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trigger warnings
This issue covers some sensitive topics

and may be triggering for some

readers. Each article will be marked

with a specific TW and we advise

readers to seek support if needed.

 

Dear readers,

I’m very excited to introduce to you the 10th issue of

Our Words, exploring The Body. It is a theme that

needs no introduction. Our bodies have been taught

to us; what they can wear, how they should look, who

is entitled to them. They are a web of all these

internalised concepts, which this issue, we hope, will

begin the process of unravelling.

The complexity of the body runs throughout this issue,

taking shape in a variety of literary forms. We have an

article that considers the gendered bodies of ancient

Greek goddesses, a book review of Stephanie

Yeboah’s Fattily Ever After, two poems that explore

the idea of the body and brokenness, and three short

stories that each, in their own ways, explore the idea

of agency over one’s own body – as well as the fifth

chapter of the Novella ‘Her Story’.

Wishing you a thought-provoking read,

Allegra Campbell Boreham

Editor 

https://www.instagram.com/shardstudios/
https://www.ourstreetsnow.org/support


TW sexual and mental abuse.

A BODY
BROKEN IN

PARTS

POETRY

Written by AAYUSHI SHANDILYA
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Illustration by KAROLINA JONC BUCZEK

My body was a holy Church
Until he stepped in. 

The moment he touched me
My body shredded into a hundred smaller pieces. 

With his first move 
Something in me broke so loud!

It overtook the chaos 
Of his fast breath and moans. 

He felt like the demons 
in the corner of my mind, 

Who wanted to move all along my body
And were finally set free. 

He didn't leave a single inch of my body
undiscovered. 

Every ounce of my blood 
wanted to gush out of my filthy skin. 

My eyes noticed every bruise on my skin,
But it was my heart that felt them. 

Besides the hymen, 
That day, 

He broke a heart
And a million little dreams in those eyes. 

At last,
I was left with the ripped clothes 

And a body that's whole but broken in parts. 
 
 
 

https://www.instagram.com/jajonc/


Ancient Greece is known for its fascinating mythology, which
influenced modern philosophical beliefs, concepts, and ideas. In
most cases, the Greeks’ mythological legends were used to
describe natural occurrences and phenomena, such as the
weather and constellations. Famous scripts, including the Iliad and
the Odyssey, have helped paint a picture of well-known heroines
that defeated beasts or were goddesses of realms and used their
female power to overcome enemies.

Some examples of these famous goddesses include Athena,
goddess of war and daughter of Zeus. She’s often worshipped for
being wise, fearless and is depicted covered in armour to denote
her undeniable strength. Artemis, also a daughter of Zeus, was the
goddess of nature. She is revered for her assertiveness and strong
will and is frequently depicted with a bow and arrow, defending
the forests and wild game from hunters. 

However, these depictions of Greek goddesses, whether written in
old tales or sculpted into marble figures across Athens, are far
from the reality ancient Greece’s women were subjected to. What
is rarely portrayed is women's roles as commodities to their male
counterparts and how their value and worth were associated with
their physical appearance. Ancient Greece was a patriarchal
society, with men creating its laws and norms for the benefit of
men. Women had few rights under the law and couldn't own
property or even have complete control over their bodies.(1)

O U R  W O R D S  

Have Greek myths
influenced modern
women’s views of
themselves?

Written by BRITTANY HERNÁNDEZ

ARTICLE
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From an early age, girls were tied to male relatives and were
forced to abide by the rules of their respective guardians, usually
their fathers, uncles, brothers, or husbands. When girls reached
their early teen years, they were married off, and their control
transferred from one male relative to another. Marriages were
rarely willing, happy occasions and generally treated as formal
transactions of traded goods between men. After marriage,
young women were expected to begin reproducing as soon as
possible, whether they wanted to or not. If a woman had a boy,
the boys were more celebrated than any newborn girl.

These disturbing beliefs of entitlement and control pushed a
deep divide between the genders. Patriarchal practises were not
only perpetuated by popular discourse but also by notable
philosophers, including Aristotle. His influential writings and
teachings emphasised that women had predetermined positions
in society based on their gender alone, and he encouraged men
to ensure that women maintained submissive roles in the
household. So, if women had such few rights in ancient Greece,
what influenced the portrayal of the brave female goddesses,
and what impact do these stories have on how women perceive
themselves today?

According to Elizabeth Lesser’s book, Cassandra Speaks, men
create the narrative of what women should be like. 

Illustration by  SOPHIE KATHLEEN 

TW oppression

Women inWomen in
Ancient GreeceAncient Greece

Myths Vs RealitiesMyths Vs Realities

>>

https://www.britannica.com/topic/Greek-mythology
https://www.oxfordreference.com/view/10.1093/oi/authority.20110803095957574
https://www.oxfordreference.com/view/10.1093/oi/authority.20110803100246253
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Athena-Greek-mythology
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Artemis-Greek-goddess
https://www.historyextra.com/period/ancient-greece/women-lives-work-ancient-greece/
https://journals.openedition.org/cliowgh/339#ftn43
https://thatmuse.com/2020/06/12/life-for-women-in-ancient-greece/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4330651?seq=6#metadata_info_tab_contents
https://www.etsy.com/uk/shop/SophieKathleenShop
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Another similar story is that of Pygmalion and Galatea. In this
story, Pygmalion is the king of Cyprus and begins sculpting a
statue of a woman. He creates the statue with all the features
he desires most in a woman and attempts to make her more
beautiful than real Greek women. He acknowledges that his
creation is more chaste, pure, and delicate than any real woman
and names the figure Galatea, meaning ‘milk-white,’ a nod to
the preference of fair skin. He eventually becomes obsessed with
and adores the sculpture endlessly and persuades Aphrodite to
turn Galatea into a living woman, which she subsequently does.
(4)

When revisiting these kinds of Greek myths, it’s clear that men
had a significant role in their construction, based on their own
portrayals about women. But it isn’t a coincidence that these
stories have carried on into modern-day storytelling or that
they’ve had an impact on how women may unwillingly view
themselves. >>

        Men’s superiority in ancient societies such as Greece has
allowed them to be the storytellers of mythological fables with
female protagonists, especially ones that aren’t reflective of real
women in society. Many of the stories can also be used to “fulfil
a male fantasy of conquering and controlling the female,” when
they create female characters that have unrealistic or
unrelatable features.

