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Some more words for you, and the world. You know who you are...
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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, including suicide, sexual assault, self-harm, domestic violence, childhood abuse, homophobia, and predatory behaviour over the internet. 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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I have been looking at my phone for an hour now. It feels safe to say that I am already in love with it. Or maybe, I am in love with all that it allows me to feel about things. There's no telling which is which, and even then, here I am. The smartphone. That's what it's called. Probably because it's smarter than most people around. That's when you refer to something that can do most things as smart. That's why most humans are not. They are slow and dull. And what do I say? They are just humans. They have too many flaws to list or count.

It's three AM. I should probably be asleep. But then the mornings are not something I look forward to. There's just something overrated about the light. It takes away all the nuances of darkness. And yet, most work needs to be done in the mornings. Most stuff happens in the mornings. All that because we need to centre our life around something bright. 

It's this categorical thinking that keeps humans from becoming smart. What if the light goes out? Will there be no life then? What if we are all evading darkness because we are worried what if we begin to enjoy living in it? You cannot ask these questions to any human. They will push you to a shrink's office and give you all sorts of labels. Ones you would have to strive your whole life to get off of yourself.

How do I know about that? I would like to introduce myself. The society's recent victim accursed for deviant thinking. The absolute filth of a woman, that I have magically transformed into after my father's death. As I said, categorical thinking. And all of a sudden if I am angry, sad or tired, it's all because my father died. The trajectory of my emotions is proportional to the memory of a rotting corpse with whom I hardly had a stable relationship. 

Raving about the past never got anyone anywhere, contrary to the idea of 'let's talk about it'. There are so many things that words can fix. Death is not one of them. Disease is not one of them. Family is not one of them. But then you have a whole line of professionals telling you otherwise. 'Why don't you just talk it out?', and it doesn't seem bad at first. 

But here's the thing about stuff that you fix with words. Communication narrows the distance in thought. But it cannot drive habits. It cannot make people care. So, there comes the jovial play of words. Lies. 'For you I will stop drinking', 'I will not raise my voice', 'I won't throw arms', 'I will support you', 'I am sorry'... And then you realise that words only give you more words.

Have you ever told a pig to not worry about ending up in a hamburger? They don't understand you. They have no use for your words. You cannot lie to things that don't understand you. To them words don't mean nothing. And sometimes, that's just how it works with the world. Words may mean nothing. And everything. 

That brings me back to my present affair. My lack of sleep. And the empty house. And how one leads to another. And how it's not about my father. It's never about my father. The fact that they have made it all about my father is what makes it all hard for me to sleep. 

You don't grow up expecting things from places they never come from. There was no way I was sad about it. What I was really sad about was that I wasn't getting promoted. Nobody had vouched for me. They had collectively deemed me 'unfit given the recent turn of events'. No amount of convincing could undo it. 

Not my clothes. Not my expensive makeup. Not the cucumber eye scrub. Not the one hundred and dozen cupcakes for every employee. Not even a quickie in the closet with my boss. And she was a woman. And I forgot that, of course.

Everyone's first response was... That I am desperate. But then who isn't? 'Not me. Not me at all when I asked you to suck my clit', my boss says. Besides, you are too straight and you can't even do it... That's good. And that was the burn that was keeping me awake. That was what couldn't let me sleep. Something that my boss said. I didn't have daddy issues. I was worried I wouldn't ever be a lesbian.

I am not a lesbian. I don't want to be a lesbian. I just wanted a promotion. But it's just so hard to do it with sheer dedication and hard work. I get all my work hours in. Never called sick. For ten years, and yet they think that my father's death is a good enough reason to not give me a raise. 

Please stop telling me you can do that again. That's what I was told. All it took was one weak moment to define the rest of my career. You need to go home. Come back stronger. Of course, you will work like you do. We would like that. But the promotion is a no.

My smartphone was already telling me that I was okay. Normal pulse. No abnormal heart activity. As long as my heart works fine, the rest of my body should be alright. And yet there was no sleep. 

Apps for socializing. A list comes up. X. An app for people telling all sorts of things. No filters. No inhibitions. Sounds like something that people would go to, if they want to get me out of my business. 

Instagram. A sad place for people to share photos. A platform for free porn. Stupid trends that had no value. A follower count that depletes self-worth. A never-ending addiction to seek validation from people you don't know, because of the trauma you have from people you know. 

Snapchat. Dog faces. Weird faces. Beautiful faces. Ugly faces. Absolute shit thing to cram in your phone's storage space. Discord. For the gaming community. And interesting people. 

It was all a high road to a bad place, if you ask me. Socializing was a double-edged sword. Every opinion you hold can push you a little within the edge of your sanity. 

To say someone is right, is to admit you are wrong. You can both be wrong. You can both be right. But at the moment, you'll have to agree to not disagree.
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