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ONE 
 
 
 

Ayza looked up listlessly as a man walked into the Dunkin’ Donuts outlet. 
She had been sitting there for the past hour because her mother had 
forced her outside to get some fresh air. So here she was, sitting in the air-
conditioned room, disinterestedly stirring her once-chilled mocha. 

The man took off his baseball cap and ruffled his hair. Ayza stared at 
him. She was sure most girls would find him stunning. He was over six 
feet tall and strongly built with thick dark hair and deep-set eyes. As he 
spoke to the person at the counter he was relaxed and confident. He paid 
and walked to a table on her left, settled down and started eating, 
oblivious to the world. She watched him dispassionately. She was sure 
that with his looks, women fell all over him.  

Fahad had deliberately picked the table closest to the pretty girl. As he 
ate, he could sense her gaze on him. He wished she would look away so 
he could look at her properly. From what he could see from the corner of 
his eye, she was attractive, with shoulder length, black, glossy hair and 
delicate features. He could still feel her watching him. Maybe it was time 
their eyes met. He looked in her direction to find her diving into her 
purse to retrieve a ringing cell phone. She had her eyes closed as if she 
was tired. 

It was his turn to stare. She was even prettier than he had expected, 
with long lashes, a perfect little nose and sweetly curving lips. Suddenly, 
she looked in his direction and their eyes met. Wow, she had light hazel 
eyes that seemed to entrap him. He smiled at her and she smiled back, a 
beautiful, shy smile. Fahad was transfixed. She was definitely his type, 
gorgeous from every angle. He wanted to be with her—that much was 
crystal clear. 

 

* * *  
 
Ayza arrived home to find a motorbike parked outside the neighbor’s 

gates. It probably belonged to the irritating man next door—at least in 



Opposites Attract 

2 www.indireads.com 

her books—Fahad. They had been neighbors for a long time; since her 
parents had built this house, in fact. Ayza liked uncle and aunty, but their 
beloved son was a real pain in the neck. He was a day older than her and 
they had gone to the same school, studied in the same class and ridden 
the same bus till her family relocated to the UK. 

Ayza shook her head. She didn’t want to remember her life in the UK. 
It had been like a dream in the beginning, but it had quickly turned into 
a nightmare. Her family had moved back to Karachi just a month ago 
and the neighbors had welcomed them back with the same warmth that 
she remembered from years ago. They had been very nice to her. She 
liked Fahad’s parents very much, and they in turn liked her back. It was 
from them that she had heard that he was now a travel journalist, and 
even better, she thought, barely spent any time at home. 

Walking into her room, Ayza went straight out to her balcony, a place 
she loved. It was her little island of peace in the house, where no one 
would disturb her. It also had a nice view of the neighbors’ garden and 
swimming pool. She found it interesting to think that apparently Fahad 
had grown into an intelligent man. Well, all that mud he had eaten as a 
child seemed to have done him some good! 

Suddenly, she spotted the handsome man from the donut shop in 
Fahad’s garden. So Fahad actually had a good-looking friend...hmm. And 
the good-looking friend was now looking up in her direction! 

Their eyes met. 
“Ayza?” 
“Fahad!” 
Perfect, she moaned to herself. 
“Oh, my God! You have teeth now,” Fahad said and started laughing. 
“Yes, I do and look, I’m educated and gorgeous too!” Ayza retorted. 
He laughed again and added, “Let’s not forget you were checking me 

out. In fact, I bet you were wondering if you could go out with me.” 
“In your fantasies, mud-boy. If you were the last man on earth, and 

the choice was between you and a camel, I’d pick the camel any day.” 
“And if the choice was between me and a pig instead of a camel?” 
“Glad to know you’re as disgusting as ever!” Turning, Ayza marched 

into her room. 
“As always.” Fahad rolled his eyes. 
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* * *  
 
A few hours later, Ayza was having lunch when Fahad’s name 

cropped up. Her father was talking about Fahad’s latest expedition. 
“I think he’s back for a few weeks. I’d like to have his job. He gets to 

travel for work, see the world, and get paid.” 
“What does he do exactly?” Ayza probed casually. Intrigued, she 

wanted to know more. 
“He’s a travel journalist and works for a foreign magazine that sends 

him on trips. He has to write about different places, tourist attractions, 
customs and traditions, accommodation, costs, etcetera. Very interesting. 
Never a dull moment I’d say.” 

“If only he’d learn to be more polite,” Ayza interjected. 
“Come on, I’m sure he’s nice. I’m thinking of going over to meet his 

father this evening, and Fahad will most likely be home. I enjoy hearing 
stories of his travels. You should come along. It will be a good change 
from sitting around in your room all day.” 

“I’ll be going over too,” Ayza’s mother, added. 
“No way. The last thing I want to do is meet him. I still can’t forget 

how he teased me all those years ago. He threw ink on me on my last day 
of school here. I’ll never forget how embarrassed I was…I couldn’t even 
do anything. I had to answer silly questions all day! ‘What did you do, 
Ayza?’ I mean, seriously? Who does that kind of thing to oneself?” 

