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Dedicated to Him

Sometimes, there are no words to explain the depth of a feeling that grows for one particular person. It feels like a divine calling. No matter how much you try to ignore it, it keeps pulling you back. Deep within, you just know that he is the one for whom you are willing to embrace every challenge. But union can only happen when both hearts feel and act in the same way. I dedicate this book to you, so you can see the best of yourself as 'the man' through me.

[image: ]Behind the Tales


It wasn’t a blind fall; rather, I grew in love with a man I never thought could be real. I met him for only a fraction of a second, and yet in that moment we possessed each other completely. How much we confessed to each other is another story. But we both know how true it is, how much it means.



What we could do with that love, however, was never revealed. It was a connection, an unfinished, distant relationship. The tales hold only my part. The other half remains unwritten until he chooses to share his side.



We are mentally married to each other. If I say I’m waiting, it would be an injustice to what we share, because our souls have already passed through each other and exchanged hearts.






[image: ]When a woman loves, it descends deeper than most chronicles dare to speak. Her devotion not only elevates a man, but it consecrates a lineage. She contemplates his form with a hunger bordering on sacred fire, and yet within that very heat she perceives her refuge. To her, he is both the conflagration she surrenders to and the stronghold where her spirit rests.



We chose silence and solitude for now. Maybe we’ll break that silence one day. Or maybe we’ll live like this... my part captured in words, and his part... he knows.



Or maybe he is my imagination, “him within me.”
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Here stood an archaic forest, its green maze concealing a cloistered temple. No mason laid its stones; it rose, birthed from the earth’s own body. Its pillars were petrified trees. Its weathered stone walls were entangled in the embrace of verdant foliage. This temple was a sanctuary that throbbed with the rhythm of the forest’s roots. It was alive.

This was no ordinary temple. Once every century, the temple transformed into the effulgent spirit of a goddess to ensure the well-being of the forest. This time, she appeared like dawn breaking over the world. She glowed with the aureate blaze of the sun, her spirit veiled in the silken serenity of moonlight. Her every gesture echoed love, affirming her guardianship of the forest. She called it home. Her devotion ran so deep that the rustling leaves seemed to murmur her name in eternal adoration.

Yet the forest had another guardian. The forest was more than roots and leaves; it held a presence deep within its core. Whenever it needed rejuvenation and protection from danger, this spirit awoke in the form of a wild man, untamed and fierce. 

And now, the darkest time had come. 

The forest and its creatures faced a grave threat. So, the spirit rose in human form, shaped by the forest in its own likeness. His power was formidable yet fluid, rooted not in dominance but in the quiet strength of roots breaking stone and vines stretching skyward. His body was carved from the earth, and his arms could bear the weight of worlds. His face held the ageless beauty of nature. His eyes, unfathomable as midnight forests and mysterious as primaeval rivers, glowed with the light of fireflies and forgotten wisdom. 

The earth stilled in his presence. It recognised the consecrated bond between him and the goddess. A hallowed union of force and love, guardianship tempered by eternity.
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Molten gold spilt through the forest as twilight fell. The goddess ventured deeper into the woods. Her glowing form blended seamlessly with the fading light. She moved with grace among the ancient trees. Every step was a reverent touch upon the earth that had cradled her for centuries. The air around her vibrated with the soft buzz of life.

She danced with abandon. Her movements were a celebration of the forest's essence. She honoured the rustling leaves, the whispering winds, and the subtle pulse of the soil beneath her bare feet. Every sound, every scent, and every sensation wrapped around her like an embrace. They filled her heart with pure, unbridled joy.

Then she felt it. The forest was breathing heavily, as if it were unwell. She spoke to the plants, bugs, and animals. All welcomed her, yet she sensed a silence they would not break. Something was wrong. 

Darkness deepened. Concern rising, she turned toward the temple. 

She hurried back, but a sudden force stopped her mid-stride. She collided with something and fell to the ground. Her breath faltered in astonishment. This had never happened before! Nature had always shielded her, never allowing such a fall. As she gathered herself and looked up, she froze! The forest spirit stood before her, silent and still.

