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Guru - Chapter 1
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In 2008, Rabat was preparing for his secondary school certificate board exams. All his life, he had studied in an all-boys school, but the final exam was scheduled to take place in a girls’ school. The thought alone sent a thrill through him, raising goosebumps on his skin. Having spent his school years too shy to speak to girls, this felt like stepping into an entirely new world.

But before that moment arrived, there was another story—his first teenage crush.

Her name was Naila. She was the only girl in his math coaching class, a friend of one of his classmates, though she attended a different school. They met at the coaching center, and from the very first day, something about her captivated him. Perhaps it was the way her glasses framed her face with effortless charm, or maybe it was her smile—warm and inviting, a smile that lingered in his mind long after she was gone.

He tried, in every way he knew, to make her laugh, to draw her attention toward him. But no matter what he did, it never seemed enough. Every day, he would dust baby powder on his face, hoping it would brighten his complexion, make him stand out—make her notice him. Looking back, it felt ridiculous, but at the time, he truly believed that if he looked better, she might see him differently.

His efforts didn’t go unnoticed.

One day, his friend narrowed his eyes and asked, “Dude, are you putting baby powder on your face?”

The embarrassment burned through him. Thinking fast, he muttered, “Oh, I’ve got some pimples coming in. I thought the powder might help cover them.” Whether his friend believed him or not, it didn’t matter. At that moment, all that mattered was salvaging his dignity.

One evening, after class, a light drizzle began to fall. Naila, searching for her umbrella, looked around helplessly, unable to find it. Seized by an impulse, Rabat had hidden it moments before, hoping to steal a few more moments with her. His friends had already left, leaving just the two of them standing outside as the rain picked up.

With a carefully measured casualness, he approached her, holding up his own umbrella. “I found it in the classroom,” he said.

Her face lit up with gratitude, and for a fleeting moment, he was utterly lost in her eyes—those deep, doe-like eyes. Even years later, he would measure beauty by a girl’s eyes. If they were captivating enough to make him forget the world, nothing else mattered.

That night, for the first time, they truly talked. They walked together in the rain, the moonlight casting a soft glow over the quiet streets. The wind carried their words, blending them with the rhythmic patter of raindrops. For Rabat, it felt like a moment suspended outside of time—pure, ethereal. Was it love? He wasn’t sure. Because the next day, she didn’t come to class. And soon after, he stopped attending the coaching center.

The truth was, he missed her too much. The uncertainty gnawed at him—what if she hadn’t felt the same? What if his feelings had been nothing more than an illusion, a lonely boy’s hopeful dream?

Life moved on, but the memory remained, lodged somewhere deep within him, stirring emotions he still couldn’t quite name.

When the board exams finally arrived, he entered the girls’ school with a mix of nerves and excitement, only to be met with an unexpected disappointment. There were no girls. The school had been assigned to accommodate students from various boys’ schools, while the local girls had been sent elsewhere for their exams. Frustration simmered in him—his one chance to finally interact with girls had slipped away before it had even begun.

His best friend, Faiyaz, claimed to be an expert in love. A self-proclaimed “guru” of romance, he was always ready with advice, confident in his strategies. Rabat often turned to him for guidance, hoping to learn something that might help.

“Never ask for a girl’s number right away,” Faiyaz once said, his tone carrying the authority of experience. “They don’t know you, so why would they trust you with that? Rejection is almost guaranteed. Instead, give them your number. If they’re interested, they’ll call you.”

Rabat had little real experience himself, so he followed his friend’s advice as though it were sacred doctrine. And on the last day of their board exams, he came up with an idea.

The practical exam was simple—show the teacher the assigned work, get it checked, and be done. As he sat at his desk, a thought struck him. This was his final day in the girls’ school. By tomorrow, some girl might sit in that very seat, flipping through the pages of a forgotten assignment.

And so, with quiet determination, he slipped his assignment under the desk, scribbling his phone number on every page. A message in a bottle, tossed into the vast ocean of possibility.

Would someone find it? Would she call?

Only time would tell.
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Tondra (Sleepy) - Chapter 2
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That was the beginning of Rabat’s first formal relationship with a girl named Tondra—or as he liked to call her, "Sleepy." It was Tondra who had found the hidden assignment under the desk, and a few weeks after the board exams, a text message arrived from an unknown number.