Since men have had this unequal power over women for
centuries, it’s enabled them to set standards that ultimately
dictate women’s worth and are based on what women can offer
men instead of their capacity as individuals. The view of women
in ancient Greece was not only based on gender-binary but also
heteronormative norms.(2) Women's valorisation due to their
beauty, virginity, devotion, and servitude towards men reflects a
society that fosters women's objectification and sexualisation for
the male gaze's benefit. 

Many of the standards men set revolved around women’s physical
appearance and how they were expected to behave. Women
who followed these guidelines bore higher value than those who
didn’t. Light, fair skin was preferred over darker skin tones, as
seen in the Greek goddesses’ physical descriptions.(3) Women of
colour were omitted entirely and weren’t depicted in the Greek
myths. Women with more symmetrical features were also highly
desired, and virgins were highly coveted, which only added to
men’s standard of ‘perfection’ at the time. 

One of the myths that further emphasises these beauty standards
is the Judgement of Paris. In the Judgement of Paris, Eris, the
goddess of discord, arrives angry at a wedding bearing a Golden
Apple. Eris promised the apple to whoever was “the fairest,”
which resulted in three goddesses, Aphrodite, Hera, and Athena,
competing against each other as the most beautiful. And to
judge who was the most beautiful, Paris, a mortal male,
encouraged the women to take their clothes off so he could
better assess their beauty and worth.

>> meet our writer 
Brittany is a Salvadoran-
American, based in the U.K. She
has a background in migration
and women’s studies. She focuses
her research on the intersection
of migrant women’s sexual and
reproductive rights in Latin
America.

inspiring reading
TITLE Cassandra Speaks: When
Women Are the Storytellers, the
Human Story Changes
AUTHOR Elizabeth Lesser
PUBLISHER Harper Collins 
YEAR 2020
LANGUAGE English
GENRE Storytelling, Memoir, and
Cultural Observations
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       According to Lesser’s chapter titled The Spell of Galatea,
women in ancient Greece have also played a role in keeping
these beauty standards relevant. They helped to orally pass
down these myths about the famous Greek heroines, beauty
standards, and measures of worth, which have kept them in
circulation, and women today indirectly use those standards
to measure how their appearances compare. While these
myths had positively impacted modern literature, poetry, and
art, the ancient Greeks’ ideologies surrounding women’s roles
and beauty standards haven’t had the same long-term
benefits as portrayed in the myths. In fact, many modern
women across the West have become so “preoccupied [with]
an arbitrary notion of beauty” that they push their bodies
beyond healthy limits to achieve a standard of beauty set by
men and to fulfil men’s desires.(5)

Although beauty standards from the ancient Greeks have
managed to alter with time, the pressure for women to
present themselves in a certain way remains present. An
example of this is how tan skin is now seen as more desirable,
a drastic shift from the ancient Greeks’ preferences for pale
skin. And because tan skin is more desirable, more women are
risking damaging their skin in an attempt to reach that
unattainable standard. 

These negative images are further perpetuated in modern
pop culture, including television shows, movies, and social
media, where influencers, models, and celebrities showcase
trending (and sometimes dangerous) beauty standards.
Accordingly, when women cannot manage to achieve the
ideal social beauty standards, they become dissatisfied with
themselves and their bodies and begin to question their
worth. 

So, how are modern women meant to overcome these
outdated, misogynist standards for women, passed on
through timeless stories of heroic Greek goddesses? The
answer is to stop letting these stories provide limitations on
what women should be like, and instead start writing and
sharing stories of what women are really like. According to
Lesser, “[women] must learn to love themselves first and let
self-care arise naturally.”(6)
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>> However, as she notes, society has it all backwards, and has
taught women to spend too much time attempting to meet
outside standards before accepting themselves. Nevertheless,
once women collectively challenge the imposed social structures
towards their bodies and foster self-love and acceptance, they
will be able to feel empowered.

It’s vital to give all women a voice to control the narrative and
write their own stories. It enables them to set their own beauty
standards instead of being influenced by those that men created.
By sharing tales of famous Greek heroines, without understanding
the stories’ origins or giving them context, women who were once
oppressed by the ancient standards of perfection may
continuously feel pressured to meet those standards or be
omitted from the modern dialogue entirely.

The stories told must share the experiences of all women, so
they’re closer to fact rather than fiction.(7) This includes the
stories from women of colour, marginalised women, women of all
body shapes and sizes, women with disabilities, unmarried
women, and women in the LGBTQI+ community. The stories should
be as diverse as the women who tell them and highlight the real-
life strengths and bravery they show in everyday settings.(8)

(1) Lesser, Elizabeth. (2020). Cassandra
Speaks: When Women Are the Storytellers,
the Human Story Changes. Harper Collins. p.
30
(2) Ibid, p. 55
(3) Ibid, p. 69
(4) Ibid, p. 65
(5) Ibid, p. 66
(6) Ibid, p. 68
(7) Ibid, p. 99-102
(8) Ibid, p. 198-199
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They said it was the warmest day of the

year, but the AC in her office was so

cold that one wouldn’t even notice they

were battling through São Paulo’s

temperamental November weather at

that very moment. Bia would have

brought a coat, but she couldn’t afford

to give her new colleagues a glimpse of

her awkwardness. She was no longer an

intern, filing employee forms like a

machine. With her new job came a list of

perks, including a presumptuous email

signature that said ‘Senior HR Manager’,

but also the requirement that she endure

the freezing AC without complaints. She

had worked hard to get there, studying

an extra year to get into college and

working a side job to pay the tuition.

Now that she sat in her chair, yes, she

was a little bit cold, but pride ran

through her veins as if she had just won

the World Cup.

TW alcohol consumption, public
sexual harassment (PSH), body image

SHORT STORY

DO YOU WANT
A PIECE OF ME?
DO YOU WANT
A PIECE OF ME?

Written by CELINA BELOTTIOn the warmest
day of the year,
three friends
wonder: what’s left
of us when society
starts picking us
apart?
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Illustration by ADRIANA PREDOI
Soundtrack to the story

Britney Spears
Piece of me
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Whenever she heard those stories, Bia felt thankful to her best

friend Mari for convincing her to invest in her old Fiat Uno. The

idea of being stuck in a precarious bus filled to the brim in the

Brazilian heat for almost two hours each morning seemed like an

urban hell.

