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It’s over, and Tara knows this. She tries to explain why to Sameer over the phone, while standing outside a crowded Hauz Khas bar at 11 p.m.


Mindlessly sucking on a cigarette, she shoots a dirty look at the people staring at her – even though, right now, she is quite the spectacle with her shrill voice, bleeding mascara and short skirt. She’s so drunk, she can’t help swaying as Sameer continues to plead, ‘So that’s why you’re gonna break up with me? Because I am a “nice guy”?’


She can imagine him using air quotes as he says it, because he always does, like it’s 2001 or something. He calls himself a ‘nice guy’, as if he’s doing her – or humanity in general – a favour.


Actually, that’s exactly what he thinks he is doing.


He’ll get this noble, pious, faraway, I’d-like-to-thank-my-mother-father-and-dog-for-this-award look in his eyes when he starts with his spiel. Then he’ll look at Tara like he’s Mother Teresa and she’s some orphan child he picked up off the streets of Calcutta.


Deep inside, Tara doubts Sameer the Software Engineer knows anything about compassion. If he did, he wouldn’t have spent half of their year-long relationship droning on about combustion engines or programming codes to her.


She takes another deep, desperate drag of her cigarette before babbling, ‘I mean . . . yes, of course, you’re nice. You’re great. I just don’t think we’re right for each other.’


Sameer lets out a strangled moan on the other end. After a long silence, as he presumably collects his thoughts, his tone gets uglier. ‘Look, I get it. I am not like those guys in your novels. I don’t wear leather jackets and ride bikes. That’s what you want, right? Apart from werewolves and vampires?’


‘That’s not fair!’ Tara argues, ‘I just want passion, mystery, excitement. We’re missing . . . that spark.’


Sameer sounds snarky now. ‘You mean, I don’t make your “triangle quiver”. For God’s sake, what we have is real, Tara. A mature relationship. I’ve given you love, kindness, understanding . . . I thought you wanted a good guy for a change?’


Sameer’s voice fades as a black box that Tara likes to keep suppressed deep inside the crevices of her mind rattles. Neatly folded and arranged inside it are parts of herself that she’d hurriedly sawed off, not too long ago. The beast she once loved snarls, But good guys are too boring for Tara Tandon, aren’t they? Yeah, she likes them dark and dirty. After all, what’s pleasure without a little bit of pain?


Tara takes a deep breath, banishing the voice to the back of her mind to focus on Sameer. ‘. . . and by the way, everyone’s right about your books on social media,’ he’s saying, going for the jugular. ‘They are tacky. And they’re setting women back by a hundred years. You’re right. We’re not the right fit. You don’t deserve “nice”!’


He hangs up.


Tara rearranges her frenzied fringe. Need to get rid of this stupid thing, she thinks.


She fiddles with it, looking in the barely reflective black glass door of the shady pub. Slanting across her face, the sweep of hair was meant to compensate for her unflattering left profile, but she loathes the way it reflects her mood. On happy days, the strands point euphorically everywhere. But right now, they are sad and droopy, like she’s feeling on the inside.


She has paired her short yellow skirt with a plain black sleeveless crop top, and tied her usually unruly, curly hair into a bun at the back of her head. She glares at her hazy, dishevelled, slutty reflection. But that’s been her style for the past few years, hasn’t it? The skimpier or shorter, more deep-cut or see-through, the better.


Tara dresses like she has something to prove.


The box rattles again, the beast whispering: But she’s still a part of you, isn’t she? Fat Tara. No matter how tightly you bind and gag her, or which dark corner of your mind you shove her into – she’ll always find her way back to the fore.


Like the curve bulging out from under the waistband of Tara’s skirt right now. Lemme out, Tara, lemme ooooout, the beast squeaks at a high pitch, before letting out a series of porcine grunts. She pulls up the fabric quickly and runs her hand down her sides once again to make sure it’s all smooth.


She despises her face just as much as her body, so she likes to smother her eyelids with dark liner and kajal, drawing attention away from her ridiculously round nose and somewhat chubby cheeks. Her lips – not too big, not too small – are always drenched in wet, nude-coloured lipstick. They’re the only part of her body she doesn’t entirely hate, so she leaves them alone for the most part. Her ears are another story though – big, pointy, elfish. Tara loathes them so much she’s pierced them at least ten times, as though punishing them by driving little heart- and snake-shaped studs into the cartilage; with silver and gold rings lining her lobes from top to bottom.


