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This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblances between any person, place, community, entity, cult, country, or religion are purely coincidental. It doesn’t aim to condemn, or harm the beliefs of any community, culture, sect, cult, or religion.

Trigger Warning: NOT ADVISED FOR PEOPLE UNDER 18 YEARS OF AGE

This book contains graphic and disturbing content. These themes are portrayed in a realistic and raw manner, and may be triggering for some readers.

Reader discretion is advised. If you are sensitive to these topics or have experienced trauma related to them, please proceed with caution. This book may not be suitable for all audiences, particularly children and young adults.

The author and publisher acknowledge the sensitive nature of these topics and have made every effort to handle them with respect and care. However, we recognize that reading about these themes can be distressing and potentially triggering.

If you are experiencing distress or need support, please reach out to a trusted adult, mental health professional, or call a helpline such as the National Suicide Prevention Lifeline (1-800-273-TALK (8255) in the US) or a local crisis centre.

Remember, your well-being and safety are important. Please prioritize them when reading this book.
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Them

She laid with her bellybutton facing the sky. The stroke of pink curved from the inside of her thigh, all the way to the side where a small scar was etched on the flesh of her tummy. Her eyes blinked listlessly. A profound confusion settled on the bottom of her gut as she anticipated movement. Time blinked by her eyes. One. Two. Ten. Her skin tingled. Her face changed contortions. Her forehead was littered with strings of sweat beads. And yet, the touch never came. 

The fabric had begun to feel crude against her back. It scraped her old bruises. She could feel disappointment race through the crack of her back. Nothing still. For now, even the words had not been offered. Only the fan creaked. Rhythmically. With a purpose, better than her own, she presumed. 

She slowly shifted to her side, lying with her face looking out the window. It wasn't a winter night. It wasn't a summer night. It was just one of those nights where the strangeness of a parting season, rushes to welcome the reluctance of the one that would follow. Hence, the stars felt unimportant. A whimsical grey had poured in. And because, it was the night that she was spending away from home, she hadn't bothered to look out for the moon. 

She waited, instead for the man to point it out to her. Was that still a possibility? Do people who are in the same situation as her get to see the moon ever again? All rhetorical questions curled up into an upending misery, as she stretched her legs on the bed. She flexed her knees, removing the flimsy fabric that revealed her bare skin. 

Not much could be said about whether he was looking at her now, or not. She had painted herself as she had deemed fit. Had every intention to present herself beautifully to him. It was for his sake, she said. How else would a man cope with the company of a woman, if not through her body! She seemed to make absolute sense to herself. She looked beautiful. She wanted to look beautiful. It was important that she was, for that was all she could offer to him.

Please. Don't keep me waiting. This is all I have for you. She pleaded with him. His gaze tore through the darkness, but he remained unmoved. He oscillated between his desire to turn on the lights, and linger his gaze on every inch of her magnificent canvas, and the dilemma of not delaying it any further. A troubled sigh left him, as the carpet shifted under his feet. He propped himself over the bed, lying right next to her. His fingers curled, hoping to touch her. But he held back. 

Do you not like me anymore? She asked him. He didn't offer her any words. Instead, he wrapped one arm around her, pulling her closer. The motifs of his patterned sleeve scratched her skin, causing her to whimper a little. 

Can you please be gentle? She humoured him, knowing well that he was being nothing but patient. She fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, parting the two folds to press her hand against his chest. He slapped it away, putting some distance between her and him. But was that possible now? All was said and done. And he wasn't shy. Only reluctant. And he knew it was slight madness, and copious amount of helplessness that caused him to do so. 

Have you done this before? He stared at her. The darkness was no longer a veil. He could read the moonlight cascading over her face. It told him, that the moon was somewhere out here. Only now, she held its grace. He flicked a stray lock out of her face with no gentleness, but the need to look at her. Profoundly. She did look beautiful.

