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    To those who learned too late, and to those who still have time. May Hina's story be a gentle reminder that every moment of kindness is a precious gift and that love should never wait.
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Chapter 1

‘There are stories written in silence,

Felt only by those who live them.’

Ayzen, a 28-year-old man standing six feet tall, with broad shoulders and a strong, well-built body, stood at the balcony of his family’s grand house in Chakwal. His thick, dark beard framed a sharp jawline, and his black eyes were so intense they seemed to notice everything around him. His hair was thick and dark, kept neat but natural, giving him an effortless charm. His face had high cheekbones and a straight nose, with full lips that sometimes curved into a quiet, confident smile. He moved and stood with the kind of calm confidence that made people notice him without him even trying. Girls often whispered about him, drawn not just to his looks but to the quiet strength he carried. His deep, steady voice, the way he looked at someone without rushing, and the natural grace in his movements made him someone people remembered. 

From the balcony, he could see the village below, winding streets, small homes glowing with warm yellow lights, and children running and laughing along the dusty paths. The breeze rustled the mango trees in the courtyard, carrying the fresh, earthy smell of the farms nearby. He breathed it in slowly, feeling the calm evening around him.

 To anyone looking, it seemed like a perfect life with wealth, family, and power. But inside him, there was a hollow space, a wound that refused to heal.

Five years ago, Ayzen’s life was simple. He worked hard, laughed easily, and never thought too much about the future. Then came a wedding. It was his friend’s sister’s wedding, and honestly, Ayzen hadn’t expected much from it. Just another village wedding with bright lights, loud music, and endless cups of chai. He went more out of obligation than excitement. But as he entered the courtyard, with the sounds of drums and laughter around him, he noticed someone who made him stop for a moment. She had just walked in with a group of cousins, not overdressed but still impossible to miss. Her peach coloured dress flowed down, her dupatta pinned neatly but slipping just enough to seem intentional. She was fair skinned, the warm lights of the courtyard making her skin look almost golden. Her face was round but with sharp, defined features that gave her a striking look-not the soft, doll-like beauty some girls had, but something bolder. Her brown eyes scanned the courtyard slowly, as if weighing everything and everyone. Her lips, naturally pink, were pressed into a slight curve that could almost pass for a smile. Her hair was tied loosely at the back, a few strands falling across her face in a way that almost looked careless but never messy, as though even that was deliberate. She looked around twenty-one, young but with a confidence that made her seem older, as if she already knew how to hold herself so people would notice her. She didn’t rush or fidget like the other girls; she moved slowly, as if she owned the space around her. There was confidence, yes, but also a hint of pride that made her seem distant. Her smile was small, almost secretive, as though she was amused by everyone else.

Then, a child ran up and tugged at her dress. She bent down to help, her bangles jingling softly. It wasn’t a warm, playful gesture, it was careful, and precise, like she was making sure people saw her being “kind’’. Ayzen didn’t know why he kept staring. Something about her felt like a puzzle.

Graceful yet a little cold, approachable but not quite warm. She was unforgettable; Ayzen’s heart started beating faster. He didn’t even realise when his legs moved; he rushed toward his friend, barely able to take his eyes off her.

“Yaar, who is that girl?” He whispered urgently, pointing at her from across the courtyard.

The moment his finger lifted, Mahnoor’s eyes suddenly turned toward him. Their gazes met. A cold shiver ran down Ayzen’s spine. For a second, it felt like time froze. His mouth went dry, and he quickly lowered his hand, but it was too late; she had seen him. His heart hammered in his chest, not knowing if she would get offended, make a scene, or simply look away. His friend leaned in and said casually,

 “Oh, that’s Mahnoor. She’s a distant relative of mine.”

Before Ayzen could recover from the shock, Mahnoor started walking toward them. Each step felt slower than the last, almost like it was happening in slow motion. Ayzen’s palms grew sweaty. 

What if she slaps me in front of everyone? He thought.

She stopped right in front of him, her brown eyes steady on his.

“Hey,” she said, her tone calm, not harsh, and surprisingly friendly. “I saw you pointing at me. Can I know the reason?”