She heads inside and finally plonks herself down next to Ahana, grabbing her Long Island iced tea and inhaling it in one go.


Ahana motions to the server for another. ‘Are you sure you want to end it? He is—’


‘Don’t you dare say the word “nice”.’


‘I liked him,’ she shrugs.


Of course she does. Ahana is the sensible one. Miss I’ll-be-a-partner-at-my-firm-any-day-now, Miss I’m-getting-married-to-my-college-boyfriend. Tara eyes her best friend with a slight hint of resentment. Ahana’s slicked-back hair, her hands dainty and fingernails sharp with white French tips from a fresh manicure, her tailored cream just-out-of-office suit with matching Manolo Blahnik pumps, all scream ‘I have it so fucking together’. It’s amazing how she always smells expensive and fruity, how her sharp, angular face always looks fresh and dewy. She radiates inner peace – the kind you can’t emulate with makeup.


But there’s a slight furrow in her usually smooth forehead now, as she regards Tara with concern. ‘You’re okay, right?’


It’s Tara’s turn to shrug, as she gives Ahana a weak smile. ‘I mean, I’m sure Twitter will find someone new to hate soon. And the publishers are still on board, as long as I make my next book more “politically correct”.’ Tara almost gags at the last two words.


The truth is that her abrupt fall from grace has left her shaken. There was a time when she’d been hyped as ‘the next best thing’ in desi romance and celebrated for ‘fearlessly exploring women’s deepest desires’. Her books, labelled ‘risqué’ rather than ‘regressive’, had rapidly climbed up bestseller lists, garnering a devoted following.


But something seems to have changed post the Wild Nights with the Werewolf series.


From the very beginning, Waris the Werewolf had rubbed everyone the wrong way. They hated all the things Tara loved about him: the fact that he was cold, cruel and callous before Laila melted his icy exterior and tamed and transformed him. Yes, he was alpha and a bit overprotective and aggressive, but that’s to be expected from a werewolf, isn’t it?


So she had blamed the criticism on the over-sensitive and much-too-politically-correct climate online. But it got worse, much worse, with the fourth instalment – The Wolf’s Captive.


She wonders which was the straw that broke the camel’s back. Was it when Waris abducted Laila? Or when he held her captive in a cave for weeks? Perhaps it was when he coerced her to marry him (as per his werewolf clan’s long-standing tradition of forced weddings). Or was it the consummation of their wedding, that even Tara had to admit, was a tad too rough (even though Laila didn’t seem to mind)?


Tara also wonders what all of this says about her, especially when one considers the fact that this was the first and only time that she had been unflinchingly honest and uncensored about her own desires in a book?


A group of twenty-something women walks by, whispering to each other as they shoot glances at Tara. It sends her right over the edge.


‘Yes, it’s me. The girl who killed feminism!’ Tara shrieks. Doing her best Chucky impression, she flashes them a manic smile, punctuating her words with a series of jerky stabs with her fork in the air.


‘We just . . . we were just admiring your outfit,’ one of the girls squeaks before they hurry away from her.


Ahana shoots her a knowing look. ‘Forget the book, I’m worried about you.’


‘I’m fine,’ Tara rolls her eyes.


‘You’ve lost so much weight, you’re drinking way too much . . . the last time I saw you like this—’


Tara screws her eyes shut, as the box in her brain begins to shake, letting out hideous creaks and groans. Thankfully, Ahana knows better than to complete her sentence. She just lets the words hang in the air, allowing their meaning to marinate and settle deep inside Tara’s bones.


‘Like I said, I’m absolutely fine,’ she says, putting on her brightest, fakest smile. Luckily, Ahana’s fiancé Dheeraj saunters in at that exact moment, putting an end to the conversation.


Good ol’ floppy-haired, always-smiling Dheeraj, dressed in a black shirt with cream pants to colour-coordinate with Ahana. Together, he and Ahana make the most well-adjusted couple. Even Shaadi.com and Seema Aunty from Netflix India couldn’t have engineered a match this perfect on paper. They’re both the same kind of good-looking and the same kind of successful, with the same kind of dad and mom humour. They finish each other’s food and sentences, and call the other their best friend. Their combined confusion over Tara’s romantic choices or those of the characters in her books is no wonder.


But they never give up on her. Even now, Dheeraj starts a conversation about setting her up with one of their lawyer friends.