Tell me, how many men have you been with? He asked, almost not looking forward to hearing the answer. He climbed over her lithe body, gently caressed the sweat beads over her forehead before his fingers worked relentlessly to unbutton his shirt. The white undershirt was already touching the floor by the time he had begun to see discomfort replace the grace of her face. He then lowered himself to kiss her cheek. 

Words bubbled up, rose and twisted in her throat; but they never escaped. Her body arched as her waist laid pressed by the weight of his thighs around her. It seemed so clinical to her that she had hoped to cry out. Her skin turned a shade of slight ember, but the moon did nothing to pronounce it well around her cheeks. 

Does it matter? Would it matter? She asked. Straightening underneath, she felt him poking her in the stomach through the fabric. The anticipation died and was buried under the gravity of the situation. She no longer wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to take back her peace. Probably lose some layers, and sleep for the rest of the night. The conversation didn't serve her. He no longer seemed amicable. 

Why would it not? For, I know I am not going to be the best at it. I hope it's okay. You are going to be here with me for a long time. Won't you? He got off of her. For some strange reason, he had a different kind of craving. So, he pressed his lips over her belly button and kissed her quite a few times. 

She quivered a little, and watched as her pleasure turned into something softer. Not all men, then. But some. Some were good. His hair brushed against the bare skin of her belly. It tickled her a little. So, her lips curved into a smile, as he rested his head over her. His fingers lazily wandered, tracing the creases of this newfound cushion. Smooth contortions of silk for as far as his fingers could feel. He felt them, till something coarse in texture hurdled his quiet expedition. 

What's this one from? He asked. But she was whimpering, and her eyes were shut tight. So, he lifted his face, and parted his lips. A soft smooch landed over it, and she gasped. Now that he was quite observant, he could see there were three of them. 

She didn't answer him this time, and he didn't want her to. It was too quiet a moment to be disrupted by words. He kissed her thrice then. In his own way, it felt cathartic to him. He didn't really seek her involvement anymore. He was engaged. He wanted to see what more discoveries would mask the dull moment of his mindless questioning.
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Her

She was worried. He would find out. And yet, he won't understand. So, she sank an inch within the soft mattress. It was soft now. Almost softer under the influence of his kisses pressed onto her belly. She nearly forgot how she got those scars. There was nothing too exciting about how she got them. Their history was about just as important as the looming weight of the questions that hung between him, and her. 

She laid still, slowly fidgeting with the back of her blouse. Anything that wasn't her own had a right to be stuck to her body now. She went rampant, almost indignant with how quickly she wanted to feel nothing on her with the excuse of the new kisses that tickled her.

They were nice. 

Never before had she actually been with a man. It wasn't a voluntary choice, entirely. She tried. Once. Yet, she had been in love thrice. And it was a day as common as the others. When she found the courage to get too close to that one man. She boarded the seven am bus. It was in some other city. She wanted out. And she wanted it quick. 

The way to his city was too long. That day, she sat astute, surrounded by children who had dreams of their own. That made her feel like she was going to be okay. It was okay to have some dreams of hers too. She remembered asking about the time to a boy, whose watch would show him the time of another country. 'Why do you even wear that?' she asked the boy. To which he replied with a very proud 'my dad got it from Dubai'. She wanted to giggle. Feel free. But her stomach twisted. Maybe, it made sense. We all want to chase the clock that bridges the distance. And an hour passed in the waiting. And then two. 

Her phone buzzed with constant updates. She was in his city. She was going to see him. They were going to a hotel. Hoped to make love and probably going home happy. She was there. And soon he would be too.

And then, she forgot what she needed to eat. Or drink. Or how it was done. He did come get her. She walked through the wind. Crossed the road. Had no idea about how she looked. Then she caught the side of him, opening the door for her. His eyes were wide. His hand extended out to hold hers, and she took it promptly before stepping in. He looked perfect. A little too perfect. 

He was everything she was hoping he will be. She didn't know if she was pretty, or beautiful, honest, or a traitor but the truth was that she felt lucky. It was sheer luck that she could see him there. There were things she had hoped to do when she got there. But she did none. Too captivated by the truth. For the first time
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