Startled, they gazed at one another with curiosity. She saw wild strength and serene beauty in him. He did not know what to make of her, this radiant being in his domain. They had never met. The spirit had never needed to take shape until now, when the forest was in peril.

The forest spirit reached out his hand to help the goddess rise from the ground. She took his strong, steady hand. His touch was warm. Her delicate fingers disappeared into his vast, earthen palm. 

A tremor of life bound them in that instant. The forest inhaled. A hush fell over the trees, as if nature itself paused to witness the moment. In that stillness, only the two of them remained. 

Together, they stood in a timeless embrace of awe and recognition. They couldn’t ignore the haunting depth in each other’s eyes. The two held each other. Divine energy drew them together before they understood why. Nature itself sealed their bond; two spirits made one.
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Something stirred awake as they hovered near, breath drawing them closer. The forest spirit's heart began to race. She could hear and feel it. She was drawn to him, powerless to resist. 

Her eyes wandered down to his bare torso. Her fingers inscribed invisible lines upon his warm body. Her palms rested on his chest, feeling the steady thrum of life beneath. He placed his hands gently over her hands. Fingers interlaced. Their hands moved as one across his chest, gliding from his heartbeat to his collarbone, shoulder, and neck.

She breathed in his scent, warm and earthy. His skin carried the rich shades of the forest floor, smooth as bark, kissed by the sun, rain-soaked and dark, and weathered by the winds. It grounded him to the land that had birthed him.

She slipped her fingers into his tresses. Black as jet, slightly wavy, and shining with life, it flowed freely. Adorned with blossoms and leaves, it shifted with the seasons. Each strand held the freshness of new growth and the vibrancy of life. It held the quiet serenity of the woods. She admired his flowing hair, framing a wild, gentle beauty. She was lost in the forest’s untamed soul.

The forest spirit, too, was lost in her touch. He was the earth beneath her, and she was the river that flowed over him. His visage tightened, responding to her closeness and the longing she stirred within him. He yearned to encircle her slender waist and pull her up to feel closer, to let her enjoy the full depth of his being. 

Her soulful look painted strokes of admiration across the rugged marks of his face. Each glance was a silent expression of wonder. He welcomed her gaze. He accepted her quietly and acknowledged their connection. 

She continued to delicately sketch the contours of his face. His eyebrows were thick and strong. They arched naturally over his striking eyes. They gave him an air of quiet command. It was like the towering trees that stood tall against the winds. His nose was straight and proud, a testament to his strength. Yet, it carried the subtle curves of the leaves and branches that surrounded him. 

His jawline was chiselled, firm, and defined. Shaped by the hands of the earth itself, his profile declared endurance, of a being who had lived through the tests of time. He remained steadfast, much like the forest. The forest stood for centuries, growing older yet ever-renewing.

He smiled, rarer than spring’s first bloom! A heartbound smile that knew more than it revealed. It was like a tender and fleeting breeze passing through the leaves. A smile that suggested a connection deeper than the physical world. It carried muted elation and hidden mysteries. In his smile, vulnerability became his offering, and she cherished it. She was woven into the eternal cycle of nature. Feminine energy leaned into the mystery of the masculine.

The goddess moved her gaze to his neck. That neck was a long, graceful tree trunk stretching toward the sky. The skin of his throat shimmered softly. It gleamed in the moonlight filtering through the branches. As her eyes held him, the apple of his throat moved. It shifted a ripple on still water. In that moment, he couldn’t hide the tremble of being seen. His breath matched the forest’s calm. In her touchless touch, he surrendered!

Her eyes didn’t miss the borders of his shoulders. They were vast and elegant. They projected the forest’s fluid movements. Beneath his skin, muscles were defined, firm, and resilient. They were stalwart but flexible roots holding the forest together. Each breath she took moved with intention; her chest rose and fell like a prayer made flesh. It was a deep, grounding beat that resonated with the spiritual energy.