At first, her messages were brief—poems, jokes, or little riddles—just enough to ignite curiosity. It was a time of waiting, with nothing to do but anticipate exam results that wouldn’t be released for another two months. The universe, it seemed, had handed him the perfect opportunity for full-time flirting.

Yet, they had never met. Their connection was a game of imagination; a bond formed solely through words on a screen. What did she look like? Did she wonder the same about him? Would they find each other attractive, or was this all an illusion, a fragile fantasy that could shatter upon meeting? Rabat, however, was brimming with confidence. He believed that no girl could resist him once she saw him—not that he was bragging, of course.

After weeks of playful texting, they decided to meet. But Rabat had a plan—he would observe her from a distance before revealing himself. He wanted to see her first, to gauge his own feelings before stepping into the unknown. Tondra was a mystery, a presence made real only through messages, and he wasn’t quite ready to let go of the fantasy just yet.

And then there was Tondra herself—what could be said about her? She slept a lot, hence the nickname "Sleepy," but she had an undeniable devotion to her hair. Long, flowing locks that cascaded down to her feet—silky, dark, and mesmerizing. Rabat had never seen hair like that before. When he finally caught sight of her from his hidden vantage point, he found himself unable to look away. Her sleepy, gentle gaze suited her nickname perfectly, yet despite the moment of fascination, he hesitated. He couldn’t bring himself to reveal his presence.

That night, he sent her a message. “Sorry, I couldn’t make it today.”

Why had he done that? Perhaps he needed more time to process what this relationship meant, where it was heading. But on her end, it must have sent a different message. She likely assumed the worst—that he was hiding because he wasn’t attractive, that he was afraid of disappointing her. He could tell by the way her calls became less frequent, her voice growing distant. A coldness crept into her tone, and it unsettled him.

Rabat had always believed that if someone liked another, they should see them for who they truly were before passing judgment. But Tondra seemed to have already decided. And that was enough to make up his mind—she would not be the one.

Despite the shift in his feelings, they arranged another meeting. This time, he wouldn’t hide.

She arrived with her best friend, and Rabat brought one of his own. He chose his favorite royal blue and ash-colored long-sleeved shirt, feeling a renewed sense of confidence. When they finally stood face-to-face, there were no surprises for him. But Tondra? She stared at him as though she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, her wide eyes betraying her amazement. He recognized the look instantly—she found him more handsome than she had imagined.

They shared a pleasant dinner, engaging in conversation that flowed effortlessly. But something inside Rabat had already changed. The evening was enjoyable, yet the weight of her earlier judgment lingered in his mind. Though she now seemed eager to spend more time with him, the feeling wasn’t mutual. He began distancing himself, stirring up petty arguments over the phone, creating rifts where none had existed before.

And yet, Tondra only grew more interested.

One day, he stopped calling her altogether. Not out of cruelty, but because something else—someone else—had entered his life. Someone who felt different. Someone who seemed like the beginning of something real.

And so, the next chapter of Rabat’s love story began: Sanaya.
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Ignorant About the Consequences! - Chapter 3
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June. It was the darkest month of Rabat’s life. He lost the most important person in his world, his father. His guiding light, his best friend, the one who had given him strength with every step. Just before his exam results were set to be released, his father was gone.

That same year, 2008, loneliness settled over him like an unshakable shadow, pressing against his chest with a weight that made it hard to breathe. His father had been his rock, the unwavering presence who had stood by him through every storm. Without him, the world felt vast and empty, stripped of its warmth. But life never paused for grief. The next step had already arrived college.

Rabat was fortunate to secure admission to an air force college as a civilian student. A new chapter, a fresh beginning—but nothing felt the same without his father.

His mother’s cousin lived near the college, and for years, she had invited them to visit. Somehow, they had never made the trip. Perhaps it was the distance, or simply the busyness of life. But when she heard about his admission, she insisted even more. Rabat wasn’t particularly eager to go. Two reasons held him back: first, he wasn’t fond of her cooking, and second, she had three young children. Back then, he found kids messy, noisy, and impossible to deal with.

Still, despite his reluctance, they went. His aunt was overjoyed to see them after so long, and to his own surprise, the visit wasn’t as unpleasant as he had expected. Their home was still under construction, leaving a vast, open balcony stretching in front of the door space that, as he soon realized, would change the course of his afternoon.