"Sorry for being late, ma'am, the public school teachers are on

strike... I had to drop Lucas at my mum’s house." Vera said

nervously before Bia could go through with the words she didn’t

want to say.

"Vera, you recently shifted from our maintenance team into a

role in our sales team. When the company gave you this

opportunity, they did so in alignment with our principles to invest

in your future, but our leadership thinks that maybe you are not

ready for this yet.” Bia’s voice sounded robotic as she went

through the speech Legal had prepared for her. “Maybe you

don't have time in your life for this. Your logs show that you have

been late most days in the past two months."

"No, please give me another chance. I can’t go back. I just have

to sort my boy’s daycare!"

"Vera, calm down! Roberto and I feel like you are not adapting

well to this new department”, Bia replied, although she didn’t

actually think that.

Bia's job was to do what the data told her to, and the system

said that Vera wasn’t performing to the company's standards.

Still, Bia gloomily observed as the other woman crumbled to

pieces in front of her eyes and wondered: what if the data could

see what I see now?

O U R  W O R D S

REVIEW

         Roberto wanted to see her in his office ASAP, so she threw

back her morning coffee, tucked her laptop under her arm and

walked straight past the legions of sales partners yelling

frantically on their headsets, coaxing customers into insurance

services.

"Beatriz, the lady of the hour! We have to talk about our People

Analytics Report", Roberto said with a grin, addressing her by

her full name in cringe excitement.

Not an hour later, two women sat in a small room with no

windows. Between the thick tension and the flickering white

light bulb, one would think that someone was being

interrogated.

An uncomfortable silence lingered as the other woman stared

back into Bia’s eyes. Deep down, she and Vera might have a lot

in common, but at that moment, all Bia could think about were

the little things that set them apart. Vera’s skin wasn’t much

darker than hers, but Bia was the one holding the stack of

papers that would seal her fate. Yes, Bia worked hard, but in a

country like Brazil, where racial inequalities creep silently in

every corner of society, the same little voice that insisted on

whispering to her that she was an impostor, kept creaking back

and telling her that she was also a traitor.

They had spoken a couple of times in the coffee corner. Vera

had a kid, a 4-year-old boy. Her file said that she lived in the

outskirts of São Paulo’s east side - one of the city's dodgiest and

most isolated boroughs - and a quick look on Google Maps told

Bia that it took three buses for Vera to reach the office. 
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inspiring reading
TITLE Paul Takes the Form of a Mortal
Girl
AUTHOR Andrea Lawlor
PUBLISHER Picador
YEAR 2018
LANGUAGE English
GENRE LGBTQ+ Fiction



        It was almost mid-day when Mari woke up, although her

class had started at ten. It was a November morning and she

was sweating in her polka-dot pyjamas. Mari was sure she

would have felt more refreshed sleeping inside Mount Etna's

melting lava.

She stumbled across the room to her wardrobe and stared at

the plethora of trousers on display. Her skin itched

uncomfortably at the mere thought of being stuck in a public

university lab without ventilation, analysing soil samples while

sweating against the rough fabric of her skinny jeans.

Mari gazed tentatively at the bottom drawer, the one she

hadn’t opened in months. She didn’t often wear shorts,

finding that the rigid rush and bitter anonymity of São Paulo's

big city life demanded a more solid and grown-up look from

her.

She wasn’t ready to melt like a popsicle and decided to make

an exception for what was undoubtedly the warmest day of

the year. Sliding into the khaki shorts, Mari glimpsed shyly at

her own reflection in the mirror: she hadn’t lost all of her

lockdown weight just yet, so they hung a bit too tightly

against her thighs. Generally speaking, she didn’t like wearing

things that clung to her skin, but at that moment, Mari did

what she always does in those situations: breathing in and

out she try to put herself in the shoes of her best friend Rose,

the most confident woman she knew and her inspiration for

moments in which she felt unsure of herself. Rose would never

have hesitated in heading out wearing those shorts, so Mari

wouldn’t either. With her chin up, she still picked up a pair of

trousers and tucked them in her backpack on her way out,

just in case she changed her mind later.

Walking across a bridge over the foetid Pinheiros river, Mari

tried to ignore the smell of the gutter merged with diesel.

Next to her, cars were lined like a procession, with drivers

nervously honking at each other. Everything would have been

fine if, instead of allowing her curious eyes to wander, she

had continued rushing forwards past the bridge and through

the pedestrian gate to the campus. But she didn’t. She

allowed herself to look left, and that’s when their eyes locked.

The white, middle-aged stranger with skin glistening with

sweat, seemed terribly bored sitting in his fancy car until his

wild and wanton eyes pierced her with an intensity that made

her want to fold around her stomach into a protective ball. 

“E aí, princesa? Imagina você na minha cama? O que eu não

fazia com essas cochonas.”

O U R  W O R D S

REVIEW
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>> He hadn’t used any particularly vulgar words, Mari thought. The

man had called her a ‘princess’, much like her father used to, which

seemed kind enough. ‘Imagine you in my bed!’, he uttered. It was a

harsher image but still relatively tame as far as his choice of words

could go. ‘What wouldn’t I do with those large thighs?’, was his last

sentence, and that was what broke her. That was the question that

made her hate every inch of her body. She felt worthless and pliant

in the shorts she decided were way too tight after all.

Rose looked in the mirror only to realise that she looked hot. Not

just in the literal sense, it was the warmest day of the year after all.

Rather, she had been on top of her game recently, and the classy

but sexy way her black button-down shirt hugged her breasts only

made her feel more powerful. 

Stepping into the pair of heels that completed her uniform, Rose

headed out of the locker room, ready to rock the second half of her

shift feeling that post-lunch energetic vibes.

“Hello, sir. Welcome! Let me show you our new convertibles.” She

said, smiling cheekily at her next customer, already putting on her

best charm.

“Do you want to try out our pure leather seats?”, Rose asked an

older lady while running her fingers through her long black hair.

It took her one hour to straighten her frizzy hair each day, but it

was all part of her brand. Rose knew that it was the price to pay if

she wanted to secure her position as the best salesperson in

Premier Autos before a younger girl came along to take it from her.

