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“Island of Innocence”
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The flight to Bali had been a much-anticipated journey for both the Iyar and Iyengar families. ‘Rishi’, a bright-eyed eight-year-old with a passion for martial arts and camping, was thrilled about the trip. He had been dreaming about it for almost a year. He was too excited as he boarded the plane with his parents. Seated next to them on the flight was the Iyengar family, whose daughter, ‘Akshara’, shared Rishi’s love for adventure. The two children had met during one of their camping excursions and had quickly become friends. Their mothers had also bonded, often chatting as they dropped off their kids for the camp activities.

The moment Rishi and Akshara spotted each other on the plane, their faces lit up with delight. They quickly settled into seats beside each other, chattering excitedly about the adventures that awaited them in Bali. Their mothers were also equally pleased to see one another. The fathers, however, after a brief introduction, seemed less inclined to get along. Both men were deeply religious, but their beliefs were rooted in different deities. The two men exchanged polite, yet firm, arguments about their beliefs, neither willing to concede to the other.

As the plane took off from Chennai airport, the weather outside was less than ideal. Dark clouds loomed on the horizon, and soon, rain began to splatter against the windows. Inside the cabin, Rishi and Akshara were glued to their windows, their faces pressed against the glass as they watched the world below disappear into the clouds. It was their first time on a plane, and they were excited.

Not long after take-off, the plane began to encounter turbulence. The aircraft shook violently as it passed through pockets of rough air. The pilot assured the passengers over the intercom that everything was under control, but the atmosphere inside the cabin was tense. Rishi clutched the armrest, his knuckles white, while Akshara tried to calm him down by squeezing his hand. But then, a blinding flash of lightning lit up the sky, followed by a deafening boom of thunder. The plane lurched as one of the engines was struck by lightning, sending it into a steep dive.

Panic erupted among the passengers as the plane hurtled towards the ground. The pilot fought to regain control, but the engine was too severely damaged. The plane plummeted through the storm, its descent unstoppable. Below them, the dense jungle of an uninhabited Island came into view, a wild, untamed landscape far from any civilization. The crash was inevitable, and when it came, it was with such a great force that the plane was shredded to pieces. The wreckage was scattered across the island’s sandy coast, leaving a trail of destruction in its wake.

When the dust settled, the beach was eerily quiet, except for the sound of the waves gently lapping against the shore. Among the debris, the lifeless bodies of the passengers lay still, unmoving. But amidst the devastation, two small figures began to stir. Miraculously, Rishi and Akshara had survived the crash. Their small bodies, cushioned by the debris that had killed everyone else, had been thrown clear of the main impact and landed in the shallow waters just off the coast.

Akshara was the first to regain consciousness. Her head throbbed with pain, and her vision was blurred, but she managed to crawl onto the sandy shore. She looked around, dazed and disoriented, and saw the wreckage of the plane scattered across the beach. Then, she spotted Rishi floating a short distance away. With a surge of energy, she waded back into the water and dragged him to safety.

Rishi slowly regained consciousness, blinking up at Akshara in confusion. For a moment, he couldn’t understand what had happened. But as he took in the scene around them, the horrifying realization hit him—everyone else was gone. Their parents, their friends, everyone.

The two children clung to each other, sobbing hysterically as the weight of their situation bore down on them. They were alone on a deserted island, with no one to protect them, no one to care for them. Their tears mingled with the saltwater as they held each other tightly, finding solace in their shared grief. Eventually, exhausted from the trauma, they fell into a restless sleep, still holding hands, too afraid to let go.

When the sun rose the next morning, its sharp rays pierced through their dreams, waking them from their slumber. The reality of their situation hit them once again—they were alone on an island, far from home, with no one to care for them. Hunger gnawed at their bellies, a reminder that they needed to find food and water if they were going to survive. Drawing on the survival skills they had learned in their camping groups, Rishi and Akshara ventured into the dense jungle that bordered the beach.