It was there that he met a new friend—his aunt’s brother-in-law. They were the same age, yet they had never crossed paths before. But conversation flowed easily, and soon enough, a fast friendship was born.

It didn’t take long for Rabat’s so-called "expertise" to come into play. He found himself giving lessons on flirting, courtesy of the "wisdom" passed down by his self-proclaimed guru, Faiyaz. Though Rabat wasn’t exactly an expert himself, he had absorbed enough theory to pass it on with confidence.

Then, something unexpected happened.

A girl stood on the rooftop of the building opposite his aunt’s, speaking on the phone. As part of the impromptu "training session," Rabat and his new friend decided to put Faiyaz’s signature LOOK strategy into action. According to the Guru, winning a girl’s attention was all about the eyes—fleeting glances, never too direct, just enough to be noticed. If she looked back, it meant she was interested. If not, it was best to move on.

The afternoon sunbathed the scene in golden light, catching in the strands of her hair as she stood against the rooftop’s edge. Rabat cast a few playful glances her way, careful to follow the rules. To his surprise, she didn’t turn away. She didn’t walk inside. Instead, she remained where she was—still, watching.

Then, she looked back.

His friend was stunned. The strategy had worked. Rabat, in that moment, became his new love guru. In truth, it was his first real attempt at this game, but to his friend, he was now a master.

Triumphant, they headed inside for lunch. His new companion shared what little he knew about the girl—her school, her grade, her daily routine. Rabat only half-listened. To him, it had been a fleeting moment, nothing more than playful amusement, a game that had worked in his favor. Yet, there was an undeniable sense of pride in having pulled it off, especially now that his friend looked up to him.

Later that day, he returned to the balcony a few times, but she was gone. The moment had passed.

Still, as he sat there, reflecting on the day, he realized something strange—he regretted not visiting his aunt’s house sooner. For so long, he had resisted the idea, dismissing it as an inconvenience. And yet, life had a way of surprising him, slipping unexpected joys into the most unassuming places.
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Untimely Meeting - Chapter 4
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The words echoed endlessly in Rabat’s mind as the announcement for his flight to Canada rang through the terminal:

"When I see you, the pages of old memories flutter open in my mind. I still remember that rainy night, the sleepless hours, and all the incomplete stories with you. I can't understand—how did you forget me? How do you breathe without my love? How do you cry without my emotions? Can you laugh without my company? How did you turn from a living, breathing soul to a stone, cold and lifeless? Do you want to walk in the rain without me? How do you live without me? Tell me—who gave you the courage to love someone else more than me? Whose touch made you forget my love, my passion? Whose magic turned your heart away from me? Could there ever be a second chance?"

With a heavy heart, he boarded the plane—not with excitement, but with the weight of an unsolved story pressing against his chest. As the aircraft ascended, he did something he rarely did—he put on his headphones. He wasn’t one to listen to music during flights, but today, he needed something to drown in. As the soft notes of a piano filled his ears, he let himself drift into the sky of his past.

The Amsterdam sky had been crying that day, rain falling steadily as if nature itself mourned. It reminded him of another overcast day, one filled with uncertainty. He had gone to pick up his college uniform, knowing that a new chapter was about to begin—new friends, new experiences. But despite the anticipation, loneliness clung to him like a second skin. Why did life always demand sacrifices? Why must old blessings be relinquished for new ones? Why did one have to lose friends, well-wishers, and even love just to move forward?

As Rabat collected his uniform, memories of his father flooded his mind.

"Father, can you still see me from the other side of the sky?" he wondered. "I’m standing at the doorstep of my new life, but you’re not here to witness it. You’re not here to bless my journey, to protect me from life’s storms. Who will tell me, ‘Rabat, go ahead—your father’s always behind you,’ now? Who will hold my hand through the challenges? You were my tree, my shelter. No matter how far apart we are, I still feel your love. Your soul lives in my heart, and your strength lives within me."

The ache of his father’s absence lingered, a quiet sorrow that never fully faded.

After collecting his uniform, he remembered his friend from his aunt’s house—the one he had coached in the art of Faiyaz’s LOOK strategy. With no particular plan, he decided to give him a call.

After a few rings, a dry voice answered. “Hello?”

“Hey, what’s up, brother? How are you?” Rabat asked, trying to sound upbeat.