“In this new model, the navigator is equipped with a private

entertainment panel on each seat”, she explained to a man with

two children hanging by his side like little ducklings. It was already

3 pm, and she was looking forward to her break.

Rose shook her heels off and allowed her feet to stretch against

the cold floor in the tiny employee break room. She didn't dislike

her job. While it wasn’t exactly what Rose had planned on doing by

age 26 - that would have been the modelling career that she

dropped when her dad fell ill, and she had to move back to São

Paulo - she felt confident and at home in what she did.

A paralysing pain pierced her spine a few minutes into her break. It

hit her right below the ribcage and, as it spread across her back

like venom and she couldn't move. It was excruciating, but she was

familiar with herniated disc shenanigans so, making tiny yet

controlled movements, she straightened up her back. >>



        She was meeting her girls for drinks later that day and

hoped she wouldn’t have to rely on painkillers. However, truth

be told, that was the smaller of her problems. She breathed

in and out, longing for the pain to subside so that she could

put her heels back on and go back to work, knowing fully well

that without heels, she wouldn’t be allowed back on the sales

floor.

The three women were relaxing in a bar, somewhere in the

hipster streets of São Paulo that was vibing with a sort of

collective Friday night hysteria. They sat in plastic chairs,

listening to Samba and enjoying ice-cold beers.

There was something about the way everyone seemed to fall

so easily into the weekend that Bia couldn’t understand. All

she could think about was Vera’s face as her words had

crushed her plans right before her eyes. Pockets of humans

were laughing all around them, everyone seemed to be

ecstatic, but Bia remained quiet. She had known these girls

since forever. Friends from life, they said. Still, she sat with a

knot in her stomach and couldn’t think of anything to say.

At first, she considered opening up: "I'm a sell-out. I fire

people who look like me because they don't meet the

standards of my white boss." But she wasn't even sure if that

was how she felt, so she remained quiet, listening to Rose go

on and on about a story.

In turn, although to the outside she was being chatty and

bubbly, Rose's body felt exhausted. Still, she made an effort

to be with her girls, trying her best to be sociable by telling

them about a coworker who smoked weed during a shift. She

longed to be in a fancy bar, hanging out with celebrities and

living her best life, but there she was, sitting with two of her

oldest friends in a cheap bar, drinking beer and trying to fill

the awkward silences in their conversations. It annoyed her

that Bia and Mari seemed like they both had much better

places to be. Rose knew that Bia was probably thinking about

work, but she couldn’t begin to understand what was going

on in Mari’s head. It was the warmest day of the year, yet

Mari was wearing trousers and long sleeves, ready to go on a

skiing trip.

Mari herself felt like she was melting. She felt like a

chocolate bar inside a sauna on the surface of Mars. Her skin

was burning and her back was soaked. Around her, a group

of girls in tight shorts and high heels walked past the bar

front and a hoard of excited boys whistled at them in return.

How did those girls manage? Didn't they feel like crawling in

a hole?

O U R  W O R D S
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>> Mari loved her friends, but she really just wanted to go home, hide

under the bedsheets and rid her body of those damn jeans that

clung to her like a human-sized band-aid. She had been lost in

thought, trying to craft an excuse to leave when thunder caught

them all by surprise, immediately followed by the first drops of rain.

The rain is the best and the worst part of São Paulo. Thick and

intense, almost like nature’s reminder that even in the sea of

skyscrapers, roads, and technology, it was still in control. It was

both beautiful and dazzling in an overpowering way. Mari had

always enjoyed the rain, but right at that moment, as everyone

standing outside the bar started flocking back in like farm animals,

she longed for space.

Bia watched as Mari got up from her chair without saying a word. It

was like her friend had been taken by a demon, walking over to the

edge of the bar and extending her hand out to touch the drops of

rain, as if flirting with the water.

Rose could have guessed what was coming as soon as Mari took

the first step out of the bar. What really caught her by surprise was

the feeling of annoyance that she recognized in herself. When had

she turned into someone who could no longer find joy in dancing in

the rain? Rose refused to be that person and within seconds, she

had kicked off her heels and ran barefoot to join Mari on the

pavement. She felt the lightest she had all day.

They were like kids again. For a second, Bia forgot about the

expectations that came with her new job and about the feeling

that she was losing control over her own convictions. It was all

about the rain falling against her shoulders and the three of them

spinning uncontrollably and bursting into laughter as if no one was

watching them. For a short while, it was as if the rain was putting

their bodies back together.

meet our writer 
Originally from Brazil, Celina currently

lives in London with her cat, Trufa. She

spends her days working in digital

marketing, is addicted to queer fiction

and can be found volunteering at

FoodCycle Finsbury Park on the weekends

or working on her book from her East

London flat.



THERE 
IS
NOTHING
TO FIX

I have been taught to hate 

My body

Every weight gain every scar

Every element less than

Perfection

Criticised in magazines

Joked about on social media

If we don’t look like Barbies

We are not someone 

To admire

I want to set the world 

Ablaze 

So that all the products

Meant to fix us 

Are too burnt to exist

I want to shout with

Complete confidence the

Thing I never thought I would

I love my body 

There is nothing to 

Fix

POETRY

Written by ELLA DUNTHORNE

Illustration by SHEN PERI OSMAN

TW body image, fatphobia
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THE HIJACKING OF
#BODYPOSITIVITY
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TW racism, fatphobia, misogyny, mental health,
self-harm

REVIEW

Written by PHOEBE CAREY
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Our writer reviews Fattily
Ever After, and looks at the
role of white womxn in
silencing marginalised voices
in the body positivity
movement.

12

REVIEW

Stephanie Yeboah is a blogger, Instagram queen and fat-
acceptance advocate. In her debut title, Fattily Ever After: a
Black Fat Girl's Guide to Living Life Unapologetically, Yeboah
explores the Black feminist theory and the body positivity
movement in relation to her lived experiences.

