This Love Existed
This love existed.
Not as an accident.
Not as a moment of weakness.
Not as something waiting to become something else.
It existed fully, in its own shape, without permission and without apology.
She does not write this to explain how it began, or why it stayed. Some loves arrive already complete. They do not ask to be justified — they ask only to be lived, felt, and held with honesty. This was one of them.
There are people who believe love must always announce itself with clarity — a beginning, a promise, a future neatly laid out. But this love did not move in straight lines. It lived in pauses, in voices, in the spaces between presence and absence. It lived in knowing rather than certainty.
She felt it before she understood it.
It settled into her quietly, the way something inevitable does. There was no single moment she could point to and say, this is when it happened. There was only the awareness that something had entered her life and had no intention of leaving — not even when circumstances insisted otherwise.
This was not a love that asked for ownership.
It did not demand claims or declarations.
It asked only to be felt in its entirety.
And she did.
She felt it in the way her body softened at the sound of his voice. In the way time rearranged itself around moments of connection. In the way distance did not dilute what closeness could not contain. Love, she learned, was not always about proximity — sometimes it was about depth.
There were no illusions here. She knew what this love was and what it was not. She did not confuse intensity for entitlement, nor devotion for possession. Yet knowing did not lessen feeling. Awareness did not erase longing. Understanding did not quiet desire.
This love did not make her smaller.
It made her more aware of how deeply she could feel.
There were moments of joy so pure they felt unreal — laughter carried through late hours, tenderness exchanged in silence, the kind of intimacy that does not need witnesses to be valid. And there were moments of ache — not because the love lacked truth, but because truth does not always come with permission to stay.
Still, it remained.
She did not hold onto this love out of hope for a different ending. She held it because it was real. Because denying it would have meant denying herself. Because some experiences, once lived, cannot be undone — only understood.
This is not a story about crossing lines or breaking rules.
It is a story about what happens when two people meet in a way that alters them, even when the world offers no place for that alteration to exist openly.
She is not asking the reader to approve.
She is not asking to be forgiven.
She is simply stating a truth:
This love existed.
And it mattered.







She waits the whole day to speak to him 
Even if it is for a while,
It makes her heart full of joy,
But the time he disappears
Her happiness fades away.











She slips into the bed into the duvet he is sleeping peacefully, She comes from behind his back puts her arms over his chest, she freckles his hair and watches him sleeping peacefully like an angel 😇 🎶 ✨️ there's moonlight outside the window and the lightening is falling on his face, she kisses his forehead, she kisses his cheeks and smiles and blushes thinking how lucky she has been to find him and to have him with her ❤️
Now she comes to his front and snuggles into his chest, and he hugs her tightly takes her in his arms and he kisses her forehead still with his eyes closed... good night meri Jaan ❤️









The urge to hug him, the craving of touching his soft cheeks, the urge to sit in his lap and cuddle him tightly, get into mushy mushy mood and kiss him everywhere. She often runs through these feelings in her mind and heart, and she battles with them every now and then.







He tries his best to give all he can, to give all his time he has in his hands, he loves her to bits but she still complaints to him, she still bothers him and pesters him every now and then, he laughingly takes it all thinking that how much this girl loves me that she can’t be without me. He teases her telling her of course you don’t have anyone else that’s why you keep on clinging onto me. She makes her eyes wide and fumes while he laughs wholeheartedly and takes all the fun.










She gets possessive about him when he tells her he is going out with friends or with people of his work. She fears girls being around him and stealing him away from her. With such a charming personality that he has everyone gets behind him. Girls linger around him, get attracted to him and as she is at distance, she gets insecure thinking that other girls could have her man.










Even during the times, he is meant to save his energy he makes sure to speak to her, even when he is fasting, he makes sure he loves her, even in the hardest times he tries and pampers her to the best he can. It becomes difficult for him to go through the day, but he makes sure to feed her well. He takes care of her no matter what the situation is.








































Just listening to his voice, calms her down,
Even in moments of anger,
His few words of love melt her heart,
Fill her up with joy as he teases her sweetly
Bring a laughter on her face
And fills her up with happiness all over.











He teases her on the name of other girls,
He keeps telling her you are not worth it enough
He fakes texting and calling other girls,
He jokes about going out with other girls
Just to see if she reacts, if she becomes possessive
He loves when she gets annoyed,
When she wants to keep him away from everyone
And call him hers.









She gets jealous when he tells her about other girls
When he checks out someone else, 
and tells her how beautiful the other girl is
He does that purposely just to fume her
As much as possible
So, she gets wild
He loves her more when she turns red
When she becomes obsessive and possessive about him,
She didn’t want to share him with anyone
And he didn’t want to be shared at all.



