“I’m good. How about you?”

“I’m fine. Where are you?”

“At home, just hanging out.”

“Well, if you’re free, come meet me in front of the college. We can hang out.”

The shift in tone was immediate. “I’m coming right now! Just give me a few minutes to get dressed.”

Soon enough, Rabat spotted him rushing across the street, waving enthusiastically as he approached.

“I didn’t know you were coming today!” his friend exclaimed.

Rabat smiled. “Neither did I. After I collected my uniform, I felt... empty. Alone. I didn’t have anything else to do, so I thought of you.”

“You did the right thing, brother! I was getting bored at home anyway. Remember yesterday? We were talking about those LOOK techniques, the special tricks to win over a girl?”

Rabat chuckled. “Of course. How could I forget?”

“You were such a good teacher! I still can’t believe how much I learned from you. That lesson was invaluable—I’ll remember it for the rest of my life.”

Hearing those words filled Rabat with an odd sense of pride. It wasn’t often that he felt he had truly left a mark on someone.

His friend, a smoker, lit a cigarette as they talked. Rabat wasn’t one for smoking, but he watched as the wisps of smoke curled and twisted into the air, blending with the warm breeze. Their stories seemed to drift upward with it, carried away like clouds in the ever-expanding sky of memory.

Then, a sudden nudge. “Rabat, look! It’s that girl—the one we saw last time. She’s on her way to school. I know for sure she’s going to catch the bus from here.”

Rabat followed his gaze, only mildly interested. “Do you want to go for phase two of the plan?” he asked with a teasing smirk.

His friend hesitated, nervous. “What if she doesn’t take it well?”

Rabat reassured him, “You don’t have to worry. You’ll give her my number, not yours. If anything goes wrong, you’ll be off the hook. Besides, Faiyaz always says that giving a girl your number is safer than asking for hers. It’s a win-win.”

Surprisingly, his timid friend found a sudden burst of courage. Rabat watched from a distance as he confidently approached the girl. She had crossed the street and stopped by a small shop, her school uniform immaculate, her dark eyes accentuated with a touch of mascara. There was something in the way she moved—graceful, deliberate, exuding a quiet confidence he hadn’t noticed before.

With growing suspense, he observed. His friend spoke with her, and after a few moments, she accepted the small piece of paper with Rabat’s phone number scrawled across it, tucking it into her bag. Mission accomplished.

His friend returned, beaming. “She took it!” he exclaimed, his excitement barely contained.

Rabat smiled, pleased not just for himself, but for the newfound confidence in his friend’s eyes.

Though he never saw that friend again after that day, the memory stayed with him. Life had a strange way of weaving people into its fabric—some remained, while others drifted away like passing clouds.
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New Life! New People! - Chapter 5

[image: ]




For the first time in his life, Rabat found himself enrolled in a co-educational college, where boys and girls sat in the same classroom. It was an entirely new experience—exciting yet nerve-wracking. He had never really interacted with girls before, and every moment felt uncertain, uncharted.

The first few days passed in a blur as he tried to familiarize himself with the new environment. The campus was vast, the classrooms larger than he had expected. His roll number was 212, which meant there were at least 211 students before him, with the total count nearing 250. Though boys and girls shared the same space, there was an invisible divide—separate rows, distinct clusters, an unspoken rule that kept them apart.

It didn’t take long for Rabat to notice that students grouped themselves based on their backgrounds. Those from the northern parts of the city stuck together, while those from the south formed their own circle. Unfortunately, there was no one from his area, which meant he had no ready-made group to blend into. But he wasn’t one to let that deter him. Slowly, he built his own little circle, gathering friends from different clusters, creating a group that belonged to no one region but to their shared moments.

In secondary school, Rabat had been a front-bencher—the type who stayed focused, eager to learn. But college was different. Here, he decided to reinvent himself. He became a backbencher. It wasn’t that he had lost interest in studies; rather, he wanted to explore life beyond books, to experience the thrill of mischief, to flirt, to test the waters of this new world where boundaries between` boys and girls weren’t as rigid as before.

But college life was anything but relaxed. The discipline was near-military, and one of the first things he learned was that appearances mattered—strictly. A proper haircut was non-negotiable. Stylish haircuts were met with swift consequences, something Rabat discovered on a morning at the college gate.