The body positivity movement stemmed from the fat
acceptance movement of the 1960s in the US and was
revived by Black and people of colour (POC) bloggers and
activists in the early 2000s. The movement allowed people to
celebrate and discuss diversity online. In her book, Yeboah
examines how the movement has become a mainstream
trend and even a commodity, which has placed a priority on
the experiences of small white womxn whilst silencing the
voices of those who face most discrimination. Yeboah
debates that everyone is entitled to feel confident in their
own body, but the use of #bodypositivity by womxn with
socially accepted bodies overshadows the meaning of the
movement while also failing to acknowledge a hierarchy of
privilege in terms of body types. Yeboah argues that ‘body
positivity is not about boosting the confidence of people
with conventionally attractive and acceptable figures’ but
rather "a social movement aimed at removing prejudices that
value some bodies more than others". Fattily Ever After
provides both a celebration and a vital education on the
body positivity movement. >>



Being a smaller white womxn myself has really opened my eyes to
my own privileges in terms of body size and how people can
contribute to the system of oppression surrounding it. 

The main thing I’ve taken away from this book is how I can be a
better ally. Yeboah suggests that even the smallest actions, both
online and offline, have the ability to challenge the whitewashing
of ‘#bodypositivity’. For example, with a greater understanding of
the roots of the body positivity movement, I no longer engage in
content by individuals who, according to Yeboah, are hijacking
this movement. Instead, the book has inspired me to connect with
and celebrate more Black and plus-sized influencers online – and
my Instagram feed is all the better for it. Some amazing
individuals who celebrate the body positivity movement and body
confidence online include Miah Carter, Jessamyn Stanely, Clara
Holmes and Grace F Victory. 

Yeboah argues that by carefully choosing who you follow on
social media, ‘this stops us from seeing life from a singular lens,
and to see the beauty in all types of bodies, especially those that
challenge traditional standards of beauty’. However, this is just
one small step amongst many that we can make as individuals.
We need to call out discriminatory behaviour and educate
ourselves on this system of oppression and reflect on how we are
contributing towards it. Fattily Ever After can be seen as a
platform to instigate important conversations which will lead to
meaningful actions. 

I finished this book with lots to think about and reflect upon. While
the majority of womxn will no doubt face body image challenges,
it has made me think about this topic in a completely different
way. It has emphasised that specific groups of smaller white
womxn must be accountable for taking up room in a movement
that’s specifically for marginalised body-types. It left me feeling
inspired to continue reading more from different authors around
this topic, as I believe writers like Yeboah can act as vehicles for
fundamental social change.

O U R  W O R D S
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The highlights

Yeboah’s personality shines through every page in this honest and
heartfelt account of her life as a plus-size Black womxn growing
up in the United Kingdom. She covers everything from school and
dating to the healthcare system and the ‘Lizzo effect’, where
Yeboah writes about the impact that the singer Lizzo has had in
breaking down stereotypes in mainstream pop culture, raising
awareness of the need for better representation of plus-size
womxn. Yeboah explores the institutional and structural racism
and fatphobia found in society. She intertwines her everyday lived
experiences with theory and history while placing them in a
broader social context. 

Yeboah’s chatty writing style makes her book very accessible to its
audience. The structure and style are key in making her work such
a success. In my experience, social theory can often be quite
intimidating and jargon-heavy, but Yeboah has effectively
provided clear insights into complex social issues, making this a
great read for everyone. The end of each chapter consists of
brightly coloured sections with ‘how to guides’, challenges or
questions for the reader. It’s useful to have these sections to
reflect and digest what you’ve learnt in each chapter. Yeboah
also dedicates some of these sections to other womxn, so they
have the opportunity to document their own experiences, which
enhanced my understanding of the topics further. If you’re thinking
about reading Yeboah’s book (which you definitely should), I
would recommend buying the physical copy because it’s stunning!
There is incredible detail throughout, and I adore the bright
colours and illustrations. There is so much playful detail on every
page, which makes it unique.

Reflections

It comes as no surprise that Fattily Ever After has been praised
and celebrated. Yeboah’s work is a breath of fresh air in the face
of a constant onslaught of ‘perfect’ body ideals found in the
inescapable world of social media.

>>
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I should haveI should haveI should have
   

   posted thatposted thatposted that
picturepicturepicture

never

Written  by  CHLOE ELSONIn a world available at the
touch of a button, a young
girl finds herself on the
wrong side of the internet.

Illustrated by  MELISSA LAKEY

TW paedophilia, objectification, sexualisation,
cyberharassment and public sexual harassment
(PSH).

I can't quite remember when it started, but I remember exactly
how. The day had begun entirely ordinarily, with some friends and I
spending the morning at the beach. Having finished another year
of school, we were eager for a much-needed day of fun, swimming
and sunbathing. I asked one of my friends to take a few pictures of
me for the Instagram account I had created only a couple of
weeks before, on my 14th birthday. Until then, I had only posted
photos of my daily coffee runs and unforgettable sunsets;
uploading a picture of myself ventured somewhat outside of my
comfort zone. 

I was feeling confident and wanted to share it. Everyone at school
had an account, so I’d been a little late getting on the
bandwagon. After deleting dozens of horrendous pictures, I picked
one where my smile didn't show too much of my teeth, something
I'd always been a bit self-conscious about. I was pleased with the
picture of me standing in front of the waves, posing in my new
swimming costume. The sun was shining down on my slightly wet,
salt-saturated hair. Once I had finished editing, I posted it to my
50 followers.

I received a notification almost instantly. A guy called TomD459
commented, 'you look hot. But you'd look better with my face
between those thighs.' 

The remark left me frozen, gripping my phone and staring through
stinging eyes, almost forgetting to breathe. My immediate
reaction was to throw my phone across the room, to get as far
away from it as possible. Looking at his profile picture, his face
was covered with greying stubble and sunglasses, and he had a
sunburn on his balding head. My stomach went into fits as my
head filled with confusion. 

Why on earth would he post something like that? 

He looked three times my age. The only plausible answer was
that it was easy for him to hide behind a screen. Otherwise, why
would he paint such a horrid picture in my mind? What a
cowardly move. Still, his words had left a stain on me that I
couldn't rub off. Instead of challenging him, I just blocked him. At
least that would put a stop to it. 

That was wishful thinking.