She cries, complaints and lets all her guards down
In front of him she is in the most naked form,
She is a baby; he knows her better than even she knows herself.
He knows how to calm her down,
He knows how to pamper her
How to take care of her...
He just knows how to be there for her,
Which is all she needs.






















They fight and argue over silly things, they dig into each other’s mistakes, they would say things to each other, be rude and impolite but as the day ends, they try and solve out the unresolved. Before the bedtime, things need to be dusted so they can sleep peacefully in each other’s arms and wake up to a completely new morning. 
She hates to end the conversation on a bad note, and he hates to sleep without tucking himself in bed with her. The sweetness of that love was something you couldn’t imagine and something which could make you feel as if you were living a fantasy but that’s how cheesy and romantic, they both were.
Looking at them, one could have diabetes.
























If love ever had a name, it was yours, if love ever had a song, it was the rhythm of my heartbeats when I saw you, if love ever had a poetry, it was the one I wrote for you, if love ever had a movie, it was of you and me, if love was ever taken as an example, we were the ones to make the history of it ❤️























I know I have done wrong to you, but I ask for forgiveness every now and then
I know you didn’t deserve this, but I am sorry it just happened without thinking at all...
I had no intentions to hurt you, I had no intentions to ruin you, it just happened... but you know I do love you...

























He shouts at her, he fights with her, he punishes her.
He acts as if he doesn’t care, he puts his ego above his love
He makes her cry, beg and come to him at any cost
This was his way of loving her.






































He imagines how he would make love to her; he wants to have her in every form, in every way.
He wants to see her in a satin, silky black nighty lying on their bed already to please him in all the ways. He is awestruck just by how fabulous she is looking.
He comes closer to her, gets his fingers into her hair, ruffles them a bit, she gets goosebumps just by slight touch of his hands. He runs his fingers through her neck and gives her a soft kiss proclaiming to her that he wants her, right there and then.
It was all about romancing throughout the night under those sheets which just marked love and pleasure all around.
































Even in the smallest house of 4 walls they made a love nest of their own. It didn’t matter how it looked because they were capable enough to make the best out of the worst. They didn’t need much at the end of the day, just each other’s arms to sleep peacefully with love blossoming within them.









































You know what love was? What you did to me, and I did to you.
You know what care was? How you did to me, and I did to you.
You know what sacrifice was? What you did for me, and I did for you.
You know what completeness was? How you made me feel and I did to you.








































He loves her smell, her body fragrance. He is crazy about the curves of her body. He wants her to look at her best, from head to toe. He wants to dress her up, he wants to choose her clothes, her shoes, her jewellery, her make up, her hairstyle. He just loves her to bits.










She was his strength, and he was hers, they pulled each other up every time one of them fell, every time one of them felt low the other one would cheer up and lift. That’s exactly how it should be working right? Hand in hand, holding each other together no matter what.









The night was approaching, and she was riding her bike towards his house, to pick him up and go out. He got on the bike, took the charge and she happily sat behind him tucking her arms around his waist. The cool breeze flickering her hair and softening his face, it was the most romantic thing of the evening they used to do. 
They would drive on roads and find places where people were not around so they could love each other in those hidden places which would be adventures they would remember later.









She knew she had done wrong to him; she knew he didn’t deserve the hurt and pain she had given to him, but it happened and so many times she had regretted for her actions. While she wished to cure his bruises, every time it just felt impossible to heal him. She loved him more than ever before, she knew that no one would ever do what he does for her, no one has the courage to stand by her side as he has. But she could just not explain to him, no matter how many times she would express it to him he would just not believe it anymore in the same way and it wasn’t even his fault, it was she who had dig the hole for herself...



They speak about those times when they were together under a roof and within the same 4 walls. The times when they together got wet under the rain and then made love passionately back at home. 










Every now and then they think of how life would have been if they could be officially together, how life would have been if he had not been married and had had the chance to marry her, how their routine would have been, what she would do, how she would be, how he would be, how he would love her, every now and then these thoughts came to his mind and he would speak it out with her and they would enter a world of imagination wherein life just seemed to be perfect, full of love, full of romance and intimate moments filled with passion and seduction. 
Then there comes the reality to hit them hard and take them out of that imaginary world...




He loves her like his own baby. He gets concerned about her, he knows she needs someone around her, she loses her enthusiasm very soon, she starts leaving things in some time. He is worried of how she is going to move countries, how she is going to live by herself, he was there with her back then even if everyone thought she was all by herself, he was there in the background playing the main lead role in her life. 
She was scared and tensed too on how she was going to do everything, but she didn’t tell him so, because it would just increase his stress more, and that’s not something she really wanted to do.