She saw her parents smiling at the memory. “And don’t smile. I’ll 
never forgive him for that.” 

“He was in detention the whole day. What else do you want?” her 
father asked, still smiling. “Besides he only did all those things to get your 
attention…and don’t forget he was just ten.” 

“I was ten too, and I didn’t throw ink on his shirt and humiliate him in 
school.” 

“Let’s not forget you egged his bicycle seat before we left.” 
“Ah, that was sweet revenge. Anyway, I’m still not going. I bet he still 

has a few tricks up his sleeve.” 
The conversation took another turn and her parents started discussing 

some repairs required at the house. When they moved to the UK, the 
house had been rented out, but over the last three years, they hadn’t been 
able to find reliable tenants and it had been unoccupied. 
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Ayza began to wonder about Fahad and what he had been up to over 
the years. The wicked glint in his eyes seemed to indicate a carefree life. 
Unlike her, he hadn’t dealt with personal tragedy. Her own life had 
changed after Ibrahim’s death. She had quit work and taken to her room. 
After a few months, her parents had decided that moving back to 
Pakistan would be best for her. To Ayza, it didn’t matter where she lived, 
all she wanted was peace and quiet. She knew she would have to start 
looking for work one day, but she didn’t want to think about that yet, not 
for another six months at least. 

≈  
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TWO 
 
 
 

That night, as Fahad idly strummed his guitar in his room, he thought 
back to the conversation with Ayza’s parents. Ayza hadn’t accompanied 
her parents and he had been relieved and disappointed at the same time. 
He had no idea how to deal with the beautiful woman she had 
transformed into. He had been distressed to hear what Ayza had been 
through in the past few months, leaving him unsure how to approach her. 

He had always liked Ayza, but the only way she would look at him 
when they were kids was when he caused trouble. She never paid him 
any attention, especially since she knew about his mud-eating habit. 

“Yuck,” he shuddered. “How could I eat that disgusting stuff?” 
He glanced towards his window, and noticed the light in Ayza’s room. 

Putting his guitar aside, he rummaged through his cabinet and came up 
with a pair of binoculars. Back to the spy game, he thought to himself, 
smirking. 

He could see Ayza clearly. She had her back to the balcony and was 
engrossed in what looked like a book. She was wearing red PJs, and her 
dark hair shimmered in the light of the lamp. She seemed pensive and 
slumped over, seemingly disheartened by what she was reading. 

Fahad moved away from his window and tossed the binoculars aside. 
When Ayza had moved to Birmingham with her family twelve years 

ago, he had been heartbroken. It had taken him several months to get 
over the fact that she was probably never coming back. For the first few 
months he would look towards her balcony and wonder how she was 
doing. Who were her new friends? Did she think about him or not? As 
months changed to years, her memory faded and he plunged into a new 
routine. 

With her return, all the feelings he had for her seemed to be stirring. 
Ayza was Fahad’s first crush, but at ten, he was too young to really 

understand what it meant. It was only after she left that he realized what 
he had lost. And here she was, twelve years later, sitting with her back to 
him, all grown up. This time he would have to be careful not to annoy 
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her too much if he wanted to get closer to her. Maybe what she needed 
right now was a bit of fun and laughter in her life. 

Some months ago, they had heard that Ayza’s fiancé, Ibrahim, had 
died in a subway accident; someone in a hurry had knocked him off a 
flight of steps. Ibrahim’s neck had snapped, and he had died instantly. 
Fahad had been shaken by the news, and it still raised goose bumps 
whenever he thought about it. 

Ayza had been heartbroken. Today, her parents revealed the extent of 
the tragedy; how she had gone into shock and not spoken for a whole 
month after the accident. That’s when they had decided that it was best 
for Ayza if they all returned to Karachi. 

So here they were, six months after the accident. According to Ayza’s 
father, she had been out of the house only twice since their arrival. They 
were very worried about her, and Fahad empathized with them. 

Just then Ayza turned around to find Fahad looking at her. Oh crap! She 
is looking at me…run! No, wait. Breathe, act natural. 

“Still spying?” She walked out onto her balcony, just a few feet from 
his window. 

“Wow! I mean, I’m sorry.” She looked amazing. 
“You are?” 
“Of course not,” he said, grinning widely. “Why didn’t you come over 

with your parents this evening? I had such a cool booby trap laid out for 
you.” 

“I’m sure it included you laughing at me in the end.” 
“And why not? What’s life without the occasional joke, anyway? No 

one gets a medal for being serious all the time. Besides, I was really 
looking forward to testing the trap,” he added with a mournful 
expression. 

“When will you grow up?” 
“I am grown up, I shave every day and you should see my…” 
“Spare me the details, mud boy!” 
Fahad started to laugh, deep and warm and Ayza couldn’t help 

smiling back. His laugh had certainly improved. She remembered it 
being a high-pitched squeak. 