Overnight, my phone blew up. I awoke to dozens of likes and
comments. Glancing over their profile pictures, they all seemed
to be from men around my dad's age. >>

https://www.instagram.com/melissa.lakey/


In a fugue state, I imagined myself looking up and seeing
them all jeering over me, telling me to take the swimsuit off
until I’d vanished into nothing. I felt like I didn’t fit into my
world anymore, like a square trying to fit into a triangle-
shaped hole. These men had used my existence to serve their
own enjoyment and pleasure. It must have been the swimsuit,
I thought. But I'd grown out of the children's ones, so I wore an
adult piece to feel more grown-up. If this is what being
grown-up was, I didn’t want it. They’d treated me like a piece
of rubbish, trodden on and tossed aside. I kept wishing it
would end.

Even still, the phone kept up its incessant pings. Tentatively, I
picked it up, trying to find out what it was, only to discover a
bunch of private messages filled with male strangers asking
for more. The threatening tone became apparent when one
of them demanded that I send him more; otherwise, he'd find
me and tell my parents. I was stuck, unable to do anything. I
just cried. 

How had things become so twisted? 
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        One said, 'someone doesn't need a training bra', whilst
another wrote 'I love a girl with an ass'. Every one of their revolting
words hit deeper and deeper until the room started to swirl around
me. 

What made them think they could write this stuff as if I was just
some ‘thing’ that they could sexualise? 

Whilst I sat at breakfast, I scrolled through the never-ending list,
unable to eat the cereal in front of me. The overwhelming number
of remarks on everything, from my face to what they would do to
my body, drowned out everything else. As the comments kept
coming in, I couldn’t keep up with blocking them. I deleted the post
and slammed my phone on the table, face down. Still, it kept on
pinging merrily. Trying to block it out, I put my feet up on the chair
and hid my head in my knees, unable to look at any part of myself,
at any bit they'd discussed in their repulsive visions. 

I’d only posted a picture of myself in a swimsuit. Where was the
harm in that? 

Now they’d made me into something less than human. >>

>>



>>          They talked about my body as if I were their own private
blow-up doll, devoid of all emotion and empty inside. After all,
they’d never know the girl behind the photo and did not care
how their words had shredded any self-confidence she’d had.
Their words stained my relationship with myself and with
others. It was all ruined because of a picture! A bunch of
pixels on a screen had incited an onslaught. 

Unable to stay downstairs anymore, I ran back up to my room. I
didn't want my parents to see me that way. I didn't want to
explain to them the reasons why I was distressed. I couldn't
handle their disappointment. Time and time again, they had
warned me that girls who wore too little were asking for
attention from men. Honestly, it was just a picture of a girl
standing in front of the sea with a swimsuit. It was not
inherently sexual. I'd seen a lot worse. But I'd never read
anything like those disgusting comments that made me feel I
was the only one. Despite feeling as if the emptiness and
loathing were going to swallow me whole, I knew I could never
tell anyone because they wouldn't understand. Not only that,
but they’d also assure me that I had only myself to blame for
posting that cursed picture. I kept thinking that I should have
known what I was letting myself into. 

Why did I ever think that I wouldn’t have every single inch of my
body scrutinised by those creeps? 

So that they could hold some form of power and ownership
over my body. A momentary lapse of judgement had ruined
everything, including the way I thought of myself. Even though I
ardently wished for this personal hell to end, it never did. I
thought about burying the damn phone so deep that only the
devil could hear it, just to stop the messages. But I could never.
It was a birthday present from my parents, and I knew I would
be grounded for life if I got rid of it so soon without a
legitimate explanation. Yet, I couldn't keep blocking and
deleting messages forever. It was exhausting. Every time I
started reading a message, my throat got a bit tighter until I
couldn't breathe. So, I did the next logical thing. I deleted all
of my social media; Instagram, Twitter, Snapchat and Tiktok.
All the apps were wiped clean from my phone. I was officially
non-existent, hidden away from the world, so their debilitating
remarks were unable to expose me anymore. Placing my
phone on my bedside table, I curled up in my bed and cried
into my pillow. Even though I couldn't see them anymore, the
words were still etched into my mind, causing a downward
spiral of self-loathing. 

Why should everything turn sour because I showed my body?
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NOVELLA 
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A Softer LoveA Softer LoveA Softer Love   
Written  by  ASHA ASKOOLAM

Illustrated by LACUNNA

TW depression, anxiety, rape aftermath, eating
disorder, body dysmorphia, mentions of past
racism.

Radha had always had a complicated relationship with her body.
Growing up, she dealt with racism, sexual harassment, acne and
struggled with an eating disorder. As she grew, she learnt to love
her body; the radiance of her skin, the curls of her hair and
appreciated the history that was told within her body, but this
came with time, the proper medication for her acne and her
mental health, along with therapy. Being able to face these
problems gave way to new insecurities and fears after meeting
Luke. He had been controlling, wanting to have ownership over
every part of her life, and one of those parts was how she
dressed. He never liked her wearing anything that showed ‘too
much skin’, and it made her feel disgusted with herself. 

“Don’t wear that. You’ll attract too much attention,” Luke would
say, sneering at her, “that’s only for me to see. Your body is mine.”

And for a while, she had believed him; he played right into her
insecurities and fear of men, after being sexually harassed by
men her whole childhood. What if he was right? What if wearing
what she wanted would mean that others would think they had a
right to her body? And so, she hid her body behind baggy jeans
and shirts, hoping to melt into the background, behind Luke. She
wanted to disappear, and little by little, her voice faded from a
loud piercing scream to a silent, timid sob, clawing at the back of
her throat to be let out. 

When Luke was imprisoned, Radha went to therapy to help cope
with the ordeal of the relationship. She began to unpack the toll
that his violence had had on her body. 

Much like she had as a teenager, spending afternoons working
with her therapist, she was able to find parts of her voice again.
Parts of whom she used to be were scattered in pieces of her
life, dusted over the Krav Maga lessons, and running on the
treadmill, she was able to find parts of her voice again and to
feel comfortable in her own skin. 

It was a warm spring day, and Kai was taking her out to a house
party. Radha looked at herself in the mirror. She had picked out
two different outfits. One that she would’ve worn when she was
with Luke, a loose pair of jeans and a baggy top and another
that she would’ve worn before she met Luke, a short mini dress
that had a sweetheart neckline, a bright yellow with green
flowers dotted on it. The dress fit her like an old friend walking
back into her life. Radha loved finding splashes of her artistic
personality in the frills of her dresses. She looked at herself in the
mirror. Her long, curly brown hair cascaded down past her
shoulders. The dress hugged her figure in all the right places.
She felt beautiful. When she smiled, it was as if she was looking
at a piece of herself that she had lost. 