He is the perfect partner, the perfect lover one can get, even with all his imperfections he can still be considered as one of the perfect ones.
He knows how to wrap her around love and care, he knows how to trouble her, itch her and then pamper her in the sweetest way. He knows the kind of love she needs, and the best part is that she knows the kind of love he needs. They both played a magnetic effect to each other. 











































If you ever fall in love with someone, love her like he does, unconditionally, without any boundaries and trying to give her the best he can within the restrictions and barriers he is surrounded with.
Thousands of times she tells him that he can leave and move on, and find someone who can be present for him, who can be around him physically to pour in love and care for him but he still doesn’t go, he keeps on getting hooked to her, he keeps telling her that I’m not going anywhere I am happiest with you and I’m going to be here only.
She gets moody most of the times, with her ups and downs, with her highs and lows but he still sticks around. I mean who does that? Single people nowadays are not even ready to stand by your side and this married man does every possible thing to tackle her and love her and be with her.
Have you ever seen someone loving like this or have you ever loved someone like this? 







If only he could understand that when she is speaking about something in a serious manner, she wants him to follow that conversation and not to joke around at that time about other things, because that just irritates her.
If only he could know that it affects her when he skips the conversation and does not pay attention to her, it would just make things easier.
She wanted to be heard and not jumped; she wanted him to pay attention on what she was saying and not just buzz off. He just took things too lightly or was just busy in himself to even notice how much it bothered her.
The whole irritation and anger would just break her down in tears and then she would just be sitting and crying there while he would just easily be busy in his work and family.



She still loved him but now everything around him just bothered her. The fact that she couldn’t have him all and that he had a family whom he could never leave and be with her affected her now more than anytime. 
Because probably now she has understood that it was hard for someone to be in a relationship in which two people were partially together, and now these two since quite some years were seven seas apart with rare chances of being closer to each other in physical presence.
He was extremely busy with his things while she just wanted things to break now because she was done to be available when he had time, and whenever he could give time to her. The fact that she couldn’t call him any time she wanted, the fact that he couldn’t spend much of his time with her, be it over the phone or text was just killing her. Be it at his workplace or at his home he always had things to do, and she was done, she just wanted someone to be with her completely, she was tired of this half relationship. Although, she knew that no one could really give her that 100% and what he had given her was more than what even a single person would give. But she just couldn’t take it anymore, it was breaking her into pieces, and she was getting rude with him day by day. Her thoughts towards his family were becoming very negative which she was getting to know and realising and instead of putting those vibes out she just wanted to be away. His family could have him while she couldn’t, his family could be with him, spend time with him while she couldn’t, and she was just tired of it. She felt that she was never there, and it was all about them always. Since beginning he had told her clearly that he could not leave his family, then why did she even go ahead with this? Why did she even fall there where there was nothing that she could get or nothing that could be permanent or forever? She was questioning all of this now to herself...
But deep within she knew that she had gotten a lot from him, the way he had loved her no one could ever do, the way he was mad about her, took care of her no one could ever do, but she didn’t want that partial life anymore, she wanted the whole of it, she wanted the completeness and she wasn’t willing to continue compromising...


















I want to hug you tightly and kiss you hard until I feel forgiven for the way I have spoken to you, I want to smooch you harsh and press my lips tightly to yours so you breathe from me and I breathe from you, I want to tuck every inch of your body into mine and not let a single distance come in between...
No matter what you will always be my forever passionate unrequited love...


They both are nothing but fire together, even if they want to separate, they can’t, because they ignite each other and they lit each other through flames and that burns them in the fire of love and passion. The more they try to distance the more they get closer to each other. She makes sure to keep him by her side anyhow and he melts down just after listening to her voice in few seconds, he keeps declining her calls while she keeps calling back and forth until he picks up. Be it in meeting or whatsoever, she bothers him everywhere, she dominates even then because he lets her, and he happily does that. There is nothing more that he loves than seeing her rule over him and caging him. Just like that every time she makes him drool over her again and again.