A long line of boys stretched ahead of him. Confused, he turned to the nearest student. “What’s going on?”

“They’re checking our hair,” the boy muttered. “If it’s too long or styled, the officers will cut it right here—in front of the girls.”

Rabat could hardly believe what he was hearing. Sure enough, the boys who failed the inspection had their hair chopped off on the spot, their faces burning with humiliation. Meanwhile, the girls stood on the sidelines, clapping and cheering at the spectacle. Rabat felt a pang of sympathy for the victims. Fortunately, his short hair spared him from the same fate, but the memory of those mortified boys lingered with him.

Discipline didn’t end at hair inspections. At any moment, classes could be interrupted for an impromptu parade. The boys would be summoned to the playground, forced into military-style drills under the relentless sun, while the girls—once again—watched from the shade. It was a quirk of college life that Rabat hadn’t expected, but he quickly learned to accept it.

Beyond the rigid rules, the college had its own social hierarchy. One place, near the canteen, was known as the Garden of Love. It was where couples met between classes, stealing moments of affection before returning to the structured world of academics. The air force girls—students who had come from the air force high school—held a certain dominance. They were favored by the teachers, moving through the campus with a confidence that set them apart. Among them was Tarna, a tall, tanned girl who ruled her circle with an air of authority.

Rabat found his closest friends in college—Topu, Sabbir, Riyan, and Monju. Each had their own quirks, but Riyan stood out. He came from the countryside, spoke with a thick rural accent, and despite his good looks, was often overlooked by the girls because of it. Yet, he never seemed to mind. While the rest of the group gravitated toward their respective circles, it was Sabbir who remained Rabat’s closest companion, his best friend in college. They were inseparable, always sitting together, always sharing conversations that carried them through the monotony of lectures.

During breaks, they gathered at the canteen, joking and laughing, though Riyan was usually elsewhere—his favorite pastime was following girls around campus, a pursuit that rarely yielded results but never seemed to discourage him.

Speaking of girls, one stood out more than any other: Piu.

She, too, was from the air force school, but unlike the others, she didn’t need a clique to affirm her presence. Piu was the college crush—a goddess among mortals, admired from a distance by every boy who dared to dream. She carried herself with an effortless elegance, her presence alone enough to turn heads. The competition for her attention was fierce, an arena Rabat had no intention of stepping into.

Instead, he chose a different path. While others chased after unattainable beauty, he set his sights on something quieter, something real—someone whose charm wasn’t drowned out by the noise of admiration. He wasn’t interested in fleeting romances or meaningless games. He wanted something that wouldn’t disappear as quickly as it had come.

And so, with careful precision, he navigated this new world of love and relationships, determined to find something worth holding onto.
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Waiting with No Hope- Chapter 6
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Rabat’s phone buzzed, and the name flashing across the screen made him smile. It was his old friend—his loyal "soldier."

“Hey, Guru! What’s up?”

The familiar nickname brought a smirk to Rabat’s face. “All good, man. How about you? It’s been a while.”

“Yeah, it’s been too long! So, tell me—what’s going on with your love life? Did she call you?”

The question struck a nerve. He had been waiting for that call, and with each passing day, the silence gnawed at him. “Nope, not yet. She hasn’t called. Are you sure you gave her my number correctly?”

“Of course! I swear she took it. I watched her put it in her bag. She didn’t lose it.”

Rabat exhaled sharply. “Well... maybe she’s just not interested. Maybe she forgot about me. Who knows?”

“But I see her every day!” his friend insisted. “I see her going to school, catching the bus. She’s fine. She just hasn’t called yet.”

Rabat let the words sink in before replying, “I don’t know, man. Maybe she has a boyfriend. Maybe she lost interest. I can’t keep waiting forever.”

“Don’t worry, Guru. She’ll call you back. I’m sure of it! If you want, I can go ask her about it.”

“No, no,” Rabat cut him off quickly. “You’ve done enough already. I can’t lose my dignity over this. If she wants to call, she will. Let’s just wait and see.”

“Okay, Guru. But please let me know if she calls! I’m really excited to hear what happens.”

“Sure thing, brother. Take care of yourself.”

“You too, Guru. Goodnight.”

As Rabat ended the call, doubt crept in once again. Why hadn’t she called him back? Was it really because she wasn’t interested, or was there another reason? Maybe she had simply forgotten. Maybe life had gotten in the way. The uncertainty was beginning to feel like its own kind of slow torture.