And so, she abandons them, tired of being treated like a ticking bomb or a perpetual work-in-progress, heading to the dance floor and letting the crowd swallow her. At some point, Ahana and Dheeraj join her, though they soon head back to the table. Tara, however, continues to drink and dance for hours, till her feet hurt. Till the house lights come on. Till they start blaring the Bruno Mars song they play when they want everyone to leave.


The crowded room – clogged to the point of being a fire hazard – spins. The party’s over, Tara can tell by how the stale air hits her. Its entrails are visible everywhere on the dance floor – cigarette butts and sticky beer stains; sweat-streaked faces bleeding makeup.


She’s so disgustingly drunk, she can barely stand straight. But she’s not ready to go home. The loneliness and hangover are sure to hit her ahead of schedule.


Finally, she spots Ahana and Dheeraj from the corner of her eye. They’re flashing their phones at her, mouthing, ‘It’s 3 fucking a.m.’ The music is still playing in her head.


I’m too hot (hot damn)


Call the police and the fireman


I’m too hot (hot damn)


Make a dragon wanna retire, man


I’m too hot (hot damn)


She yell-sings the words, trying to entice them back to the dance floor. Ahana throws up her hands in frustration, her eyes burning with a ‘fuck you, Tara’.


That’s when she spots him, making his way Moses-style through the crowd. Yelling the lyrics back at her.


She’s too drunk to remember his name. But she vaguely remembers what Ahana used to call him. STD? Something like that. Something to do with how he’s made his way across her entire friend circle and friends-of-friends circle like a venereal disease. ‘How about you hook me up with one of your hot friends?’ he asks her, every single time they meet.


‘Porcine’ was how someone had once described him. Something to do with the alignment of his nostrils, how his face was round and pink, how the neck ended before it began.


Still, he isn’t ugly. Not at all. He is sort of cute, even, in a Jimmy Fallon kind of way. Tonight, sort of cute will do. Besides, STD clearly knows how to party and roll perfect joints.


He’s never hit on Tara before – just her friends and friends-of-friends-of-friends – but right now he is grinding against her with a certain audacity. There’s a smile of relief on his face, pleased that she’s allowing this. Tara can tell he doesn’t want to go home alone either.


She’s glad they have that in common, besides their obvious love for ‘Uptown Funk’.


As he leads Tara out of the club, Ahana tries yanking her away from his grip. ‘Dude, what are you doing? You hate Herpes!’


Right. That’s what they call him – Herpes.


Tara waves her friend off with a slurry, incomprehensible, ‘Don’tworryabout meyo! Igotthis!’, before disappearing into his red, second-hand Alto.
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He’s good in the sheets – gotta give Herpes that.


Tara rolls over on his bed – which is really just a gadda on the floor, covered with a psychedelic mandala bedsheet – and takes in her surroundings. The walls of his house are white and bare, as though deliberately stripped of personality. It’s like he’s a millennial monk who only needs a lava lamp and a PS4 to survive.


Stoned, slightly hungover and basking in post-coital oxytocin, Tara entertains the possibility – just for a second – that there might be more to this, to him and her. Except she doesn’t stop there, of course. She lets her train of thought chug away from her, as usual; running off the tracks, steam billowing, passengers screaming . . . hurtling all the way to Crazy Town. Choo choo!


You were right here. I just never saw you.


The Harry to my Sally!


We have so much in common, like ‘Uptown Funk’ and . . . this terrible loneliness? Don’t we? Don’t we?!


Hear me out, Herpes! Maybe you could be my future husband.


Pathetic, needy and hungry.


It’s when Herpes starts talking that Tara slams back into herself, alarm bells ringing through her body, fluttery red flags replacing the butterflies in her stomach. ‘You lost a lotta weight recently, right?’


‘It’s been a couple of years, actually.’


‘Yeah, I could tell from the sex, you know?’


‘You could tell from the sex?’


‘Yeah, chubby girls are different in the sack. They’re, like . . . pleasers.’


‘What are the skinny girls like?’ The whole thing’s gross but part of Tara is curious.


‘Self-conscious. Low energy, you know, because they barely eat. They hold back. That’s why I prefer the chubby ones any day.’


Each time he says ‘chubby’, Tara winces. She wishes he would stop talking. With every word, she envisions the two-year-old boy from Honey, I Blew Up the Kid ruthlessly disassembling her train of he-could-be-the-one thoughts.