I want to get into the bed with your body naked next to me, I want to get in the duvet and touch my naked body to yours and wake you up in the middle of the night with soft kisses, while you sleep peacefully, I go around your face giving you soft pecks all over the place, while with one hand I'm touching the most delicate part of your body and moving my hand from bottom to top and from top to bottom, reactivating that sleeping member of yours. I kiss the corner of your lips, and then the lower lip first, then the upper lip, then I smooch you while you slowly wake up. You smooch me back, our tongues swap with each other, you grab my face and I twirl and get on top of you. My most precious tunnel is just on top of your delicate part, and I let both be tucked to each other while I swing back and forth having all the possible fun. I am leaking and that liquid is now all over you, you twist my nipples, grab my breasts tightly in your hands, press them hard, slap them and I just take the marshmallow within and ride the horse now, a bit fast a bit slow, and reverse, you grab my hairs tightly from behind and I just want to be ripped apart.
You get me down to the bed and jump on me like a tiger and get into me in a jiff and then the actual game starts, you bang me all over, I moan with the pleasure my body is feeling leaving me completely senseless. You ejaculate, get completely done and come and sleep next to me. That tiger has worked hard, come close baby it's time we sleep, resting my head on your chest just like that unwashed and with the fragrance of that pleasure we fall into deep sleep. Good night my love ❤️


Be it during the fasting days of Ramadan or during the most stressful times, be it during the happy times in life or the lowest phases they both faced, he stuck around with her no matter what. Even after differences in their thought process, in their mind-set, in their way of seeing life they still communicated, even if they debated, had discussions or fought with each other nothing could really keep them apart. They came back to each other just like a magnet pulls one pole to the other. 



Hold me closer, I wanna hug you tight, miss you by my side.
If there was just one instance in which I didn’t long to have you next to me, I swear you could take my breath away. So many places I would go with you, so many things I would do along with you and so many wishes still on the list that would only be fun with you. 










































Till the date she waits to speak to him, till the date she craves for his time, till the date she wants him to praise her the most, till the date she keeps on waiting for him and his attention while he is busy in his own world.
Years have passed, ages have gone by, but she remains on the waiting edge as if something was gonna change... She knew nothing was and he had also never given her those hopes, sometimes things just seemed to be drifting apart while sometimes they seemed to be coming close to each other once again in the magnet effect.




































The desire of roaming around the world with you, 
the wish of holding hands and walking down 
the unknown streets with you, 
the feeling of kissing you there 
where no one saw us in the dark, 
I want to live those moments with you.









































Let me wake up next to you,
While you sleep peacefully, I want to watch you
Without making a single noise 
I want to get up and cook for you,
I want to feed you in bed with love
And love you then once again 
Just as last night, which was magical, right?


































You have the charisma that makes people fall for you, I want that attention to be mine and not others, you have the art to attract people towards you, I want to attract you towards me, you want to make me jealous? I’ll make you mine.
Don’t worry honey, I won’t let you go.










































Everything kept on happening with her the way he had thought and tried to explain her, but she didn’t understand then, not until she herself experienced things and realised how she had complicated her own life and turned it upside down.
He was her guide; he was there standing with her even then when she was doing things wrong and making mistakes. He tried to save her, but stubborn she who wanted to take an adventure and experience things her way just kept on going and digging hole for herself. He still stood by her, he still held her hand, he still walked down the same road with her, it hurt him more when he saw her in trouble, it was paining him to see her crying day in and out, but he did not give up on her. That was his love.





































If only they would have ever had the chance to get married, they would have never had babies. Because they just couldn’t share their love for each other with any other being. They both just wanted to be glued to each other all the time. She was a baby around him while he was a baby to her many a times. From bathing each other, to feeding each other, to just clinging onto each other they were just so much into each other, there was no space for someone else to come in there.



I don’t want to let you work, just sit next to me and chat, I want to listen to your voice all day long, I promise I won’t get bored. Take me in your arms and let’s just speak of love and love each other the whole day and whole evening. 
While you sip on your tea and I crunch on the biscuit, while we sit in the garden surrounded by our cats meanwhile 90’s music plays in the background.
That’s the perfect evening for me spent by your side, is there anything else I would ask for?











































Years pass by but we still look behind and become nostalgic of the moments lived together, of the hidden romance we had once upon a time, of the adventures we have lived which no one will ever know about. The wildness of our love, the history of our story and the mystery of our personas, they will live in these pages filled with our eternal love.








































Feeding you with my own hands, making you sleep in my lap while I let my fingers play in the bush of your hair, dripping oil on your naked body and massaging you all over, then getting cozy in the winter night with you under the same duvet was the most peaceful sleep I could ever get.



































He is wanted by so many and so many want him, but I still draw him closer to me, so he doesn’t go anywhere. After all he has a full package in me why does he even need anyone else. No matter the distance, no matter the time I hook around for whatever he wants, for whatever he needs, and whenever so there is nothing that he is without but just the physical absence with which we both live.













































You know the ways I could tell you, I love you? 
By looking into your eyes and making you fall deep in mine, in which you will see your face
By sitting on your lap and kissing you all over your neck, not letting you focus while you try to work
By biting your juicy lips and sucking them fully until I make them swollen
By romancing with you in a cold night under the satin bedsheets and waking up to a beautiful morning in which I watch you asleep.





