They followed the sound of rushing water, which led them to a beautiful waterfall falling into a small lake. The sight of the crystal-clear water, sparkling in the sunlight, offered a small measure of comfort to the frightened children. Around the lake, fruit trees stood laden with ripe, colourful fruits, and birds of every colour flitted from branch to branch, their songs filling the air. For a moment, the beauty of the scene almost made them forget their ordeal.

The children washed themselves in the cool, refreshing water, rinsing away the dirt and grime from the crash. They cleaned their clothes as best they could and filled their bellies with the sweet, juicy fruits they found on the trees. The peaceful surroundings, combined with the necessities they had managed to secure, brought a sense of calm over them.

But just as they began to feel a glimmer of hope, the weather changed once again. Dark clouds rolled in, and soon, the rain began to fall. At first, it was a light drizzle, but it quickly intensified into a heavy downpour. The children searched for shelter, eventually finding a small cave formed by a natural rock formation. It was a perfect hiding spot, offering them protection from the rain and a sense of security in their otherwise frightening situation.

As the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, Rishi and Akshara adapted to their new life on the island. They learned to catch fish from the lake, using sharp sticks they had fashioned into makeshift spears. Sometimes, they were able to make a fire and cook their catch; other times, they had to make do with fruits they gathered. The jungle became their playground, a vast, wild expanse that they explored together.

Their friendship, forged in the fires of shared trauma, deepened into something far more profound. They became each other’s support, their bond growing stronger with each passing day. As time went on, the memories of their previous lives, of their parents and the world they had once known, began to fade. The island was their world now, and they were each other’s world.

Years passed, and the children grew into adults. Rishi had transformed into a tall, muscular young man, his once-boyish features now sharp and chiselled. His dark brown eyes, full of life and intelligence, his hair had grown long and curly that appeared wild and unruly. His body, sculpted by years of survival in the wilderness, was strong and powerful, with broad shoulders and muscular arms that bore the marks of the hard life they had led. His legs were thick and muscular, a testament to the constant physical activity he had endured.

Akshara, too, had grown into a striking young woman. Her light brown eyes, with their coppery hue, sparkled with intelligence and warmth. Her once-neatly tied hair had grown long and wild, cascading down her back in thick, curly waves with a rusty tinge. Her body was slender but strong, her muscles toned and firm from years of hunting, gathering, and climbing. Her skin, kissed by the sun, had a warm, golden glow. Her sharp features, with a broad forehead, a long, elegant nose, and full, plump lips, were captivating in their natural beauty.

Her eyes were lined with dark kohl, a makeshift eyeliner she had crafted from the charred remains of their fires, which made her large, expressive eyes even more alluring. Her breasts had developed into round, firm mounds, her nipples a dark pink shade that contrasted beautifully with her sun-kissed skin. Her waist was narrow, curving gracefully into her hips, which were full and well-defined. Her long, muscular legs carried her with the agility and grace of a jungle cat. Despite the hardships they faced, there was a natural beauty in Akshara that could not be diminished by the lack of modern comforts.

One day, as the sun began to rise, painting the sky in shades of orange and red, Rishi and Akshara found themselves chasing a rabbit through the dense underbrush. The thrill of the hunt had always been exhilarating for them, a reminder that they were alive and capable of surviving in this wild, untamed place.

The rabbit was sprinting through the dense underbrush, leaping over rocks and dodging low-hanging branches with the agility of a creature well-acquainted with the dangers of the forest. Rishi and Akshara were hot on its trail, their feet moving with the same practiced ease. They had hunted many times before, their movements synchronized by years of surviving together on this wild, untamed island. But today, something was different.

As Rishi glanced at Akshara running beside him, his attention wavered. His eyes were drawn to the way her body moved—the way her strong, toned legs propelled her forward, the way her muscles flexed with each stride, and most of all, the way her breasts bounced with every step. He had seen all of this countless times before, and today he just wanted to tease her.

Suddenly, Rishi slowed down and stopped, his breath quickening for reasons unrelated to the chase. Akshara, noticed his abrupt halt and turned around with a mix of concern and curiosity in her eyes.

“What happened? Are you okay? Why did you stop chasing the rabbit?” she asked, with a hint of irritation in her voice. “The rabbit will hide, and we might have to eat bananas again today.”