But he just rambles on. ‘I dated a model once, and like, it made me realize, Ahana – sorry, Tara – deep down, they’re just like the rest of us.’


I’m sorry, ‘us’?


‘Hot people just want to be seen, you know? All her life, this model felt objectified, and I think all she ever wanted was to be more than a body to men. She’d tell me, “I love how you just listen”. No one ever really listened to what she was saying. No one valued her brain.’


‘Right. So how did it end?’


‘I mean, she did talk a lot.’


‘Of course.’


‘So, how’s the new book coming along?’


‘Well, it’s on hold. I need to clear my head, I guess.’


‘The elusive muse and all, right? I mean, not that I get all that stuff about werewolves, no offence. I read bits and pieces of your last one. Pretty dark and weird. I had always pegged you for a feminist.’


‘Well, I am a feminist.’


He laughs at that.


Tara feels belatedly violated, as if he has given herpes to her soul.


‘You could be a good writer, you know? Like, there’s something in there. I saw flashes of it,’ he drones on like some literary critic.


Shut up. Shut up. Shut up.


Tara had forgotten just how much Herpes loved to play the ‘intellectual’, name-dropping Kerouac and Hemingway in conversations, randomly segueing into the symbolism in a Bergman film or the choreography in a Kurosawa one to show off his knowledge of world cinema. He saw himself as a real Renaissance man who could talk about quantum physics while strumming Nirvana tunes on his guitar. But Tara always suspected that it was a front, a shell personality he had built solely to persuade more women into his bed.


‘I dated this writer,’ he continues, ‘But she was, like, more on the literary side? Very Sylvia Plath meets Virginia Woolf. She had some demons. I see some similar demons in you. You just need to channel them, I guess.’
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Tara can’t sleep the next night. Her mind is stuck on Herpes’ words, turning them over and over. ‘I see some similar demons in you. You just need to channel them, I guess.’ His voice so casual when he said it. The box she had locked so tight, for so long, begins to rattle – its contents spilling into her dreams when she finally falls asleep.


The midnight-coloured beast from the cover of Wild Nights with the Werewolf is crouched before her, snarling and spitting, ears pinned to the sides of its head.


Slitted amber eyes boring into hers, it asks in a deep, gravelly and familiar voice, ‘What are you so afraid of, my love?’ Its voice turns even deeper, more seductive, as it adds, ‘You want this, you know you do.’


In a heartbeat, it closes the distance between them, taking her arm in a possessive, vice-like grip.


Her fearful whimpers barely mask her desire, as one of its sharp yellow claws digs into her arm, drawing first blood.
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‘You’re an hour late,’ says her agent Vikram, as Tara walks into the bistro in Saket’s Select Citywalk Mall.


The place is fashioned after a train station. A psychedelic weighing machine on her right triggers flashbacks of traumatic train rides. The servers are dressed as coolies, while the booths look like bogies with fake windows opening to watercolour fields.


‘Sorry. I’ve just been struggling with sleep lately. Been having the most vivid nightmares,’ she mumbles, sliding into the booth across from him. ‘Wow, I hate this place,’ she switches the topic instantly to rid her brain of the beast’s image. ‘Why can’t restaurants just be restaurants?’


‘You do look like a . . . trainwreck,’ Vik quips, peering at her from over his menu with a self-congratulatory grin. When his pun falls flat, his eyes scan her untamed curls, baggy, rumpled T-shirt and jeans. Her face is uncharacteristically bare of any makeup too.


‘I can’t tell if this is a new style statement or a cry for help,’ he continues, still grinning, though his own T-shirt and jeans mirror hers. Except his white tee doesn’t have ketchup stains on it, and his jeans are ripped in a way that’s more deliberate and stylish. His salt-and-pepper hair is sculpted impeccably into a gelled tower of pouf. His Yeezy sneakers alone are worth the advance on her last book.


‘Well, at least it isn’t screaming “mid-life crisis” like yours,’ she says with a saccharine smile, before turning her attention to the menu, suddenly feeling ravenous.


‘New fragrance, too. I smell hints of despair and, wow, weed,’ he tsks-tsks, with a shake of his head. ‘Professionalism isn’t really your strong suit, Tara.’


She ignores him, motioning to the server to call him over. ‘Chocolate milkshake, burger, large fries.’