The minute I look at his eyes, he looks me back, our eyes meet, we stare for a while, and he gives me a look which tells me that he wants me right away. He starts running his fingers up from my ears to down my neck, slowly giving me pecks all over with his soft lips, which arouse me even more. I start getting my body closer to his, but he doesn’t let me touch him, he wants to play around the game of making me high and having the pleasure. I love this naughty mood of his, that’s exactly the ecstasy of love when the fire is added, and two bodies are burning in it. But even I’m smart wouldn’t let him get away with this, I know how to dominate him and make him my slave. 



I love him in every form, in every way, everywhere and every time. 
He is my fantasy, my comfort, my utmost desire and my most beautiful dream come to reality. 


I can just sit on him the whole day and do nothing, I can just grab him all the time and not get bored of it, I can just keep looking at him and keep talking to him and I tell you this is my moooosstt favourite thing to do in whole life ️












































He feels he doesn’t have a personality, he is not handsome, doesn’t have an attractive body but what he has is the charm to woo girls, he knows how to build a safe and secure environment for females to feel alright around him, he knows how to make them laugh, how to ease them out, he knows how to make people speak in front of him and divulge all their secrets, he perfectly knows how to treat people and how to make them fall for him. He is a cheeky smart ass, who knows all the tactics to reach people’s heart but he also knows how to keep them away. 
He would just burn her out by saying all this, he would make her feel extremely jealous by telling her that see I have ten girls around me or 20 girls who like me, who love me, who are dying to be with me and have my time, he would just do this to see her burn, to see her be even more possessive about him.
He just loves to listen nasty words from her mouth, he loves to boil her up, so that she dominates him in every possible manner.
































She knows she would go to any extent to love him, to keep him. She had the art to get hold of him from anywhere around the world, she knew how to control him, she knew how to attract him towards her, she knew how to boss around and how to make him love her more and more every day.






































They had zillions of imaginations in their mind, they had thousands of thoughts on how they would love each other when they meet, they had uncountable fantasies to fulfil, all they were doing was right now waiting for the time to pass, for the clock to tick and for them to personally meet each other and love endlessly.










































She was ethereal, girl next door beauty, while he was the charming guy, she was bold in her actions while he was someone who would make you slip in his talks, she would walk with her heart on her sleeve while he would play with fire and make you burn in his love, he would go above and beyond to make her feel wholesome while she would give up anything and everything to be around him.







































He spent hours with her over the phone, there was no morning call missed, there was no evening call missed, she would call him in the office and he would still pick it up no matter where he was, who he was with and if he couldn’t pick up then he would make sure to call her back as soon as possible, because he knew if he didn’t then he is surely going to have to listen to her tantrums.
He knew her every inch and every bit and she just blushed about him knowing it. 






































How can distance also look so effortless? How can years of relationship continue to make two people be so crazily, madly in love with each other? 
Well, it was all about the efforts two people put in each other, about the constant communication between two people, about the time dedicated to each other. It’s not that things never went wrong, they did, they went wrong more than once, there was gap, there was miscommunication, there was misunderstanding as well, many a times the trust wavered, many a times it seemed that things were ending, that the two people who were so intact with each other were falling apart... but, but that could never happen, they always had each other’s back, they always picked and held each other closely, after any fight or argument, within hours they would be back into each other’s arms, even if they said they would never speak to each other, or block or delete each other from their phone within less than 24 hours they were crying and hugging in each other’s arms virtually as if nothing ever happened between them... They would call each other from anywhere, they would video call and see each other face to face no matter where they are, who they are with, they would escape any situation and just run to each other, to be with each other, to console each other and to once again love each other immensely... Before the day ended, they had this policy of making things alright, and they would go to bed with love, in love and making love with each other. They never gave up on each other no matter how hard it became, they always stood by each other like a pillar even if one was doing wrong or going on the wrong track and the other one kept warning about the consequences, doesn’t matter they faced it all together. Be it early morning calls or late-night chats, be it around family or between friends, they chose each other every time.
That’s exactly how the distance also seemed to be close enough to keep them together, that’s exactly how this relationship seemed to be so effortless because it had two people putting all their efforts and kept choosing each other back and forth.



















