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​Chapter 1 -The fallen Angel
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It had been a year since Devil left.

Three hundred and sixty-five days of pretending I was okay. Of faking strength. 

One year since I had last touched someone who made me feel everything, and now, I felt nothing at all.

People often assumed grief only belonged to breakups or betrayals. But what if the one you lost never betrayed you? What if they never lied, never hurt you, never gave you a single reason to walk away?

What if they only ever loved and cared for you in their own beautiful way?

That was the kind of grief that ate me alive. Quietly. Slowly. Without mercy.

Devil within a month hadn’t just awakened my body. He had unlocked something deeper,something sacred. He hadn’t loved me like a possession or a promise. He had loved me like a mirror. He had reflected the woman I could become. He had seen my darkness and hadn’t flinched. He had seen my light and hadn’t worshipped it. He had simply held both in his hands and accepted me.

After he left, I didn’t even know how to be me anymore.

How do you return to ordinary after you had tasted extraordinary?

I tried to move on.

I did what people were supposed to do. I dated. I dressed up. I smiled for pictures that meant nothing. I laughed at jokes that didn’t land. I slept next to strangers who never really saw me.

I let men touch my skin, but none of them touched my soul. They explored my body like a destination on Google Maps - detached, mechanical, going through motions they believed would impress me.

But they didn’t make me feel.

They didn’t hurt me in that beautiful way Devil once had- where even pain became pleasure.

They couldn’t.

Because they weren’t him.

None of them knew how to read my silence. How to hear the desire in my breath. How to know when I needed to be kissed like a goddess or ruined like a sinner.

Many of them couldn’t even make me come.

Some didn’t even try.

And the ones who did,they failed miserably. Because I wasn’t just missing pleasure,I was mourning intimacy.

The kind where your soul meets skin.

The kind where one whisper could unravel you.

The kind where I wasn’t afraid to be ugly, messy, wild.

He had given me that.

And then he was gone.

Not out of cruelty. Not because he wanted to.

But because life had demanded it.

And that made it hurt even more. Because there was no villain in this story,only absence. Only emptiness. Only a silence I couldn’t seem to fill, no matter how loudly the world moved around me.

People told me to “move on.”

To “find someone new.”

But how do you move on from someone who never did you wrong?

How do you forget a man who never asked for anything, and yet gave you everything?

He had made me bold. But after he left, being bold in this society felt like a burden. Because when you’d known what it felt like to be held, fighting alone just to be yourself felt unbearable.

For months after he left, I had kept the fire burning. Because even from afar, he had still been there. Still texting. Still guiding me. Still cheering me on like the world hadn’t ripped us apart.

But then even those messages stopped after he got engaged. Not out of neglect,but out of respect to the girl he was marrying .

Life moved on, and people faded,And so I faded, too.

The flame in me had begun to dim, suffocated by society’s expectations. Everyone around me kept saying I should “settle down,” “be normal,” “be less.” And without him, I didn’t know how to fight anymore.

I became a version of myself I thought I’d buried.A quiet girl who watched the world instead of owning it.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOK TWO





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