“I’ll catch you later,” she said and walked back inside. 
“Later, princess.” Fahad called out. 
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Late that night, still thinking about her, he decided on a plan to make 
Ayza smile again. There was no reason why she shouldn’t move on; she 
had been through enough hurt and sorrow. 

 

* * *  
 

Next morning, a cheerful voice came through the kitchen door as 
Ayza aimlessly stirred her bowl of cornflakes. 

“Hi, Uncle.” 
“Shoo! Uncle isn’t here,” she said without looking up. 
He opened the door and walked in. “Hmmm, delicious…” he 

mocked, eyeing the soggy mess. “I bet you’re wondering how to get rid of 
it. Into the kitchen dustbin? Nah, your mommy will see it. What a pity 
your mutt isn’t here. You always fed him your leftovers. If he was here 
now, he’d help you lick everything.” 

“Don’t talk about him like that. I loved him.” 
“Sorry.” Fahad held up his hands in mock surrender, and went on, “I 

came here to ask your permission…” 
Ayza finally looked up at Fahad. He looked serious, even handsome in 

jeans and a dark blue polo neck shirt. 
“About…?” 
“I want to sketch you, if you’ll let me. Look, last night I saw you and I 

was dazzled. I’d really like to draw you. May I?” 
Ayza expected a bark of laughter, but he remained sincere. “What are 

you trying to pull here?” 
“I’m serious. You are beautiful. Please?” he pleaded. 
Something in his face told Ayza he wasn’t lying, and she felt a tingle of 

warmth. Did he really think she was beautiful, or was he mocking her? 
“I’m not dressing up just for you.” 
“That’s fine, you look perfect. And I brought my sketch pad as well,” 

he said, showing it to her. 
He had come prepared. It couldn’t hurt, could it? 
She sat still for what seemed like an hour, her breakfast getting soggier 

by the minute, while Fahad concentrated on his sketch. When he could 
sense her getting impatient he stopped. It was time to show her what he 
had done. 

“Okay, ready? If you want to see, that is.” 
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“Yeah, why not,” she replied, interested but trying to act casual. 
He turned his sketchpad around for her to see…and burst out 

laughing! 
The sketch wasn’t of her at all. Instead, it was of three pandas; one 

munching on a bathroom mop, another looking inside a basket with his 
butt sticking out, and the third riding a bicycle at full speed, looking more 
like a scrawny chicken than a panda. 

“You blockhead!” she exclaimed and the next instant Fahad found the 
soggy contents of the bowl on his head. But he kept laughing. 

“You fell for it!” 
“You are such an idiot!” 
“That is the definition of insanity, Ayza. You keep doing the same 

thing and expect a different result every time. Oh come on, smile, dude. 
You have to admire the sketch at least.” 

“Get OUT! And never show your twisted face to me again!” 
Ayza left the kitchen in a huff with Fahad still laughing. The maid 

walked in on the scene and although Fahad told her he would help clean 
up the mess, she shooed him away. Still grinning, he looked down at his 
dripping self and realized he needed another bath. 

 

* * *  
 
Ayza knew Fahad would be heading for a bath and after a few 

minutes she went over to his house. Greeting his mom she asked for him 
and was directed to his room. She climbed the stairs grimly. It’s payback 
time, loser. 

As soon as Ayza was in his room she went into action. A few minutes 
later Fahad came out of his shower and stopped dead in his tracks. 

“What are you doing here?” he demanded, eyes wide, searching for 
something that looked out of place. She couldn’t be here just for nothing. 

“I came to apologize. You have admirable sketching skills, but you 
shouldn’t have tricked me liked that. If you wanted to make me smile, 
you could have simply shown me the sketch,” she said nicely. 

“Oh...” He looked at her, eyes narrowed, wondering if she was 
kidding. 

“Did that ever occur to you? To be polite for once?” 
“Er...” He was still rooted to the spot. 
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“Anyway, I’ve said what I’ve wanted to,” she declared, getting up to 
leave. 

Fahad watched her leave, still not convinced her visit was innocent. 
This is strange. Everything in my room looks exactly the same. So my plan isn’t going 
well. She doesn’t seem to find anything funny. 

He reached for his face cream and found the bottle empty. Strange, I 
just bought it in Berlin, and it was so stupidly expensive. He opened the dresser 
drawer to look for his hairbrush and yelled out in shock. The very 
expensive cream was in the drawer all over his hairbrush, his cologne 
bottles and things. Ayza!! You devil! This is what you actually came for, huh? 

“Okay, Ayza. Game on,” he announced loudly, although she wasn’t 
around to hear him. 

He moved towards his window and saw Ayza in her balcony. “Did 
you like my art work?” she queried sweetly. 

Fahad started to laugh. “Yes, I love it.” 
“Did you check your cupboard?” 
“Not yet… should I?” 
“You won't be disappointed.” 
He walked over to his cupboard to find his gooey green hair gel oozing 

out of the breast pockets of seven crisp ironed shirts. Walking back to his 
window, he saluted Ayza while she laughed and waved him off. 

And finally there’s my smile. Round one to Fahad. 
≈  