She still remembers his first kiss on her forehead, it was the most beautiful way of him showing his care for her, and for letting his feelings out to her, which she didn’t understand then because of how naïve she was but that instance meant a lot to her for the affection he had given to her which she didn’t get from anyone.









































Talk to me under the stars I will listen to your endless stories,
Take my hand into yours, and walk with me around the beach while the breeze ruffles my hair and you fall in love with me all over again,
Let's go to hidden places and be wild enough to leave marks of our love in those undiscovered corners,
Make love to me in those satin sheets, I want to have you all over me.






































Day and night I would moan in your name, 
with the pleasure of having your naked body over mine,
Sunrise or sunset I just want you to be by my side,
Waking up to your kisses and dozing off to your cuddles
What else would I ask, if not your love?



He teaches me how saying I love you all the time is not what matters, even though we both keep on saying to each other but it is more about the constant being there for each other no matter how many barriers come up and no matter how many limitations we have to go through but still stick to one another.







I wish I could glue to him like a magnet and stick to him all the time anyhow I can’t keep my hands off him when I have him close. I’m like this fevistick which doesn’t get off your hands no matter how many times you wash it, that’s how I am when I have him around, not wanting to leave him even for a second. 







Years may have passed, months may have passed since they saw each other in person, since they touched or felt each other but still that first touch after so long felt like the first time, gave goose bumps to both. Invisible flames were burning, he was trying to have a look at her and get close to her, touch her but she was controlling him, while it was becoming really tough for him to resist. He wanted to kiss her lips, smooch her, he had been longing for this moment for ages, he hadn’t touch her for years now it was this moment that he had been dreaming and imagining in the last few weeks and now she was right there in front of him all decked up like a doll, only and only for him. And she took all the advantage of the moment and made him even more irresistible by keeping him at distance by not letting him come closer, pushed him on the bed and made him check her out from head to toe, to praise her, to be attracted to her. He got up and pushed her towards the wall, held her hands got his hand on her thighs and hips and ufff he could feel the trembling in his veins and he just went on smooching her, kissing her everywhere, from her face to the neck to going lower all over her body, they were just burning in that passionate love throughout the night. Sometimes she was over him while sometimes he was over her but they were still longing each other all the while and couldn’t keep their hands off each other.



























I’m nervous to walk by myself in his hospital, I’m wanting someone to accompany me to his office so that I don’t notice people watching me, if they do... I see him walk on my left on one lane while I’m walking on the other, I see him looking at me, staring at me and surely scanning me through his eyes from top to bottom and I know by his expressions that he is awestruck... I see a slight smile on his face he is acting as if using his phone but his mind is surely running wild, while I’m just blushing and trying to smile a little less so it is not that noticeable how happy I am to see him, my heart giggles from within and wants to smooch him there and there but I can’t hold myself, I see people coming from infront and he says Namaste and he takes my heart away there and there... i can’t stop smiling throughout, and he just starts telling me how hot I am looking whereas I have not even done much and in fact I’m fully covered still he can’t stop praising me and I continue blushing. The moment we enter his cabin it reminds me of the times back then when we both worked at the very same place, that cabin i  which he introduced me and I was just full of nervousness even today as if he was going to interview me now. Just there at that cabin I was where he would take interviews everyday, where many a times we would video call, from where he would send me his photos, from where he would speak to me every now and then, I was sitting right there in front of him... my mind was running wild now, I wanted to have him, I wanted to kiss him, I wanted to just crawl into his skin and tear him apart. There were so many thoughts running through, he was just so soft, I couldn’t stop smiling and blushing while looking at him, wanted to kiss his cheeks, then his soft marshmallow lips, rub myself on him and just bite him everywhere... we both wanted to sneak out into a room so that we can have each other, we can love each other, the fire was burning between the both, the passion was aggravating but they were still controlling... she wanted to go to some opd and smooch him hard, that’s all she could think of. She was looking at every corner of his office to live where he works from every day and from where he spends most of his time with her, when he gets time of course. While he tries to concentrate on his market and plays around with the phone so he doesn’t get that high by looking at her or gets more fascinated by her beauty and she just tells him off for being over the phone while she is in front, you know how her tantrums are in front of him, she wants all his attention. 
He is having chocolate, asks her also if she would have it, she wants it straight from his mouth, he takes a piece licks it in his mouth and gives it to her, she takes the piece and has it fully, isn’t that sexy? He wants to kiss her, she bends down to put her laces and he asks her to bend down again, she doesn’t do it, he tells her to bend down again this time in a more authoritative manner, she tells him to say it sweetly, with love, he does that this time and she bends, he asks her to bend more, she does, she bends until he sees through and gets his piece of peace... he wants to have those breasts of her, which are heavy and juicy as per him, he looks in the corridor, checks the beside cabin where his staff is seated and comes back and kisses her on the lips, she gets scared by this act of his, she doesn’t want anyone to see him or get in any kind of trouble so she pushes him away, he says no one will see us I checked, there’s no one around. Once again he checks, he is high, he comes again to her and kisses her, this time a little deeper and she lets it be soft and passionate. The urge of touching each other, the want, the craving of having each other is what keeps them like magnet, attracted to each other. They both start imagining things behind those closed doors, they have wild feelings for each other and the sparks and flames are so visible to them that it probably might be difficult for the rest also not to know. 
He accompanies her to the exit, while doing so, people on the way see him with her and they keep looking who he is roaming with, he introduces her to his staff and he calls back her mam. She imagines in her mind being his wife and coming to his workplace like this, how that feeling would have been the way she was just feeling right now. He makes sure she has her transport to the station. Once he settles her in he leaves and in a minute or two he calls her up, he is missing her already. The departure is always difficult, time flies when they are together they don’t even realise where it goes by.




