Rishi met her gaze, his dark brown eyes filled with an unusual intensity. He hesitated, then let out a small mischievous chuckle, his voice carrying a note of playful irritation. “Can you make them stop jumping up and down? They’re distracting me.”

Akshara blinked, momentarily confused. “What? What should I stop from jumping?”

“These,” Rishi replied with a mischievous grin, gently cupping her breasts in his hands. He didn’t stop there; his fingers lightly pinched her nipples, making them stiffen and grow under his touch. Akshara gasped slightly at the sensation, her breath catching as her body reacted to his playful teasing.

“They’re jumping up and down while you’re running,” he continued, while gently caressing her breasts, his tone teasing but serious. To emphasize his point, Rishi gently tugged her nipples, pulling them up and down, making her breasts jiggle in the same rhythm. Akshara’s eyes widened in surprise, and she couldn’t help the smile that spread across her lips.

She looked down at her chest, then back up at him, laughter bubbling up from within. “Jumping? This isn’t the first time we’ve chased a rabbit, or run through the forest, or you’ve seen them jump up and down. That’s how they’ve always been,” she teased, giving her breasts a light bounce with her hands to prove her point.

Rishi chuckled, clearly enjoying the playful exchange. “Well, today, they seem to be jumping even more. It’s making it hard to focus on the rabbit.”

Akshara smirked, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh really? And what about that snake of yours? Have you noticed how it’s grown in size? Or how it’s started rearing its head lately? Always going pat... pat... pat along your thighs whenever we’re chasing something.”

As she spoke, she mimicked the motion of his ‘snake’ with a playful jerk of her hips, her tone dripping with mock irritation. “Have I ever told you that the sound is scaring away the rabbits?”

Rishi flinched slightly as she teasingly tugged at the head of his ‘snake,’ a jolt of sensation shooting through him. He couldn’t suppress a grin as he played along, both amused and intrigued by her teasing.

“Are you jealous?” he asked, his voice still light and playful.

“Of what?” Akshara retorted, her hand still stroking his ‘snake’, gently tugging and fondling its pink head.

“Of my snake,” Rishi said, his grin widening. “While I have a long snake, you have a puny earthworm barely peeking its head out of those bushes.”

Akshara removed her hands from his ‘snake’ and placed on her belly and tugged it upwards, pretending to examine her ‘earthworm.’ She then compared it to her little finger, holding it up for Rishi to see. “Hmm... it does look smaller than your snake, but it’s definitely larger than an earthworm,” she said in a mock-irritated tone, her lips twitching with suppressed laughter.

They both burst into hearty laughter, the tension between them dissolving into pure joy. Rishi gently caressed her ‘earthworm’ with his fingers, while Akshara playfully stroked his ‘snake,’ their affection for each other evident in the way they touched and teased each other.

“Let’s catch that rabbit,” Akshara finally said, still smiling. “We don’t want to eat bananas again tonight.”

“Just hold them while you run,” Rishi teased, giving her breasts a gentle squeeze.

“Just tie its head while you run,” Akshara shot back, giving his snake one final squeeze.

They shared another laugh, their bond deepened by the shared joke. The air between them was charged with a new energy, they understood each other without words. Their playful banter hinting at a bond that could not be defined.

They were a part of the island now, as much as the trees, the animals, and the very earth beneath their feet. They had no need for clothes, no need for the trappings of the world they had left behind. They were natural, pure, and free in a way that few could ever truly be.

And with that, they resumed their chase, their laughter ringing through the forest, leaving the teasing and the banters behind as they focused on their prey once again.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

"The Button Collector: A Night to Remember"
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Ravi and Amit, two long-time friends, decided to blow off some steam one evening by heading to a high-end bar in a luxurious hotel. Ravi, a recent divorcee with a penchant for adventure, and Amit, the more level-headed of the two, had been trying to reconnect with their youth amidst the chaos of their lives. The bar was vibrant, with music playing and people laughing, an atmosphere perfect for a night of carefree fun.