 

Ayzen blinked, caught off guard. He quickly shook his head and said,

 “I’m sorry… I just wanted to know who you are, that’s all.”

She tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into the faintest of smirks.

 “Why? Do you think I’m cute?”

For a second, Ayzen was stunned. How does she have the courage to ask that? He thought his mind racing. No girl had ever spoken to him like that before. Before the silence could stretch too long and turn awkward, Ayzen’s friend stepped in with a grin. 

“Mahnoor, this is Ayzen, my friend. Ayzen, this is Mahnoor.”

The tension eased as they exchanged a quick, polite smile. What followed were a few minutes of casual, harmless chat, mostly small talk about the wedding, the food, and the music. But for Ayzen, those few minutes felt like the most important conversation he’d had in years. Even after she walked away to join her cousins, Ayzen couldn’t take his eyes off her. 

His heart was still pounding, and his mind kept replaying the moment the way her brown eyes had held his, the slight tilt of her head when she asked him that bold question. Every detail seemed sharper, brighter, and alive. He found a quiet corner in the courtyard, pretending to sip his chai, but all he could think about was her. The laughter around him, the music, the clinking of glasses none of it mattered. All that mattered was Mahnoor and the way she had made him feel nervous, excited, curious, and a little unsteady all at once. He remembered how her smile had been small, almost secretive, and how it didn’t quite soften her sharp features. 

Yet, that made her even more intriguing. There was something in her-a spark, a confidence, and a quiet pride that drew him in and made him want to know her story, her thoughts, even the smallest details of her life.

Every time he caught her looking back at him, a shiver ran down his spine. Her presence seemed to linger around him, even when she was out of sight. Ayzen felt a strange mixture of fear and longing. Fear because he didn’t know her, didn’t know if she was kind or cruel, playful or dangerous. Even as the wedding celebrations carried on around him, Ayzen kept stealing glances at her. Every small movement-the way she laughed with her cousins, the way she adjusted her dupatta, the way she paused to speak to an elder made his heart beat faster. It was like watching a puzzle he desperately wanted to solve, but part of him was afraid that the pieces might not fit the way he hoped. And deep inside, he knew one thing with startling clarity: this girl, Mahnoor, had just walked into his life, and she was not going anywhere. Not from that night, not from his thoughts, not from the hollow space inside him that had long waited for something or someone like her.

As he was lost in thought, still replaying every moment of seeing Mahnoor, a gentle voice pulled him back to reality.

“Ayzen, what world are you in, beta?”

 His mother asked, placing a hand lightly on his shoulder.

He blinked and turned toward her, suddenly aware of how far away he had drifted in his own mind. Slowly, he pointed toward Mahnoor, who was now talking with her cousins a little distance away.

“Ammi,” he said softly, almost unsure, “look at her.”

His mother followed his gaze, her eyes landing on Mahnoor. For a moment, she smiled warmly, as if she could see the same spark that had captivated her son.

“She looks beautiful, Ayzen,” she said, her voice full of gentle approval.

 “Such a graceful girl. I like her already.”

Ayzen felt a small warmth in his chest at his mother’s words. For the first time that night, he felt a little less nervous and a little more daring. Somehow, knowing that his mother saw what he saw that Mahnoor was special made everything feel a little more real, a little more possible. Mahnoor had felt a thrill that night, a quiet happiness that she rarely let herself show. Someone had noticed her, really noticed her, and that someone was Ayzen, a handsome young man. The thought made her smile to herself as she found a way to slowly get his number, careful to seem casual, as if it had all been by chance. 

The next day, as Ayzen sat at his desk, buried in notes and preparing for an important exam, his phone buzzed. A new message popped up. He picked it up, and his heart skipped a beat. It was Mahnoor.

“Hi… It’s Mahnoor,” the message read simply.

Ayzen’s fingers trembled slightly as he typed back, trying not to sound too eager. What started as casual texts, talking about the wedding, the village, his exams, and her studies, soon grew into long conversations. They shared small jokes, late night thoughts, and little pieces of their lives. Each day, Ayzen’s heart grew a little fuller, and each day, Mahnoor’s smile and her clever words kept him hooked.

