finished yet...”

“Rubina.”

“Malik... I’m here.”

A circle with three lines inside.

“You cannot stop me, Hina.”

“You let the tile activate.”

“It belongs to me.”

“You broke the link!”

“I’m here.”

Malik’s red eyes.

“You all thought I was the villain.”

“Five days after learning black magic... the ritual backfired on me.”

“I didn’t want to hurt anyone. I only wanted to ease my pain. But black magic... doesn’t ease pain. It brings pain to life.”

“My ritual turned against me... and my soul became lost.”

“Because I wasn’t wrong. I was wronged.”

“Malik did.”

“Malik cheated on me.”

“I was pregnant. My baby was inside me.”

“Malik poisoned me.”

“He killed my baby. My child never even reached this world.”

“He was my baby! My life! And Malik murdered him inside my womb!”

“And then... when I was shattered... when I was bleeding... when my baby was gone...”

“Malik divorced me.”

“I wasn’t the evil one. Malik was.”

“I couldn’t bear the grief Malik gave me.”

“I killed myself.”

“With this tile.”

“I slit my throat with a shard of the green tile.”

“I gave my soul to the devil... for one reason...”

“To take revenge on Malik!”

“After dying, I entered Malik’s body.”

“Every night, I made Malik feel the same pain he gave me.”

“I only wanted justice.”

“I wasn’t evil. I was broken.”

“Now you all know the truth.”

“Now I will NOT spare this treacherous bastard.”

“If he won’t die inside me... then I will die inside him.”


She leapt off the bus before it had even settled, her feet hitting the ground with desperate urgency. Without looking back, she sped toward Surjani, her steps carrying her deeper into a stretch of land where the city’s noise died and an eerie silence took over.

The path ahead was nothing but wilderness — a place untouched by settlement. No water to survive on, no electricity humming through wires, no gas lines, no signs of human life. It was still a raw, unforgiving jungle. People avoided it, afraid of the snakes that slithered unseen and the scorpions hiding beneath stones. Only the lost or the foolish ever wandered there.

But she wasn’t lost. And she wasn’t foolish.

Something was pulling her — something stronger than fear, stronger than reason. She moved quickly, almost breathlessly, as if the barren land itself was calling her name. Whatever urgency burned inside her, it pushed her forward into the emptiness, into the danger, into the unknown.

She then walked toward the hut of a man who practiced siphli dark magic — a man whose face was terrifying, disfigured as if life itself had beaten him, and whose body and black clothes reeked with a sickening stench. He had built his shack in a place so hidden that no ordinary person ever passed by. Only those who had drifted far away from humanity — those who had become like devils — ever went to him.

Rubina approached him and first bent down to kiss the sorcerer’s feet. Then, in a pleading voice, she said, “I want to learn siphli black magic so I can destroy my husband completely. You called me today. My husband has divorced me and he is marrying Hina. I cannot tolerate this. I will finish both Hina and Malik.”

The siphli sorcerer replied, “Fine. But remember — to learn siphli, you must sacrifice your faith. Can you do that?”

Rubina answered, “Yes, absolutely. I am ready to put anything — even my faith — on the line.”

The sorcerer said, “There is a well a little distance from here. A righteous man had it dug for travelers. Poor people and travelers use that well to make ablution, to drink water, and to take water home. If you truly want to learn siphli, then you must sacrifice your faith by urinating in that well.”

Rubina said, “No problem. I will go right now, urinate in it, and come back. Then you will teach me black magic.”

The sorcerer replied, “This is a promise. After you urinate in that well, come back to me. I will teach you the complete siphli dark art.”

Rubina ran through the narrow path, her breath sharp in her chest, the desert wind pushing dust against her face. The old well stood ahead like a lonely wound in the earth. But when she reached it, she froze.

Three poor children were gathered around the stone rim, pulling up a rusted bucket and drinking the cold water with cupped hands. Their laughter was thin, innocent — a sound that stabbed straight into her conscience. She felt her resolve crumble. How could she do something so foul to a place that kept these children alive? Her heart recoiled, refusing the darkness she had promised to embrace.

She turned back.

The sorcerer’s hut waited like a shadow that breathed. Inside, the air was thick with rot and old curses. The sorcerer lifted his head, his face a map of scars and cruelty.

Rubina forced her voice steady. “I... I did it. I urinated in the well. Now teach me the black art.”

The sorcerer’s eyes narrowed, glowing with a sickly awareness. “Do not lie to me,” he hissed. “You cannot fool the darkness. You did not obey.”

Rubina’s throat tightened.

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a cold whisper. “You must go back. You must do exactly what the devil commands. Only then will your soul be offered... only then will the dark art open its doors to you.”

His words slithered around her like smoke.

“If you refuse,” he continued, “remember this — you will never learn the forbidden craft. To become the devil’s servant, one must obey every command without question. This is your command. This is your task.”

He pointed toward the door, toward the well, toward her fate.

“Go. Do it. If you truly want revenge on your husband... and on Hina.”

Rubina moved like a woman carrying a mountain on her back. Every step toward the well felt heavier than the last. The afternoon light was fading, stretching long shadows across the barren ground. When she reached the well, she saw a frail old woman lifting a dented metal pot, water sloshing inside it. The woman shuffled away, unaware of the storm brewing behind her.

Rubina hesitated. Her breath trembled. This is the moment... no one is here...

She scanned the surroundings — the empty path, the silent trees, the still air. Then, with a sudden burst of fear-driven resolve, she stood over the well and relieved herself into its depths.

The world changed.