The friends settled into a corner, ordering drinks and talking about old times. They laughed and joked, the alcohol easing their worries. As the night progressed, they became more and more excited, enjoying the lively environment. The bar's atmosphere was infectious, drawing them into its whirlpool of lights, music, and laughter.

As the night progressed, the bar's doors swung open, drawing attention from everyone present. In walked a couple who immediately commanded the room. The man was burly and stout, with an aura that screamed danger. His teeth bore the stains of long-term tobacco use, and his bald head was adorned with intimidating tattoos. His bushy beard and piercing eyes gave him the look of a mafia boss, someone not to be trifled with. He moved with an air of authority, each step measured and deliberate, as if he owned the place.

Beside him was a woman who seemed almost heavenly in contrast to him. She was stunningly beautiful, with skin that seemed to glow with a soft golden hue. Her long, flowing black hair framed her face, accentuating her striking brown eyes. She had an athletic build, reminiscent of a Greek goddess, exuding both grace and strength. Yet, despite her beauty, there was an unmistakable sadness in her eyes, a quiet plea for help that seemed to go unnoticed by everyone but Ravi.

The couple was flanked by a dozen bodyguards, their presence reinforcing the man's imposing stature. Ravi couldn't take his eyes off the woman, he was captivated by her beauty and the mystery surrounding her. She caught his gaze a few times, each glance brief but charged with a silent intensity. Amit, always the cautious one, noticed Ravi's distraction and leaned in to whisper, "Careful, Ravi. She looks like trouble, and her company doesn't seem like the kind to appreciate extra attention."

After the couple left the bar, the atmosphere lightened, though Ravi couldn't shake off the image of the woman. He and Amit continued drinking, their conversation drifting between nostalgia and the odd couple. As if on cue, the DJ started playing a nostalgic '90s party song, lifting their spirits. The song was a blast from the past, reminding them of the carefree days, and soon enough, they found themselves on the dance floor.

A group of college students joined them, and the dance floor became a lively scene of laughter and playful flirting. Ravi, always the social butterfly, quickly became the centre of attention, cracking jokes and enjoying the company of the young crowd. Amit, more reserved but not one to be a killjoy, joined in, though he mostly watched over his friend with a mix of amusement and caution.

The drinks flowed freely, the music got louder, and the night spiralled into a blur of laughter and dance. The energy was palpable, everyone caught up in the moment, forgetting their worries and responsibilities. Ravi and Amit had too many drinks, and amidst the chaos Ravi noticed a bar girl approaching him. She seemed to be saying something, but the loud music drowned her words. Before he could make sense of the situation, everything went black.

Ravi and Amit awoke in a luxurious room, the likes of which they'd only seen in movies. The room was opulent, furnished with plush sofas, a grand chandelier, and an intricately designed minibar stocked with expensive liquors. The bed they were lying on was covered in the finest silk sheets. The air was filled with a subtle, expensive fragrance, adding to the surreal quality of their surroundings.

Groggy and disoriented, Ravi looked around, trying to piece together the events of the previous night. Amit stirred beside him, equally puzzled. "Where are we?" Amit muttered, rubbing his eyes. Ravi, still half-asleep, replied, "I don't know, man. The last thing I remember is that bar girl... then nothing."

As they tried to make sense of their situation, Ravi recalled something that felt more like a dream than reality. "I had this weird dream," he began hesitantly. "The bar girl led us to a room... and the woman from the bar was there. She said her husband was some mafia boss who kidnapped her from her own wedding. She was supposed to marry her college boyfriend, but this guy saw her at the bar once and decided to take her for himself."

Amit listened, his face pale as Ravi continued. "She said he treats her like a possession, always under guard, except when they're alone. She said she drugged him with sleeping pills and escaped. Apparently, this is a regular thing for her, especially when they come to this bar. He gets some twisted pleasure out of revisiting the place where he first saw her. She mentioned she often tries to sleep with other men as a form of secret revenge because he prides himself on being the only one who can enjoy her...."