Her eyes followed the lines of his arms and paused on their powerful stillness. Long and muscular, they carried the elegance of branches swaying in the wind for centuries. They held great strength but moved with velvety motion. His fingers were solid and robust, capable of both tenderness and power. His knuckles showed the marks of a being who had touched the earth, the sky, and the soul of the world. His hands cradled the world with the gentleness of a breeze. Yet, they could shape the earth with the force of a storm.

The forest spirit could sense her every thought. He was absorbing them with each passing moment. He was a ship caught in the heart of a stormy sea. He ran the tip of his tongue over his dry lips, a small motion that betrayed his building desire. 

Her face drew nearer to his lips and brushed against his. It was one, mellow and magnetic. They both swallowed the smouldering pull, the unvoiced need between them, unconsummated yet all-consuming.

She stepped back from his arms and knelt before him. She wanted to observe every inch of him. Thirsty for more, she touched the tops of his feet, moving towards his ankles and then his heels. They were thick and powerful, carrying him with grace and speed. His feet rooted to the earth, gliding effortlessly through the forest. His toes were long and lithe. They bore the weight of the land with ease, like a leaf floating downstream. The goddess looked up at him in awe. He was divine power and quiet strength, the eternal soul of the forest. 

He knelt before her, traced her face, and with quiet certainty, said, “You are my goddess.” 

His wondrous words vibrated inside her. His tone soothed like the rustling of leaves in a breeze. His presence exuded a protective energy, being the forest's heartbeat and soul. Yet, there was tenderness in him. He shared a deep, innate connection to the goddess, with the forest’s roots firmly planted in her heart. Every detail of his form reflected the raw beauty and power of the woods. His aura spoke to the soul through the eyes. 

“You are my forest.” The words left her mouth, trailing stars. He brushed her cheek with meekness that hid his raw power. 

“And you are my heart,” he replied. His voice was deep, the sacred rumble of creation’s storm.

“Saher. I call you Saher, the dawn”, the goddess said, looking deep into his eyes. 

“I accept. Our connection is divine, my goddess”, he replied.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[image: C:\Users\Taha Nawab\Downloads\Untitled design.png]Roots of a Bond

[image: ]




Their first meeting had been between two curious souls. As they spent more time together, they began to reveal their innermost selves. By day, they tended to the forest together and by night, they sought refuge in the temple. They began to share their hearts, dreams, desires and fears. 

The goddess spoke of the divine place she came from, how the temple was her root and her lifeline. She told all the stories Saher had missed. Her voice was a tune that filled him with magic. Saher, in turn, gathered her in his arms. His touch ignited a warmth that spread through her being. He spoke of the forest’s decline, the destruction brought by humans, and how it was losing its life cycle. He shared how, in its moment of peril, the forest had breathed new life into him, awakening his spirit to protect it from the danger that now threatened it.

Their conversation flowed effortlessly. They discussed their thoughts, hopes, ideas, and visions, their bond deepening with every word.

Between the ancient trees and streams, their love unfurled a vine. It wound through time, fragile in its first tendrils. Yet, its roots were unbreakable. The goddess adored Saher’s inner strength. She traced her fingers over his arms. She rested her cheek against his chest, marvelling at the power within him. She kissed his jawline, tenderly removing the tension he carried. In his embrace, she perceived a sense of kinship. They were two roots of the same tree, destined to find each other.

Saher loved the goddess just as deeply. He doted on her as the embodiment of light and life. When he cradled her face in his hands, his heart racing with the urge to pull her closer, to bury his face in her long, dark hair. He felt the urge to kiss her, to soak in her very energy. But instead, he gently tucked a loose strand of her hair behind her ear, savouring the quiet intimacy between them. With her, he felt both wildness and peace. It was as though everything finally aligned. 

He leaned in, lips yearning to meet hers, his devotion clear in his every gesture. When she caressed his face and whispered her love, he felt invincible. It seemed that nothing could harm the forest while she stood by his side. When they touched each other, it was not only flesh against flesh, but life touching life. 
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A sudden spark flickered in Saher’s eyes. Something had just clicked in his mind. The goddess tilted her head, curious. “What is it?” He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he took her hand firmly. “Come with me.”