Radha had found one piece, and she was going to find the rest
of her. 

That night was the first time Kai slept in the same room as her.
They’d stumbled back at 3 am, giggling like teenagers. Radha
remembered that night in colours. The club was drenched in a
deep, dark purple light, Kai’s smile shimmered like oozing gold
and the way his lips had felt against hers, with his hands on her
hips, scorched into her memories like lava. It truly was unfair to
Radha that even drunk Kai still looked perfect. She stared at him
flat out on her bed, hair tied up in a bun with strands whispering
about his face, eyes closed, hands on his chest. Part of her was
happy just to watch him, and the other part wanted to crawl in
next to him and lose herself in his scent. >>

Each month until March 2022, we will
release one chapter of the Novella,
Her Story. Follow Radha’s journey as a
young woman experiencing episodes
of gender-based violence, including
public sexual harassment and rape,
acts of racism, navigating dating life,
reflecting on her own body and her
reproductive rights.

Chapter Five

https://www.instagram.com/la_cunna/
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        "Baby, are you just going to stare at me all night or come
and let me hold you?” he asked. 

His voice was gravelly, and it made Radha flush, fumbling with her
boots as she took them off. Even drunk, he never forgot his
manners and had placed his on the small rack that Radha had
bought. He opened his eyes and smiled; it was playful, a teasing
glint dancing in his eyes. 

“What?” she laughed, walking over to him. 

“Come here,” he said, reaching out to her. In the time they had
been together, he never overstepped, and he always gave her the
option to move away or make the decision for herself. 

“You’re adorable when you’re drunk,” she said. Her voice was soft,
quiet and yet against the shadows of the night, sounded loud,
foreign. Radha crawled into the bed and immediately rested her
head on his chest. 

His arms wound around her, pulling her against his warm body. He
placed a gentle kiss on the top of her head. “Did you have fun
tonight?” he asked. 

Radha made a humming noise, fingers dancing along with the
delicate golden flowers on his red satin shirt. “I did,” she said, “I
like dancing with you.” 

She leaned on her elbow, looking down at him. She brushed away
the hair that had fallen over his eyes, stroking his cheek. He
looked up at her, that soft, sweet smile playing on his lips. Absent-
mindedly, his hand was trailing up and down her back before
resting at the small of her back, touching the bare skin there,
playing with the hem of her lace crop top. Kai chuckled, a faint
blush bringing out the golden hues of his skin. Radha leaned
down, nuzzling her nose against his, which only made him smile
more. 

“Kiss me, Radha,” he murmured, noting the shy, flushed look on her
face. Whenever she felt heat rising to her face, the bronze burn of
her skin deepened, and Kai always thought she looked adorable
when she blushed. 

Radha had thought that she would get used to the feeling of
kissing Kai, but it always made her feel lightheaded and
breathless. His lips were soft and gentle against hers, and he
tasted like alcohol and strawberry lip balm. She loved how it felt
to be this close to him, to be able to reach out and hold him.
Often, she thought about what it would be like to feel his body
pressed against hers, unsure of where she started and where he
ended. But she was afraid to take that step with him, and she
wondered if she would ever be ready. 

“You’re overthinking,” Kai said when he drew back, trailing kisses
from her lips to her neck. He looked up at her fondly, stroking her
cheek. “You’re safe, Radha. It’s okay; you don’t have to do
anything you don’t want to.” 

“I know,” she said, fighting the urge to cry, “but I want to.” The
panic had begun to settle in, making her hands shake and eyes
brim with tears. She hated that she would feel an almost prickly,
incessant heat all over her body whenever she cried. 

Kai sat up against her headboard and pulled her onto his lap,
cradling her against his chest, “I do too, but only when you’re
ready to. I told you, I’m not going anywhere.” 

He cupped her face, wiping away her tears, “oh, sweetheart.” 

“I’m really sorry that you’re stuck with me,” Radha sniffled, crying
freely now. She felt embarrassed and pathetic for crying after a
perfectly good night. It made her heart clench painfully in her
chest. Why did she have to ruin everything? 

“Baby, hey,” Kai said softly, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her
chin, wiping her tears away. Even with mascara running down
her cheeks, puffy eyes and a sniffly nose, he thought she was the
most beautiful woman he had ever seen.
 
“I’m sorry,” Radha repeated, wanting to coil away from him in
guilt, shame and disgust at herself. 

“Radha, you haven’t done anything wrong,” his voice was strong,
firm but gentle, much like he was as a person, “this isn’t your
fault. And you can take as much time as you need. You never
need to apologise to me.” 

“Are you mad at me?” she whimpered, wanting the ground to
swallow her whole. 

“No, honey,” he gathered her in his arms, not caring that her
tears wet his shirt. She shook against him as his neck muffled her
sobs, his hands stroking her back, kisses pressed to her forehead.
“Please don’t cry, darling. Please don’t cry. It’s okay; you’re okay.”
Radha could hear his voice thick with sadness, there was a
waver in the way he spoke, and she could feel tears falling into
her hair. “I’m never mad at you, Radha. I want to take care of
you, look after you. I want you to be happy, safe. Even if one day
that’s not with me.” 

Radha shook her head, clinging onto him tighter, “always want to
be with you, Kai…I love you.” 

Kai stilled. They hadn’t said those words yet. They had been
together for eight months, and while some may say those words
early on, for Radha falling in love with Kai had been like a trickle
of sunlight in the morning, through an opening in the curtains.
Slow at first, and once the curtain is pulled back, it washes over
you, suddenly, uncontrollably. She had just wanted to tell him
when she felt ready, and she was sure he wouldn't use her or hurt
her as Luke had. And granted, she had wanted to say those
words differently. Perhaps after a date, when she wasn’t crying
and a little tipsy. For a brief moment, she wondered if she had
made a mistake, but when Kai cupped her face and pressed his
lips to hers, with a kind of hunger that made her melt into him,
she knew he felt the same. >>

>>
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>>       "I love you too," he whispered against her lips, peppering
her face with kisses, “so, so much. You have no idea how much.” 