Amit felt a chill run down his spine. "And then what?" he asked, dreading the answer. Ravi hesitated, then continued, "She... propositioned us. At first, you hesitated, but she threatened to tell her husband that we tried to force ourselves on her if we didn't comply. We were scared, Amit. We didn't know what else to do."

As Ravi recounted the events, Amit's horror grew. He looked down, suddenly aware that he wasn't wearing anything under the sheets. His heart raced as he realized the gravity of the situation. "Ravi, how could we have the same dream?" Amit whispered, with fear in his voice.

Before they could delve deeper into their confusion, the bathroom door creaked open. The woman from their dream emerged, dressed in a delicate negligee that only accentuated her ethereal beauty. Her presence filled the room, commanding yet unsettling. Her eyes held a mix of satisfaction and something darker, something that sent a shiver down both men's spines.

She walked towards the bed with a grace that seemed almost rehearsed, her movements fluid and deliberate. Ravi and Amit were frozen, their minds racing with questions and fears. She stood at the foot of the bed, her gaze steady and piercing. "Good morning, gentlemen," she greeted them with a voice smooth as silk, a hint of amusement in her tone. She held out a small, ornate box, her expression inscrutable.

"Before you leave," she said, her voice taking on a formal, almost business-like tone, "I need something from you."

Ravi and Amit exchanged terrified glances. "What... what do you want?" Ravi stammered, his voice barely a whisper, his mind reeling from the absurdity of the situation.

The woman smiled, a cold, calculating smile that didn't reach her eyes. She opened the box, revealing a collection of buttons—different sizes, colours, and designs, each one unique. There were at least two hundred of them, meticulously arranged as if they were trophies. Her eyes flickered with a strange satisfaction as she looked at the friends.

"A button from your jackets," she explained calmly, as if discussing something as mundane as the weather. "A memento, if you will. It's my collection—a little piece of every man who helped me in my... endeavours."

Ravi and Amit stared at the box, the reality of their situation crashing down on them. They realized she had done this many times before, each button a testament to a night of rebellion and defiance against her captor. The friends were paralyzed with fear and confusion, their minds struggling to process the bizarre and terrifying turn of events.

With shaking hands, they removed buttons from their jackets and handed them to her. The woman placed them delicately in the box, treating them as precious trophies. She looked at them one last time, her expression unreadable. "Thank you," she said softly, her voice carrying a finality that sent chills down their spines. "You may leave now."
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On a warm day in the heart of the wild, the island was alive with the sounds of nature. The rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze, the distant call of birds, and the soft lapping of waves against the shore filled the air. Rishi and Akshara, as always, were immersed in their daily routine, completely at ease in their natural state, as wild as the world around them. The island had become their home, and they had adapted to it in every way, even finding joy in the simplest things.

It was mid-afternoon, and the sun was high in the sky. Rishi was lying on the warm sand by the edge of the jungle, his muscular body relaxed after a morning of hunting and gathering. His eyes were closed, and his breathing was slow and steady. He seemed completely at peace, enjoying the moment of rest.

Akshara, with her ever-playful spirit, had plans of her own. She had been watching him for some time, noticing how vulnerable he looked lying there, completely unaware of the mischief forming in her mond. A mischievous smile crept across her face as she quietly approached him, her movements silent and calculated. She had always enjoyed teasing Rishi, especially when he least expected it, and today was no different.

She crouched down beside him, her light brown eyes shining with excitement. Her gaze wandered over his body, taking in the sight of his relaxed muscles and the soft rise and fall of his chest. But it was his ‘snake’ that drew her attention—the way it lay with its head down between his legs, seemingly at rest like the rest of him.

With a grin, Akshara reached out and lightly ran her fingers along the length of his ‘snake,’ watching with satisfaction as it twitched slightly in response to her touch. Rishi stirred but didn’t wake, his body still caught in the peacefulness of his nap.

Deciding to take things up a notch, Akshara leaned in closer, her breath warm against his skin as she whispered, “Rishi... wake up.” Her voice was laced with playful intent, and she knew he wouldn’t wake easily. That was part of the fun.

Her fingers trailed down to the base of his ‘snake,’ gently cupping the two small orbs that rested there—She squeezed them lightly at first, then with a bit more pressure, knowing exactly how to tease him.