She followed without hesitation, trusting where he led. As they moved swiftly through the forest, Saher turned to her and finally spoke. “There’s a place,” he said, “meant for two souls to make a promise and honour our love.”

He wanted a ritual, a bond to give shape to their connection.

Her heart skipped a beat. 

“It’s not for tradition,” he continued, reading her thoughts, “but for truth. For meaning. For love with roots.” He wanted to make her his. Not to possess! He wanted to belong to her. And for her to belong to him. “I want to bind you,” he said. “I know I can’t own you, but I want to keep you close. I never want to risk losing you.”

She said nothing. She didn’t need to. She only held his hand tighter. Their hearts had joined long ago. What he asked for was already true. Their spirits had recognised each other. Nothing could separate them now.

They arrived. Tall trees loomed overhead. A giant stone lay beside the oldest one. Saher released her hand and climbed the stone in a single move. He raised his arms and bellowed to the open sky, his voice echoing through the trees. “Almighty, I mark her as mine, and I belong to her!”

He jumped down, laughter catching in his breath, his heart pounding. Snatching wild grass flowers, he dropped to his knees in front of her. 

“Do you believe in us?” he asked, eyes burning.

“I do,” she said, a smile blooming. 

“Do you feel what I feel?”

“I feel you in the same vibration,” she replied without blinking.

“Do you know me?” he leaned in, voice low but fierce. 

She held his gaze. “I know you.”

“Then bind me,” he said, without fear, without pause. “Do you mark me as yours, goddess?”

She nodded. Her breath was shallow, but her words were strong. “I bind you.” 

She knew what this meant. She wasn’t supposed to do this. No goddess was. There would be a cost. But at that moment, none of it mattered. He was already part of her. She couldn’t let go even if she tried.

“Tell me, are you bound to me?” he asked, one last time.

She stepped in, closer than ever. “I am yours.”

She knelt too, took the flowers from his hands, and kissed him deeply on the neck. Her tongue traced delicate patterns over his rough skin. He closed his eyes, drinking the electric sensations coursing through his body. 

Opening eyes, he took the lead. Gently, he laid her down on a bed of moss and leaves that covered the rock. His movements were gentle and deliberate. His kisses trailed downward from her neck to the middle of her collarbones, and further, toward the soft peaks of her chest. 

His breath grew heavier, falling warm over the soft rise of her bosom. He peeled the fabric away, revealing the softness beneath. She held on to his shoulders, lost in the way he moved against her. 

He nestled into her tender mounds, drawn to their warmth like a soul returning home. This was where his peace lived. Underneath her skin, deep down in her heart, this was where he belonged. And this, right here, was the only place he wanted to stay. Captivated. Protected. Free.

As he opened her thighs, his touch grew more insistent. His fingers rubbed against her smooth skin, eliciting shivers of pleasure. She squirmed beneath him, her skin tingling with every caress. She buried her face in his chest. She felt the weight of his body balanced perfectly against hers. He clamped his hands onto her waist. 

It was just him and her. Nothing between their bodies. They had the wildest and most intimate connection! Her tongue met his in a heated exchange, grazing the roof of his mouth. Their passion intensified. She raked her nails down his back, leaving a trail of red marks in their wake. She drew back the cover from his lower body.

He locked her legs between his. His burning thighs pressed against her soft, bare skin. With his right hand, he grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, against the cool stone. Then his left hand slid beneath her back, anchoring her in place. She couldn’t move. Completely surrendered, body and soul, to him.

As his shaft brushed against her entrance, poised to enter, he asked, “Are you mine?”

“I’m yours,” she answered firmly, without hesitation.

“Yes, you are mine! Call my name, goddess,” he whispered.

“Summon me,” he repeated, voice thick with need.

“Saher... Saher... Saher... Saher...” she moaned, pressing against him frantically. He penetrated deep inside her in a motion. Both their minds exploded into a divine constellation of colours. They kissed madly, wildly, with every stroke. Their bodies moved as one. His back arched, hips tightening with each rise and fall. Lost in each other, nothing else existed.