Later that week, unable to shake his growing frustration, he decided to consult the one person who always had an answer for everything—Faiyaz, the Guru of love.

“Faiyaz,” Rabat began, “she hasn’t called me back yet. What do you think is going on?”

Faiyaz, ever composed, didn’t miss a beat. “Listen,” he said, his tone filled with certainty, “girls are always more mature about these things. Just because you gave her your number doesn’t mean she’ll call right away. Maybe she’s busy. Maybe she has exams or other things going on. But trust me, when she finally has some free time, she’ll think about you. And if you’re lucky, she’ll find that piece of paper with your number while cleaning out her bag. That’s when she’ll remember you.”

Rabat wanted to believe him, but the doubt still lingered. “So, what do I do? Just keep waiting?”

“Exactly. Keep waiting, but don’t lose hope.”

And so, Rabat waited.
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Meanwhile - Chapter 7
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Rabat no longer waited for her call with bated breath. Days turned into weeks, and life carried on. His routine settled into a steady rhythm—waking up early, rushing to make it to the college gate before 8:00 AM, sitting through monotonous lectures with heavy-lidded eyes, and struggling to stay on top of assignments. The repetition of it all began to wear him down, his mind drifting elsewhere, searching for something more.

Somewhere deep inside, he longed for something real—a relationship that wasn’t fleeting, something more than a temporary crush or a half-hearted attempt at romance. He was tired of connections that fizzled out before they had a chance to truly begin. He wanted something meaningful, someone he could connect with on a deeper level.

Then, one day, someone caught his attention—Tanha.

She had a sweetness about her, a warmth in her smile that pulled him in. There was something effortless about being around her. And as they spoke, he discovered an unexpected connection—her hometown was the same as his grandfather’s. It felt like a small twist of fate, an alignment of paths that made their conversations feel even more natural. They shared jokes, laughed over childhood stories, and found comfort in the familiarity of their shared dialect.

One afternoon, during lunch break, Rabat noticed Tanha sitting alone. This was his chance.

Walking over casually, he said, “Hey, I really like you. Do you think we could be good friends?”

She smiled, her expression open and kind. “Sure, why not?”

Encouraged, he pressed on. “How about we exchange numbers? That way we can stay in touch over the weekend.”

For a moment, she hesitated. “I don’t have a personal phone,” she admitted.

It wasn’t the response he had expected, but he didn’t let it rattle him. “No problem,” he said smoothly. “I’ll give you my number. Whenever you get a chance, you can call me.”

She agreed, and as Rabat walked away from that conversation, a sense of hope flickered inside him. Finally, it felt like something real could begin.

But when the weekend came, the call never did.

Days passed. Still, nothing.

Doubt began creeping in. Had he misread her interest? Had she only been polite?

Determined to get some clarity, Rabat gathered the courage to ask her about it the following week. She fumbled for excuses, brushing off the topic entirely, and something about her evasiveness didn’t sit right with him. Yet, despite this, she kept talking to him, laughing with him, acting as if nothing had changed. The confusion gnawed at him.

Then, one afternoon, Riyan pulled him aside.

“Hey, buddy, did you know Tanha has a boyfriend?”

Rabat stared at him. “What?”

“Yeah. He’s not that good-looking, but he’s rich. I saw him pick her up from college the other day.”

Stunned, Rabat let the words sink in. Girls really are a mystery. If she had a boyfriend, why hadn’t she just said so? She could have been honest instead of leading him on, making him believe there was a possibility when, in reality, there never was.

The next day, when Tanha approached him, he acted as if nothing had changed. But inside, he had already made his decision. He would distance himself, let the connection fade into nothing. Slowly, their conversations dwindled, their encounters became brief nods in passing, until eventually, she was just another face in the crowd.

And just like that, Tanha’s story disappeared from Rabat’s life—another chapter closed before it had fully begun.

Once again, he found himself alone.
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Good morning - Chapter 8
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One morning, Rabat woke up to find a message waiting on his phone. It was simple but sweet:

"Good morning. I hope you have a wonderful day. May your mornings be as pure and white as a flower."

There was no name, no hint of who had sent it. The number was unfamiliar, leaving him unsure whether it was a girl or one of his mischievous friends playing a prank. Just to be safe, he chose to assume the sender was a girl and replied with a polite yet warm message in return.