I hate the nights sometimes because they take you away from me, I wish I could have all my nights next to you so I didn't have to lose your sight for a single second also ❤️




























My guide in sex, my guide in bed, my guide in cuddles, my guide in love, my guide in knowing myself more, my guide in how to make love to myself, my guide in how to be erotic for you, my guide in loving you unconditionally, my guide in various paths of life, my guide in dominating you, my guide through wild fantasies that run through my mind, my guide of living in an imaginary world, my guide of showing me dreams who wonder if they ever will come true 😂 but oh my guide! I fall in love with you all over and above, every day and night, head over heels 💗 hope you keep guiding me like this thoroughly, eternally, throughout life till infinity and more❤️


























While going through those same streets where they once met, where they once lived, where she bought her first utensils for their house, passing by the stores from where sometimes she got ice cream and sometimes chips for him, it all felt like nostalgia. As if it was just yesterday when she lived there in his arms and grew up in his lap surrounded by the garden of love, he had created for her. Going in the same building, climbing the stairs and finding each and everything just as she had left several years back, the same cracks, the same faded paint of the walls and the same words written on the walls. From remembering how he used to climb the stairs in a rush so that no one sees him, how he used to be on call with her so that she can open the door as soon as he reaches the apartment floor so he can quickly sneak in the house. 
When she reached the floor on which they had their apartment, she saw the door of the apartment slightly opened and a voice within her had this rush of excitement to open the door and see if the set-up of the house was still the same as they had it. She wanted to see if she could still How they used to love each other in the minimum they had back then, without any complaints. 





I get irritated with him, I shout at him, I get annoyed, I cry when I have to leave him, I crave for him every second and every minute becomes less to spend with him, I become wild with him, I want to have him all the time, I want to be close to him, cuddle him, squeeze him, entangle him, I lose myself when I am with him, I become this kid who he pampers a lot and has spoilt it completely, but above all I love him, I love him very dearly and I want to be all over him humesha and forever ️ more than anything I wish I could stop the time when I meet him and just be with him throughout. He handles me in my worse, he takes my tantrums too nowadays and doesn’t get irked by it, he takes my insults too, the more he lets me get on him, the more I sit on his lap and be wild, he has heard the worst out of my mouth and he still smiles and laughs over it, the more he teases me the more I get hyped. 
With tears in my eyes as I depart, I wish I could just run back to him and snatch him again away from everyone...
I love you Jaan and I am missing you terribly...




Seeing him sleep in peace, in complete calmness without any stress wandering over his mind, without any pressure over his shoulders but just a deep, profound sleep filling him up and giving him some soothing is the perfect view to my eyes. I ruffle his hair with my finger tips as he sleeps profoundly, I give him a peck on his cheeks which are fluffy and soft just like a baby’s. How love can be silent yet expressive, so deep yet so soothing you realise it in moments like these when you silently observe your partner while they are completely unaware about it. I just love seeing him without him knowing it, it is just like crushing all over him again and again.




I love the dedication he has towards His Almighty, I love how he bows down to Him, how he prays to Him, how no matter how tired he is but still he does his prayers on time, he makes sure not to miss a single one. He won’t care how people see him, he won’t think of anything but only of The Almighty when he has to follow Him. That I guess is the purest form of love, and purest way for one to follow his culture, his traditions, his religion and living a life in his own way dedicating every possible minute to the one who gave us this opportunity of being, of existing. 