From the heart of the well erupted a blinding radiance — a streak of pure light. A young man, impossibly beautiful, rose from the darkness astride a glowing horse. His face shone with a divine brilliance, his presence overwhelming, unreal. Light wrapped around him like a living flame, and the horse beneath him thundered upward with the speed of a bullet.

In a heartbeat, he vanished into the sky.

Rubina staggered back, her pulse hammering. Terror seized her legs, and she ran — ran until she burst into the sorcerer’s hut, breathless and shaking.

The sorcerer looked at her once and smiled a crooked, knowing smile.

“So,” he said, “you have urinated in the well.”

Rubina froze. “How... how did you know? I didn’t tell you yet.”

He leaned forward, his eyes glinting. “Your face has changed. The innocence is gone. A stain has settled where purity once lived.”

Rubina swallowed hard, then whispered the vision she had seen — the radiant young man, the horse of light, the impossible speed, the ascent into the heavens.

“Who was he?” she asked, voice trembling.

The sorcerer’s smile deepened. “That was not a young man. That was your faith — your iman — leaving you. Now you belong to the world of shadows. You will learn black magic, and you will rise as its queen. From today, your training begins. No one will ever have the strength to break your darkness again.”

And so, in that dim, foul-smelling hut, Rubina’s descent began. The sorcerer lifted his hands, muttered ancient words, and the first lesson of forbidden magic unfolded before her.
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Malik had erased Rubina from his life as if she were a chapter torn out and burned. His world now revolved around Hina — soft laughter, warm evenings, and the gentle comfort of a love that felt new and uncomplicated. They met at ice-cream parlors glowing with neon lights, shared meals in crowded restaurants, wandered through markets with shopping bags swinging from their hands. Malik’s cosmetics business was thriving, and Hina’s office job kept her steady; together they moved through the city like two people rehearsing for a future they believed was theirs.

Before marriage, they explored Karachi like carefree travelers — exchanging small gifts, planning outfits, arguing playfully over colors and designs. It was a life Rubina had never known how to give him, Malik told himself.

One evening, as they sat together, Hina tilted her head and asked, “Are you really happy after leaving Rubina? You won’t think of her after our marriage, right?”

Malik exhaled slowly, as if releasing a burden he had carried too long. “She was a weight on my chest,” he said. “Always suspicious, always angry. One moment she cried about not having a child, the next she accused me of affairs. She brought amulets, rings, strange charms... and when I refused, she turned the house into a battlefield. After her mother died, she lost whatever balance she had left. She fought over everything — sent kids to spy on me, believed lies from women I had never even seen. And then one day... she poured petrol on herself. I stopped her, but I knew then I couldn’t live with her fear, her madness. I divorced her. Filed an FIR. She had become a danger to my life. I had to end it.”

He paused, then looked at Hina with a softness that made her blush. “Now I want a new life with you.”

Hina smiled, half teasing, half shy. “Good. A woman like that shouldn’t stay in anyone’s life. But... are you sure you didn’t have an affair? You won’t betray me, right?”

Malik placed his hand over hers, firm and warm. “If I ever betray you, may I never see the next morning. I want a family with you. I want to belong only to you.”

Her cheeks warmed. “After marriage, we’ll visit every restaurant in Karachi. We’ll shop everywhere.”

Malik laughed softly. “Yes, darling. We’ll stay happy. No dark shadow will touch us.”

But shadows rarely ask permission.

Unseen, unheard, a storm had already begun its slow crawl toward them — a storm that would soon tear through the fragile happiness they believed was unbreakable

Night was slowly settling over Karachi, but there was something different in the air — a restlessness, a faint whisper, as if something unseen was wandering through the city’s streets. Malik and Hina felt as though life had finally begun to move in a straight, peaceful direction. They sat together by the Clifton shoreline, the breeze brushing against their faces, and the distant roar of the waves sounding almost like a song.

But far away from their happiness, another story was waking up.

Rubina.

Her house had turned into a box of darkness — empty rooms, closed doors, and a silence so heavy it could cut a person from the inside. Deep lines had formed under her eyes, her hair was tangled, and her face carried the exhaustion born only from pain.

She stood by the window, staring into the night. The sea breeze touched her face and passed on, but she felt nothing. Her heart held only one thing — Malik’s betrayal, Malik’s laughter, Malik’s new life... and that quiet fire burning inside her.

Suddenly, lightning flashed across the sky. Then another. Then a third.

As if the sky itself was angry.

Rubina closed her eyes, and a faint smile appeared on her lips — the kind of smile that chills anyone who sees it.

“It’s my turn now...” she whispered. Her voice carried no scream, no madness — only a cold, steady, decisive calm.

Far away at Clifton’s edge, Hina suddenly tightened her grip on Malik’s hand. “The wind feels strange...” she said with a weak smile.

Malik laughed lightly, trying to reassure her. “Oh darling, Karachi’s wind is always like this.”

But in that moment, a cold gust passed between them — so cold that Hina’s heart skipped.

Lightning flashed again, lighting up the sea. The waves grew louder. The wind changed direction.

As if the city had begun welcoming an unknown guest.

Malik looked at Hina, then at the sky. “Looks like a storm is coming,” he said with a hint of unease.

Hina replied softly, “In our lives too...”

And in that moment, a strange whisper spread through Clifton’s air — carrying only one message:

Destruction has begun. And it is coming straight toward them.

Rubina stood perfectly still in the deep silence of the night — like a statue, like a shadow. Lightning flashed again and again across the walls of her room, each burst of light carving a new, colder shape onto her face.

She looked out the window. The wind blowing from Clifton finally touched her — but it wasn’t cold... it was sharp, almost as if someone had pushed her.

Rubina opened her mother’s
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