And just like that, it began—an innocent text that grew into something more. Over the next few days, messages flowed back and forth. Each one intrigued him further. Who was this mysterious sender? The person on the other end seemed to know exactly what to say to brighten his day, yet they remained elusive.

But there was something strange. Every time Rabat tried calling the number, the calls went unanswered. The silence only deepened the mystery. Was she shy? Or was this just a game?

Determined to uncover the truth, he decided to change tactics. Borrowing a friend’s phone, he dialed the number once again.

This time, a girl answered.

"Hello?" The voice was soft, almost hesitant.

Startled, Rabat hung up immediately. His heart pounded as the reality set in—the messages weren’t a prank. She was real. But who was she? And why all the secrecy?

The texts continued, yet the mystery remained unsolved. There was something undeniably thrilling about it, a romantic tension that kept him hooked. He knew, however, that sooner or later, he had to find out who she was.

Since college was closed for the day, Rabat allowed himself the luxury of sleeping in. When he finally woke up, he instinctively reached for his phone, expecting another message. But this time, there was something different—a missed call.

His pulse quickened. Without hesitation, he called the number back.

It rang once. Twice. No answer.

Disappointment settled in, but before he could dwell on it, another missed call appeared. This time, he wasted no time in returning it.

"Hello?" A delicate, almost childlike voice drifted from the other end.

Rabat hesitated for a second before responding, “Hello! How are you?”

"I'm fine," she replied simply.

"Do I know you?" he asked, trying to place the voice.

"I don’t know," came the cryptic reply.

His mind spun. Was she testing him? Playing a game? Unsure of how to proceed, he asked carefully, “Then... how did you get my number?”

Again, the same elusive response: “I don’t know.”

The mystery deepened. This felt like something straight out of a novel. He needed to approach it carefully.

"Okay... Do you go to my college?" He was almost certain this had to be a prank from one of his classmates.

"No," she answered.

That theory crumbled. If she wasn’t from his college, then who was she? Could it be one of his friends playing an elaborate joke? Yet, something about her voice—light, unfamiliar, yet oddly compelling—made him doubt that possibility.

"Alright," he said finally, deciding to end the call for now. "I’ll call you later. I need to have breakfast first."

The moment he hung up, he knew he wouldn’t be able to focus on anything else until he solved this mystery.

Without wasting time, he launched into Mission: The Search.

One by one, he called his close friends, interrogating them. But no one had any clue about the girl. Frustration set in. Who could it be?

Then, an idea struck him. There was one last person who might hold the answer—his disciple.

It had been nearly three months since they last spoke, but Rabat had no choice now. He dialed the number.

When his disciple picked up, his voice was filled with emotion, thrilled that his mentor had finally reached out.

Without wasting time, Rabat got straight to the point. “When you gave my number to that girl... what did her voice sound like?”

The reply came instantly. “Her voice was thin and sweet. Almost childlike.”

Rabat’s heart skipped a beat. This was it. This was her.

Excitement surged through him. “I spoke to her today! She didn’t say her name, didn’t reveal her identity, but I’m sure it’s the same girl!”

On the other end, his disciple chuckled. “Then my effort wasn’t in vain after all.”

Rabat couldn’t help but smile. For the first time in his life, a girl had taken the first step toward him. A thrill unlike anything he had ever felt before coursed through his veins.

Maybe, just maybe, this was the beginning of something extraordinary.
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That evening, the power went out, plunging Rabat’s room into darkness. Instead of staying inside, he stepped onto his balcony, where the faint glow of the city lights flickered in the distance. With anticipation, he dialed the mysterious number once more.

"Hello?" That same delicate, almost whisper-like voice answered.

Rabat smiled to himself. “I know who you are.”

A playful chuckle came from the other end. “Oh? Is that so? Then tell me... who am I?”

Rabat leaned against the railing, gazing at the darkened skyline. “You study at Rajuk School, don’t you?”

Silence.

For the first time, the girl seemed caught off guard. She hadn’t expected him to figure it out so soon. "How... how did you know?" she finally asked, her voice tinged with surprise.

Rabat let out a quiet laugh—a victorious laugh. The kind of laugh that belongs to a conqueror who has just claimed his kingdom.
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