Every departure gets tough to go through, it gets difficult to depart from his arms and be okay in the solace again, every departure comes with its own emptiness and turmoil of emotions but at the same time after every departure there is a hope for a next time, there is a next time to look forward to, there is a hope that we will meet again, there is a next time to plan for, there is a next meeting to think of and at least that gives a little sigh of relief that we are seeing each other and being able to feel and touch each other even if it is on an on and off basis. At least I still get to live some nights in his arms, cuddle him over and snuggle with him, and at least he also gets filled up with some love from my side which he craves to have all along.









If love had a name, I would say yours
If love had a voice, I would say yours
If love had a face, I would say yours
If love had a heart, I would say yours
I love you meri jaan ❤️




I express my feelings to him, I complaint about what I don’t like or how I am feeling unheard and ignored but it doesn’t seem to bother him, it doesn’t seem to matter him at all. He doesn’t have time to listen to me, or read me and even if he does, he takes it as if it was a joke something that is bothering me a lot. I don’t know what has happened to him but since the last time we have met, he has been acting differently, he was very quiet also, hardly had any conversation with me and even after I left, he hardly spoke to me. Maybe I am pushing more than I should, or over-reacting on things but what can I do if I feel he is behaving weirdly.




























In an impossible love story, there are still two hearts which extremely crave for each other, there are still two hearts which want to be with each other no matter what, there are still two souls which want to remain entangled with one another... in an impossible love story there are two people who forget the world when they are together, there are still two human beings who rule each other just by love and make sure that love wins in every way! In a world that has stopped believing in love, there’s you and me who only need love and each other to have a happily ever after ️



































No matter what happens, how much time has passed I still crave for you badly and madly, just like a girl craves something sweet or spicy before her periods, I crave your love and affection just like donuts and chocolates, I crave your passion and wildness just like having garlic bread and cheesy pizza with ketchup on it or maybe mayonnaise. 



































Take me in your arms, and I will show you how can I love you. Let me have you in my lap to make you understand what peace is. Let me feel your lips with my lips so they can know how to bloom, let my body touch yours so I can show you how to dance on the tunes of passion, let me touch you in ways no one has so you feel my magic which does wonders ✨























He loves me way too much, more than I could ask for, more than I could probably imagine. Even when I’m broken and shattered, he is still there by my side, even when there is a huge void within me, he is there to fill me up, even though it is difficult for me to speak to him about it, he is still patiently just holding my hand, even when everything was over once, when I left him, he keeps that aside and still stands by my side, he denies leaving me alone in this trash which I myself built it up... There is just one unfortunate thing that he cannot be mine and we can never be one...





























What if I blink my eyes and I find you right in front of me, what if I can be in your arms all day, what if you touch my face with your fingers and I melt, what if you could tuck me in bed and sleep by my side, what if I could kiss you and be lost, what if I can spend the whole life with you by my side just like this and let the world be forgotten completely. Just this what if gave me the goosebumps, making my body feel everything I just imagined.


































You know what is my win in all of this, that I still have you, I still have you by my side, trying to be there all the time. I have you loving me madly, wanting me madly and that’s what matters, in fact, that is all that matters. 🩷









































You know that sudden urge of wanting to hug him tightly, smooch him hard and press him against the wall and love him with all of me was something very often. Only we knew the fire we had within us and how we wanted to burn each other in it. There were so many fantasies we want to fulfil, so many wishes and desires we have on our list, which one day we hope to live it and make them real. Imagine living in the mountains, in a wooden hut, it is raining outside, there’s fire lit in the chimney, while we can hear the drops of the rain making their own music the moment they drop on the wooden floor, we have our own rhythm going on between us. Covered in a white duvet, two bodies being one. Or while I cook in the kitchen, he comes from behind puts his arms around my waist, starts kissing me on the neck trying to turn me on, I’m trying to make a dough and I sprinkle the flour on him to play around and distract him, instead he laughs and pulls me closer to him and kisses me in the most passionate way. Or just sitting on the couch, cuddling him and watching a movie with the lights turned off, making it the perfect night. Or just walking down the streets at night, hand in hand, going up to our favourite spot and spending time gazing the stars and the moon. 































Any moment and every moment is just special with him, around him. There’s no one else required when we are together and that’s the most beautiful thing about our relationship. It is peace, completeness, lovely, special but most of all its true to its heart. And that’s exactly what makes us fall in for each other more and more.











This is not just a story, but two bodies, two souls interconnected with each other in such a way that their bond is not just a physical, chemical reaction but more about a connection which goes beyond the celestial sphere. One would crave the kind of connection they share, the understanding they have on an emotional level, the kind of support they give to each other. Always there for each other, holding onto each other in every way and their world echoes that love back to each other, even if it is limited in a certain way due to the reality they both have of their individual lives.
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