‘Just a cold coffee. Thank you,’ Vik says, already messing with her brain. Great, now he’ll delicately sip on his coffee while she dives into full-throttle, eat-my-feelings mode.


He reminds her of the bitchy girls in school – the queen bees, the bullies, the fat-shamers. But even they weren’t as skilled at mind games as Vik.


Determined not to let him get to her, she keeps the forced smile plastered on her face as she tells the server, ‘I’ll also have a sundae at the end.’


Might as well give him a good show.


That’s why he’s here anyway – to make her feel like shit with his version of a pep talk. He does this each time her writer’s block goes on for too long. She’d hate him for it if it didn’t somehow work.


‘At least you’re miserable, which is good,’ he begins. ‘You write like crap when you’re happy.’


‘Yup. I know.’ Tara shrugs.


‘You are writing, aren’t you?’ he probes. He is staring at her in that way job interviewers do, impregnating their pauses, waiting for the candidate to flinch, using their ‘ahems’ as bait. But Tara doesn’t break a sweat, matching his stare as she says, ‘Yes. I’ve written Chapter 1.’


It’s a white lie. So far, she’s only written the words ‘Chapter 1’ in a Word doc.


Her burger arrives – a delicious porky abomination, with several layers of meat interspaced with sauce. She contemplates how to eat it gracefully, before giving up and shoving it in her mouth. Ketchup, mayo and mustard drip down her chin, mixing with the older ketchup stains on her shirt.


‘I have never seen someone eat a burger in such an unhinged manner,’ Vik comments, looking away in disgust.


‘Sorry, it’s a coping mechanism,’ Tara says through a mouthful. ‘It’s how I emotionally regulate myself, and deal with all the . . . trolling.’


‘Right. Also, please stop dating shitty men.’


‘Which shitty men?’


He turns his gaze towards the fake window on the wall, addressing the watercolour fields because he still can’t look at the crime scene unfolding on her plate. ‘I saw him on your stories. Not worth your time. You’re better than these loser fuckboys.’


‘Thanks,’ she mumbles.


‘Besides, when you date shitty men, you write shitty men,’ he says, circling back to business.


Tara rolls her eyes and shoves some fries into her mouth. He’s right, of course. For all of Vik’s bitchiness, she is grateful for their symbiotic, albeit slightly sadomasochistic, relationship. It’s dysfunctional, sure, but effective. He champions her, tears her down, then builds her back up only to rip her apart again . . . but it works.


‘So, what’s Chapter 1 about anyway?’ He motions to the server to get Tara a box of tissues.


‘It’s a work in progress,’ she says. ‘It’s hard to focus, with everyone writing my career obituary on social media.’


‘At least Rhino still wants you – as long as you take the toxicity down a notch.’


‘You mean make Waris a chocolate boy? He’s a werewolf, Vik. I can’t do that to him.’


He looks exasperated. ‘Come on, Tara. All these guys want is heaving, happy bosoms. You can write that stuff in your sleep.’


She sets down the burger and wipes her mouth with her shirt, just to see him flinch again. ‘You know I don’t like it when you make a joke out of what I do. Throbbing manhoods and quivering triangles apart, these books mean something to women. They really helped me through my teens. They’re an escape and, some might say, the last bastion of female fantasy!’


‘Oh, come on. You write smut, Tara!’ Vik balks at her incredulously. ‘Since when do you take yourself so seriously? If anything, I am the only one protecting this so-called bastion of female fantasy. A little appreciation wouldn’t hurt!’


‘Sanitizing my books, making them what the publishers want . . . it feels wrong, like a disservice to my readers. And if I can’t write another Wild Nights with the Werewolf, where does that leave me—’


‘Lucky for you, you have a month to figure it out!’ he says, cutting her impassioned speech short. ‘Anyway, I’d love to stay and watch you dislocate your jaw trying to finish that burger. But I have errands to run.’


He steps out, leaving Tara to watch the slithering, frenetic shoal of happy, shiny, glossy people with somewhere to go absorb his happy, shiny, glossy self.
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Tara gets home and makes herself a large pot of coffee. With a deep breath, she opens the Word doc on her Mac, and pops a piece of nicotine gum into her mouth. She chews rabidly, ignoring the chaos in her rented Vasant Kunj apartment a la ‘A Hovel of One’s Own’.