They reached divine culmination. Their lovemaking flowed like wind through sun-warmed leaves. A perfect harmony of two souls. Their bodies glistened with sweat. Even the scent of their skin merged. Their breaths fell into perfect sync. 

Nature paused to witness their love. Their moans were lost in the creak of ancient branches.
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When they returned to the temple, limbs still tangled and skin humming with spent passion, the goddess froze!

A jagged crack split the stone door of the temple. Not a natural fissure, but the violent mark of an axe. The villagers had come. Her fingers traced the fresh splintered edge. They had breached the sacred threshold while she and Saher lay entwined among the ferns.

Beyond the temple, a thunderous groan shook the earth as the first ancient tree toppled. The crack smelled of iron and human sweat. The temple had been defiled.

Just beyond the sacred woods, the villagers moved with careless greed, exactly as Saher had warned. They came more frequently now, stripping bark, felling trees, disrupting the delicate balance that sustained all life.

The goddess watched in sorrow as ancient trees were felled, rivers polluted, and wildlife driven from their homes. The harmony she and Saher had nurtured now threatened. The woods groaned, their spirit thrashing. She felt Saher weakening. She knew if the forest collapsed, Saher would vanish with it.

Determined to defend their sacred realm, Saher and the goddess swore to act. Together, they would remind humanity of the delicate balance between nature and life. They would not unleash wrath but wisdom, guiding those who had forgotten their bond with the Earth.

The grove was not merely land to be used; every part of it was breathing. And love, like the living earth, must be tended or it withers in neglect. Goddess and Saher worked tirelessly to rejuvenate the forest’s resources. She knelt beside a wounded tree, her hands glowing softly as she mended its bark. Saher’s spirit stood guard, his presence a warning to all who might disturb their sanctuary. Her whispered incantations filled the air. The green stirred in response. Saher’s deep, resonant voice echoed through the trees. His voice was a masculine harmony of power and serenity. 

After a long day of tending to the forest, Saher circled his arms around her waist, pulling her close. He touched her softly, as if in prayer. Each act of healing strengthened their connection. Their shared purpose bound them as guardians of the forest. In this realm, life thrived, and spirits walked freely.
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Their love was not without trials. The greed of the villagers continued to encroach upon the forest. Their machines tore through the trees and choked the rivers with excavated soil, burying the egg-laying beds of fish beneath suffocating silt. The forest grew weaker by the day. Its vibrant energy faded into a fragile noise.

The Forest Spirit, Saher, once a commanding presence of strength, now moved with exhaustion. He often sank to his knees. His hands pressed into the earth, as though trying to channel his waning power back into the roots beneath him. In those moments, the goddess settled beside him and gently placed his head on her lap. She brushed through his hair, slow and calming. She kissed between his brows, the warmth of her lips chasing away the shadows in his heart.

“You have carried this load for so long,” she whispered. Her words softened his anguish. “Let me carry it with you. We will endure this together.” She infused him with the strength to rise again. Her thumbs wiped away the tears on his cheeks. “We will protect what we love,” she promised. She kissed him, her heart filled with both hope and despair.

But even as they stood entwined, both knew their love would soon face the fiercest crucible. The forest, now fragile and wounded, demanded more than they had already given. The goddess, her heart laden, took a step back. Her fingers gently traced the edge of Saher’s face. A single tear slid down her cheek, catching the last of the light. “What will happen to this forest when we are gone?” she breathed. Her voice trembled under the weight of the question. Saher’s eyes, once so strong, were now filled with doubt. He chafed her hands, his own touch warm but uncertain. “I fear the world without us,” he admitted, his voice weak. “Without you, without your light... the forest will not survive. I cannot protect it alone.”

She reached for his hand, squeezing it tightly. “But we cannot go on like this, forever giving and never asking for ourselves. What if this is our last moment together? What if the forest and I... are fading?” She looked up at him, her gaze full of fear and longing.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
RAOMAN SMITA

HIS
LIGHT

SWITHIN
AW

METAPHYSICAL SPIRITUAL
TALES OF LOVE





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.png