Rishi’s eyes flew open, his body jerking in response to the sudden, sharp sensation. A mixture of pleasure and pain shot through him, and he let out a groan, both startled and slightly annoyed. “Akshara... what...?” he muttered, his voice thick with sleep as he tried to make sense of what had just happened.

Akshara couldn’t contain her laughter as she watched him twitch in discomfort, his eyes narrowing at her in playful accusation. “Oops,” she said with mock innocence, her fingers still lingering near his ‘orbs’ “Did that hurt?”

Rishi glared at her, though the corners of his mouth twitched with amusement. “You know exactly what you’re doing,” he grumbled, reaching out to grab her wrist. “And, you’re going to pay for that.”

Akshara, quick as always, slipped out of his grasp and darted away, her laughter echoing through the trees. “You’ll have to catch me first!” she called over her shoulder, her tone daring him to pursue her.

Rishi didn’t need any more encouragement. He was on his feet in an instant, his body fully awake now, fuelled by a mixture of playful irritation and determination to make her pay for her mischief. He knew she was fast, but he had the advantage of strength and endurance.

Akshara, sensing his approach, darted into the jungle, her bare feet barely making a sound as she navigated the familiar terrain. She was laughing, her heart pounding with the thrill of the chase. She knew Rishi would catch her eventually, but that was part of the fun—the anticipation of what he would do when he did.

Rishi followed close behind, his eyes locked on her as she weaved through the trees. She was quick and nimble, but he had learned her tricks over the years, and he knew how to outsmart her. He took a different path, cutting through a dense thicket to intercept her before she could reach the safety of their cave.

When Akshara burst through the undergrowth, she found herself face-to-face with Rishi, his dark eyes gleaming with triumph. She skidded to a stop, her laughter fading into a breathless grin. “Caught you,” he said, his voice low and teasing.

Akshara’s eyes sparkled with defiance, though her breath was coming in short gasps from all the running. “What are you going to do now?” she challenged, her voice playful despite the situation.

Rishi didn’t respond with words. Instead, he reached out and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her close. His grip was firm but not rough, and she could feel the heat of his body against hers, the strength in his arms. He held her there for a moment, letting the tension build between them, his gaze locked on hers.

Then, without warning, he pushed her and pinned her against a tree, her back pressing against the rough bark. “You think you can get away without paying for your mischiefs?” he murmured, his breath warm against her neck.

Akshara shivered, but her grin never wavered. “Maybe I do,” she teased back, though her voice was softer now, filled with anticipation.

Rishi leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “I think you need to learn a lesson,” he whispered, his tone both playful and serious.

Before she could respond, he slipped one hand down her body, his fingers trailing over her curves until they reached the dense bush between her thighs. He didn’t hesitate—he knew exactly how to make her squirm. With a firm but gentle touch, he began to tease her, his fingers finding her sensitive spots and playing with them until she was gasping for breath.

As Rishi continued his teasing, Akshara suddenly felt a strange sensation—a pressure building in her lower abdomen. She tried to ignore it at first, thinking it was just part of the excitement, but it quickly became clear that it was something more. An uncontrollable urge to pee surged through her, and she gasped, her body tensing as she realized what was happening.

“Rishi... wait,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I... I need to pee.”

Rishi, however, wasn’t about to let her off that easily. He chuckled softly, his fingers still working their magic as he pressed her more firmly against the tree. “Oh no, you’re not getting away that easily,” he teased, his voice filled with playful dominance.

Akshara squirmed, her body caught between the intense pleasure he was giving her and the growing need to relieve herself. “Rishi... please,” she pleaded, though she knew he wouldn’t stop—not until he had made his point.

“Just hold it a little longer,” he murmured, his breath warm against her neck as he nipped at her skin. “This is your punishment, remember?”

She bit her lip, her breath coming in short gasps as she tried to hold on. But the pressure was too much, and with one final, desperate plea, she let go.

A warm stream began to flow down her legs, soaking the ground beneath them. Rishi felt the
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