Plants lifelessly droop in their unwatered pots, which double up as dustbins. She sits on her unmade bed, using a pillow and a balled-up blanket as an impromptu desk. A pile of her unsold books is stacked against one of the ugly mustard-coloured walls, while the other has a pin-up board that’s plastered with covers of Victorian bodice rippers – a shrine to all the dysfunctional romances that have shaped her writing. Each features a variation of the same archetype: the Bewitching Rake, the Wandering Wolf, the Philandering Count, the Reckless Viscount – shirtless and clutching catatonic semi-clad women on the brink of orgasm.


Tara can’t seem to conjure up any words today. She silently stares at her laptop until the screen goes dark, shuddering at her own reflection – spotty, dark-circled, hair like a bird’s nest – staring back at her.


She can’t help but recall Ahana’s worried words from last night, and her own disturbing dream of the beast taunting her. It chuckles in her head now, Just give up, Tara. You’re not just a talentless hack, but an emotionally damaged one at that.


Shaking off the negativity, Tara finishes her coffee and reawakens her laptop.


‘Chapter 1’. The desolate words mock her from the screen. Tara glares back at them till they blur into foggy squiggles. Minutes later, hypnotized by her own lack of productivity, she finds herself on Twitter, masochistically curious to see what the trolls are saying today.


She’s been tagged over hundred times in a bizarre article titled ‘Russian Tourist’s Tragic Death Gets Plot Twist With Werewolf Killer Theory’.


She clicks on it to find a cheerful photograph of the twenty-three-year-old blond woman named Oksana Petrova, who was visiting Goa for a yoga teacher training course, next to the beach where her body was discovered. The article adds that she was found washed up on the shore with her throat ripped out. The Goa police initially thought a wild animal had attacked her because of the bite marks on her body. However, at least five eyewitnesses had sworn to have seen a strange ‘wolf-like’ creature on the beach the same night, walking on two legs – just like a man.


This wasn’t the first such incident; three months prior, the body of an Israeli woman, Sofiya Galil, who also came down to Goa to learn yoga, was found underneath a cliff on the same beach, impaled on a rock, carrying similar wounds to the other victim.
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asshole who makes Kabir Singh look like a saint. Even worse,
his narcissism, misogyny and deep-rooted anger issues are
painted as ‘sexy’ in the latest book. And while Waris is just as
devoid of personality as Laila, at least he has one thing she
doesn't ...
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| can’t believe women still read and write such trash.
Smh. It's the same plot every time, with the same dumb
heroines and their unrealistic fantasies. Forget calling it
literature, how is this stuff any different from
pornography? @Taral
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Narcissistic, controlling, borderline-abusive hero -
check. Virginal, trembling heroines with no outward
agency or self-esteem — check. @Taral has abused the
already much-abused bodice-ripper, much like the
heroes in her novels love abusing their heroines.
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The Problem with Tara Tandon Novels: A Thread

(TRIGGER WARNING - Sexual abuse)
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So far, | haven’t commented on @Taral’s latest werewolf
debacle -The Wolf's Captive (I mean, girl, really? How are we
still doing Twilight in 20227), because | have better things to
concern myself with than her terrible writing and toxic cishet
nonsense.
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But DAMN, the straights really don’t seem to be okay. Watching
her

half-assed apology on Instagram has really made my blood boil
... | mean isn’t this woman like 30 years old or something?
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First vampires now werewolves. Is this seriously what
girls want???? No wonder i can't get a girlfriend.
Females like @TaraT are the reason nice guys finish last
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... agency.

Because honestly, despite the endless red flags. why does Laila
refuse to dump her abuser? Is it because of Waris’ gaslighting,
or the lack of self-worth gifted to her by the author? She
doesn’t seem to have an arc beyond *fixing’ this

emotionally stunted man-child (or wolf-cub?)
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+ don’t even get me started on the sex, which would be funny if
it weren’t so triggering. Apart from the overuse of Victorian
euphemisms (Her wet triangle? His manly protrusion? It’s like
sex and an alien invasion rolled into one!), the most appalling
thing is that Waris and Laila only seem to get turned on by ONE
thing — lack of consent. To them, humiliation, berating and
stalking is the ultimate foreplay. Who hurt them? And in turn,
who hurt their creator?
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I'm not saying that such books need to be banned, or that it's
even POSSIBLE to ban them. But it just boils down to —is the
cheap titillation these books offer worth the devastating blow
they deliver on women’s self-esteem? Is selling abuse as
romance really justifiable under the guise of ‘oh, it's just a
fantasy’?
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