
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


IN THE NAME OF ALLAH

THE MOST GRACIOUS,
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Dedication


To the hearts that bled in silence,

To the souls that were shattered behind the walls of false love,

To everyone who thought betrayal was the end, yet chose to search for a truer beginning...


This book is for you.
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Introduction Scene

The scene is of a man from an Arab Muslim country, married with children. However, my life with my wife was filled with problems—lack of harmony, frequent misunderstandings. She was a woman who rarely cared about me or my satisfaction. She neglected herself, and though she wasn’t unattractive by nature, her lack of attention to her appearance and elegance made her unappealing to me. She was overweight, and I simply didn’t find that attractive.

We lived together, but like a body without a soul.

She often disrespected me, paid no attention to my presence or needs, and never cared to maintain herself for my sake. She rarely listened to my guidance, ignored the household responsibilities as I saw fit, and left my belongings in disarray. Her voice was always louder than mine, and she was constantly at odds with my family. Because of all this, long periods of silence would often pass between us without any conversation.

I lived in an emotional void.

Life with her—or without her—was a bland, tasteless routine.

But I stayed for my children, enduring both the beautiful and the ugly, continuing on my path until I reached a point where I forgot myself, forgot that I was a human being who needed care, love, and emotional shelter.

I continued in that state until events occurred that changed the course of my life and my thinking. I became a different person—no longer that neutral soul drifting through life.

Relationships I experienced reshaped my entire outlook. They taught me much, but their reality felt closer to illusion than truth.

You could say they blurred the line between dream and reality—beautiful dreams that lifted me to the skies, only to suddenly turn into nightmares.

Or illusions with wings, flying away before my eyes and leaving me back at square one.

“They” are illusions with wings.

You’ll notice that after each relationship, I learned from the mistakes I made and came out a different man—not the same person who had experienced what I had before.

My advice to you...

Let them lose you. Let them feel the loss of someone unique like you.

Never force someone to choose you—if they believe they can find someone better, simply say: Go ahead. I won’t stand in your way. Life is too short to cling to someone you're not even sure wants to stay.

It’s not your job to convince others that you deserve the best they have to offer. You always deserve the best.

Sure, losing someone dear is painful, but sometimes, someone you want must leave so someone you deserve can arrive.

You deserve someone who sees your worth, understands what you bring to their life.

You don’t want someone who stays out of fear of loneliness, for toxic reasons, or for any selfish purpose.

Whoever left you will eventually realize they lost something irreplaceable—that the space you once filled in their life can never truly be filled again.

Meanwhile, you’ll keep building yourself, finding happiness in your own journey.

Because your life doesn’t rely on their presence, but on your ability to thrive.

And someday, you might meet someone wise enough...

To hold on to you and never let you go.

––––––––
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Ladies and gentlemen, genuine relationships are not about having a handsome man or a beautiful woman—although physical attraction is essential to spark emotion, it’s not the essence.

It’s not about finding the perfect person—because there’s no such thing. Nor is it about seeking someone wealthy—because money cannot buy love.

True relationships are about finding someone who respects you, cares for you, understands you, makes you proud to stand beside them, and loves you for who you are.

That is the essence worth holding onto.

Chapter One — Scarlet 

(Beginning of the change)

I am now doing what I do every day. I wake up quickly to rush to my job, in a daily race against time, to earn a salary that barely covers the daily expenses and life's necessities. I have a small investment in cryptocurrency, which sometimes saves me and adds a meager resource to the household needs, but I still live in a constant whirlpool of hard work and exhaustion, while staying up late to ensure my children's comfort. The last thing I think about is myself. My emotional and social emptiness has become something far from my concern. However, I do not neglect filling this emptiness spiritually and culturally, which keeps me steadfast in this life.
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Then came what I did not expect... My story began when something unexpected happened in the midst of my routine life, overwhelmed by work and emotional emptiness. I received a WhatsApp message from a German woman of Thai origin, claiming she had received my number from a traveler from my country, and that I had been introduced to her as a tour guide. She said she was thinking of starting a project in my country and needed help. I immediately told her that I was not the person she was looking for, and that the number 

given to her was clearly a mistake
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But that girl, named Scarlet, was different. She had an innocent face, almond-shaped eyes, and long, soft, sun-kissed hair. She spoke with refinement, as if the words flowed from her lips like music. Since I was keen on improving my English, I enjoyed our conversations. Each time, I would offer her advice, telling her: "Starting a project in my country right now is a risky decision due to the tough economic conditions and the legal complexities facing new projects." But the girl showed great interest in what I said, and I liked her very much. We exchanged conversation smoothly, as if we had known each other for a long time. At that moment, the separation between my wife and me had already happened, which made me feel lonely, but I had no time to think about it further.

The important thing is that the girl asked me about almost every detail of my life, and I answered her with complete honesty. She was initially surprised to learn that I was older than her, as I had reached the age of forty-seven, while she was in her early thirties. However, she told me that age is just a number and that I spoke as if I were younger.

When I saw her profile, I was very impressed, and I asked her to share some pictures with me, which she did without hesitation. Likewise, she asked me to share my pictures, and she expressed her admiration for me. People often say that I am handsome and look younger than my age.

Everything that happened between us was quite surprising to me, as I was just keeping up with her due to the emotional emptiness I was living with.

By the end of the day, after hours of exchanging interesting conversation, especially in English, I wished her all the best in her pursuits, then went to sleep.

For me, it felt like a beautiful dream amidst a life filled with misery, hardship, and dissatisfaction.

The next morning, I went to work early, and a few hours later, I was surprised by a flood of messages from the girl asking about me and the smallest details of my life. "Did you sleep well?" "Did you have breakfast?" "I miss you!" It was as if she had known me for a long time. I couldn't help but wonder to myself, why was she so interested in me? Was I the only one?

––––––––
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I won't hide the fact that my heart skipped a beat whenever she asked about me. Gradually, our relationship deepened. Day by day, she shared more and more personal details of her life with me. She would ask my opinion on the color of her clothes and shoes, and send me pictures of what she bought, what she wore, and what she ate.

She had completely captured my heart. I became attached to her, especially since she always talked about our meeting. Not just in my country, but she wanted me to visit her in Germany and for us to travel together to Thailand, so that I could get to know her better, and so she could cook me the dishes I had praised when she sent me pictures of them.

It all seemed like a rosy dream, but I felt that it could really happen, and very soon... I even found myself imagining daily what our first meeting would be like, especially in my Arab country, since she was insistent on coming here to work on her project and, of course, to see me.

During that period, I was still pondering the intrusion of this girl into my life. From the very beginning, I was never entirely convinced of such a relationship. I had told her a name that wasn’t my real one, a pseudonym I used on social media platforms.

––––––––
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However, as my feelings started to lean toward her, I decided to confess my little lie... and reveal my true name.

She was upset, but not too much. I tried to explain to her that I never expected the relationship to reach this level, and that the pseudonym was something I really used in my digital life on social media. After I showed her proof—my actual accounts—her heart calmed down, and she understood.
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