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      no matter where our story now lives.
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      BEFORE THE MOON ROSE

      “We hadn’t touched, but I’d memorised her pauses like a scripture.”

      

      I didn’t come to Rome for her.

      I came for the version of myself that only

      ever existed when we spoke.

      

      We had never touched, not once.

      But I had memorised her breath in silence,  her pauses

      between sentences,  the way she spelt “may be”—

      always two words, like she was never sure.

      

      It was morning when I arrived.

      But the moon was always waiting.
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        Destiny disguised as coincidence, doors closing to open new ones
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            DIFFERENT TIMELINES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Not every heart that wanders is lost.”

      

      

      
      I was meant to stay put.

      That was the plan. After weeks abroad with the family –

      Partner, kids, friends, and grandparent –

      Sunburnt days and laughter stretched thin by familiarity –

      I came back to London to rest.

      To reconnect in my fortress of solitude.

      To let silence settle over me like dust and

      to sleep at least twelve hours straight.

      
      I told myself I wouldn’t go anywhere, wouldn’t see anyone.

      A self-imposed retreat.

      But when a friend was visiting

      He was already at my flat before I arrived

      I told him to pick up a spare key from the property management office.

      We said our greetings after I arrived.

      Luggages everywhere in the flat

      Mine and his

      Felt like a stopover lounge for each traveller.

      He said he had someone stopping by

      A friend of his, someone he’d picked up

      A carton of duty-free cigarettes for.

      I thought it was one of his boys.

      I didn’t think about it at all. I said OK.

      
      I was lying on the sofa, half-watching an old film,

      The kind where the music carries

      More meaning than the dialogue.

      There was a low hum in the background,

      The state of my disinterest,

      Until I heard the intercom ring.

      
      She rang the intercom like she’d done it before.

      Not tentative. Not rushed.

      Just two short buzzes

      Confident, unbothered.

      My friend went to buzz her in

      I thought it was a food delivery

      Not knowing it was a different kind of delivery,

      One wrapped in a perfume with a bergamot note,

      A silk scarf that barely clung to her neck, and possibility

      I heard her heels

      I couldn’t hear the sound of her walking in,

      Muted by the rug in the hallway

      But I could hear the soft clink of the door when she came in

      Then a voice spoke

      Soft, like wool

      Low as memory

      
      She was tall, not just in stature,

      But in presence. The kind of tall that made people

      Sit up straighter, recalibrate their posture without realising

      When she entered a room.

      Her body had the kind of curves that seemed

      Sculpted by memory, not measurement –

      Soft and rounded, like the figures in old family photo albums,

      Or the slope of a shoulder you once leaned on as a child

      Something nostalgic about them, familiar

      In a way that didn’t feel sexual first, just… human.

      
      Her skin gleamed like golden milk, warm and luminous,

      with a creamy glow and the faintest shimmer, as if kissed by spice.

      Something untouched.

      Like the surface of still water in early light.

      She wore a scent I couldn’t name at the time.

      Crisp, clean, laced with danger.

      It clung to her as if the air chose to follow her.

      
      Every feature was soft, deliberate, and never forced

      Like the universe had taken its time

      She had a pretty face, yes

      But it was the way she smiled,

      It wasn’t flirty. It was knowing.

      Like she had already said no to better men.

      That made her unforgettable.

      
      She took the cigarette carton out of the bag with care,

      Flipping it open like it was a secret.

      Watching her unwrap it was quite cinematic

      Like a scene from an old friend movie —

      Black and white, quiet,

      Where a woman in gloves opens

      A cigarette case like it’s a love letter

      I don’t think I blinked.

      I stayed on the sofa, pretending to watch TV, but

      I was watching her reflection in the black screen.

      
      She turned to me and asked for my name. I gave it, briefly,

      Didn’t ask for hers. Then said nothing else.

      I didn’t trust myself to speak much more.

      Or I guess I was just waiting for a better invitation.

      
      She asked for a light. I pointed to my friend,

      He retrieved his lighter and gave it to her.

      She offered me a cigarette. I declined. “I don’t smoke.”

      “No smoke, no fire,” I thought. Isn’t that what they say?

      
      Her expression didn’t change. She nodded,

      As if that told her more than I meant it to.

      She went downstairs for a smoke and I followed indirectly.

      I stood at the tall window, parting the blinds just enough

      To glimpse the street below.

      It was dark but the streetlamp lit her like a stage

      I could see her glowing skin

      She handled the cigarette like it was a flower,

      So bourgeois

      Elegant

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
      

        
      
        
        
      

      

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/untitled-ty1t.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Praise for M.O. DADA
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Act I: The Unravelling (Before Touch)
        
          		
            1. Different Timelines
          


          		
            2. The Drinks and the Goodbye
          


          		
            3. Booking the Escape
          


          		
            4. The Cancelled Train
          


          		
            5. The Arrival
          


        


      


      		
        Act II: The Magnetic Night (The Encounter)
        
          		
            6. Homecoming
          


          		
            7. Handle With Care
          


          		
            8. The Pill in her Palm
          


          		
            9. The Dinner with Food we couldn’t Eat
          


          		
            10. The Moon over the Rooftop
          


          		
            11. Rooftop Confessions
          


          		
            12. When she said, “Let’s have a Baby”
          


        


      


      		
        Act III: The Echo (After The Magic)
        
          		
            13. Back to the Hotel
          


          		
            14. Voice Note, 3:41 a.m
          


          		
            15. Missed Flight in the Morning
          


          		
            16. Breakfast
          


          		
            17. The Goodbye I didn’t know how to Feel
          


          		
            18. Forgotten Cardigan
          


          		
            19. The Night that Followed me Home
          


        


      


      		
        Act IV: The Fallout And The Mirror
        
          		
            20. If this were a Movie
          


          		
            21. Apology to the Girl, who Stayed Behind
          


          		
            22. Bodrum
          


          		
            23. The Room that wasn’t Ours Alone
          


        


      


      		
        Act V: The Other Side Of The Moon
        
          		
            24. This was Always Going to Happen
          


          		
            25. The Other Side of the Moon
          


          		
            26. The Lineage Asking to be Remembered
          


        


      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Postscript
      


      		
        Notes
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Notes


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/a-night-in-rome-on-a-full-moon_front-cover-1600-x-2560-px.jpg
A Night in Rome
on a Full Moon

A Novel-in-Verse in Five Acts
M.O. DADA

One Night. One City. Two Wanderers.
An Unforgettable Pull of the Soul