A year passed like this, their love growing stronger in messages, calls, and stolen moments together. Ayzen dreamed of the day he could formally bring a proposal to Mahnoor’s house. But when that moment finally came, she gently but firmly pushed him away.

“Not yet… There’s time,” she said, her words soft but decisive.

He was hurt, but he understood. Determined, he decided to move to Dubai for a year to focus on work, thinking the distance might make their eventual reunion sweeter. But while he was away, the calls became fewer. The messages slowed. She told him she was busy with studies. Her words were polite but distant. He tried to call her one evening after returning, excited to speak to her, but she cut the call before he could say more. His heart sank, confusion and worry gnawing at him. Unable to bear the silence, he decided to visit Mahnoor’s house. He wanted to understand the situation, to see things clearly.

When he reached the gate, what he saw shattered him. Ayzen’s hand tightened around the gate, his heart already pounding, and his chest heavy. And then he saw them. Mahnoor stepped out of a sleek car, her small bag swinging lightly from her shoulder. A young man, unfamiliar to Ayzen, gently took her hand and pulled her close. She didn’t resist; instead, she leaned into him as he hugged her. The kind of hug that spoke of familiarity, of love, of a bond Ayzen had once imagined only he could share with her. The warmth in their closeness, the quiet laugh she gave him, the way her eyes softened for him-every detail was a knife twisting in Ayzen’s chest. Ayzen’s knees buckled. The air seemed to thicken around him. His chest tightened until it felt impossible to breathe. 

Every step he had taken toward her, every message, every dream of a life together, felt like a lie he had told himself. A year of hope, waiting, and loving all crumbled in a single moment. The man helped Mahnoor with her bag and whispered something that made her smile. Then he kissed her gently on the forehead, a gesture reserved for someone who belonged to him. The realisation hit Ayzen like a thunderbolt: this man wasn’t just someone in her life. He was her husband. When the man turned back toward his car, his eyes caught Ayzen standing frozen by the gate. He frowned, stepping closer, his voice sharp with suspicion and authority.

“Who are you?” He demanded, looking Ayzen up and down. “Why are you here?”

Ayzen could barely speak. His voice trembled, cracking under the weight of shock and despair.

 “Who… who are you to Mahnoor?” he whispered, as if asking the question aloud might make it untrue.

The man’s expression hardened. “I’m her husband,” he said, his tone calm but final, leaving no room for argument. Then, his eyes narrowed, and he asked again, suspicion and challenge in his voice, “And who are you?”

Ayzen’s chest felt like it had been crushed. His throat was dry. He could barely catch his breath. Words failed him, but the look on Mahnoor’s face-the softness, the warmth, the smile meant for someone else shattered him completely. Everything he had believed in, everything he had waited for, all the late-night conversations and shared dreams, felt like ashes slipping through his fingers. His hands shook. His knees felt like jelly. The cold of the evening seeped into his bones, but it was nothing compared to the freezing emptiness that spread through his heart. He wanted to scream, to beg, to ask why, to know a reason or anything to make the world right again. But no words came. He could only stand there, a broken shell, watching the life he had imagined with her already exist with someone else. Tears blurred his vision, but he didn’t care. The pain was deeper than anything he had ever felt, a weight that pressed on his chest and threatened to crush him. Every memory of her, the smile that had made his heart race, and the soft laugh he had imagined sharing with her now cut him like glass. But he couldn’t let Mahnoor’s husband see the truth; he couldn’t ruin their life together, not like this. Taking a deep, shaky breath, he forced his voice to stay calm.

“I… I’m just an old friend of hers,” he said, his words barely above a whisper.

The man’s eyes narrowed, suspicious. He calls Mahnoor outside.

 “He says he is your friend. Is that true?”

Mahnoor’s eyes widened when she saw Ayzen standing there. For a brief moment, fear and panic flashed across her face.

 “Y-yes… he is an old friend of mine,” she said quickly, her voice almost trembling.
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