Giggling, Radha looked at him. Both of them were a mess of
tears, reddened lips from Radha’s lipstick, flushed faces and
warmth in their eyes. She reached up and wiped his tears away,
fluffing his hair, making him grin. Kai took her face in his hands
again. His eyes never left hers, light brown meeting darker
brown, blazing bright in the dim lighting of her room. He kissed
her again, just as passionately, pouring everything he felt for her
into the kiss. Kai’s lips moved against hers like a beat to a song,
dancing over hers. 

Snuggling into his chest, she closed her eyes. She wanted to
stay in this moment forever. “Can you sleep here tonight? I…don’t
want you to go back to your room,” Radha whispered against his
lips, fingers tracing the lines of his smile. 

“I’d love to, baby, I’d love to. Want me to help you get ready for
bed?” 

Nodding, she smiled. She would never admit it to anyone, but
she had dreamed of falling in love with someone like him.

Radha had always known what made her feel good in her own
body. She had never been too shy of exploring her sexuality by
herself before she met Luke. She learnt what made her feel
good and what didn’t, in the quiet darkness of her bedroom,
wondering if it would feel like this with someone else. But her
dreams of having that electric connection and skin hunger with
someone had been shattered when she met Luke. Her first time
had been one of pain and fear, leaving her emotionally scarred. 

For a long time, she had no longer felt any kind of sexual desire.
The thought of even pleasuring herself made her body coil in
disgust. When she started dating Kai, she felt little inklings of
that fluttering feeling seeping back. The first time she kissed him,
she had felt the itch, like small waves lapping on a shore, a soft
trickle before the tide changed. She liked being held by him and
the way his hands felt in hers, on the small of her back and
waist. The more she fell in love with Kai, the more she wanted to
explore intimacy with him, but also with her own body. But she
felt undeserving of such pleasures, as though she had deserved
what happened to her, and therefore, she should not experience
any form of love or passion. 

Radha couldn’t really pinpoint the time she started to feel
differently. But she remembered the night when she began to
feel more comfortable in her own skin. After a Krav Maga class
with Kai and a shower, she sat in her room watching TV when
something caught her eye. An old discarded picture of herself
that had dropped under her desk, forgotten just as she had once
been. Walking over to the desk, she picked the picture up. It was
one of her at the Halloween party. Luke must’ve taken the
picture of her that night. 

“I was so happy,” she whispered to herself, tracing the lines of
her smile. Though Radha might not be able to be how she was
before, she had found small parts of whom she used to be, of
the woman in the picture. She had fought tooth and nail for
Radha to still be here. No one else had done that. 

“She had fought Luke, had braved her way through the trial and
was still fighting every day to feel happy, to feel some
semblance of control. Didn’t she owe it to herself to feel good in
her own skin? Radha’s night passed with her hands wandering,
muffled noises and warmth blossoming over her body.

The second time Kai stayed over at Radha’s place was after her
21st birthday. Kai had taken her out to see her favourite band
playing nearby their university. The night passed by in shimmering
lights, loud music, alcohol and the sound of screaming all around
them. Kai’s hand had found hers. Their bodies pressed together
as they swayed to the music. This time when they got back to her
room, they had stumbled into the bathroom together. Their
hushed giggles rang loud in the dead silence of her en-suite. 

“Did you have a good time, baby?” Kai asked, lifting her so that
she was sitting on the sink worktop. He hadn’t drank as much as
her and mainly had sobered up by the time they got back to their
accommodation. 

“I did,” she replied. Her head was a little fuzzy, and her cheeks
felt warm, but the buzz from the alcohol was slowly passing,
leaving behind the charged energy of the concert. She could still
hear the music playing in her ears and see the bright lights as
thousands of people screamed, danced and cried just as she
did. 

“Thank you for making my birthday so special,” she smiled,
looking over to her bedroom where she had neatly tied away her
presents, cards and flowers from him. “I want cake. But I want to
shower first, I feel all sweaty.” 

Kai laughed, kissing her forehead, then her nose, “you’re right.
We are kind of a mess. Do you want to go first, and I’ll go after
you?”

He was about to withdraw from her to get her things from her
room. 

“No,” Radha replied, shaking her head, pulling him closer. She
wrapped her arms around his neck and allowed him to stand in
between her legs. “I want…to shower with you.” 

Her palms felt sweaty, and that familiar fluttering nervousness
bubbled in her chest as heat rushed to her face. Radha
wondered if she looked silly or if Kai would reject her. Perhaps,
he wouldn’t like her body or laugh at her. Radha’s mind was full
of loud static, voices that kept prodding and pulling until she met
his eyes and saw that look on his face. It was one she couldn’t
quite place. There was a hunger there, but also a softness as if
he couldn’t quite believe that she’d asked him that. 

“I would love to shower with you,” he replied. His voice was
hoarse, and his eyes were dark, blown wide in the white light of
her bathroom. There was a blush kissing his cheeks, trailing down
his neck. She wondered how far down it would travel. “Can I
undress you, Radha?” 

Numbly, she nodded. Everything felt heightened, electric. “Yes,
you can,” she said, her voice a hushed whisper. >>



Radha lost herself in the feeling of his hands against her bare skin, his lips against her
neck, their clothes slipping away, and him carrying her into the shower. the feeling of his
skin pressed to hers as he washed her body, her hair. Here she was laying herself bare
for someone who could easily hurt her. And yet, all Kai did was make her laugh and blow
bubbles in her face. After, between fluffy pillows and soft sheets, with the sunrise
seeping in from the window, Radha learnt what it felt like to fly with Kai’s name on her
lips as she travelled along with the maps and stories of his skin.
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Do you want to find out what happens to Radha? Stay tuned for
the final chapter of the Novella, Her Story, in the following issue

of Our Words Literary Magazine.

     She was letting him see all of her,
imperfections and all. Her heart was beating
wildly in her chest as he slipped off her dress,
leaving her in her underwear and tights. She
had a pear-shaped body, with gentle curves
and lean muscle. As a teenager, she had
always felt self-conscious about her wide
hips, thighs and butt. Though those things
were slightly more celebrated now that she
was grown up, she had hated her natural
curves wanting to lose them entirely. 

“God, Radha,” he murmured, eyes roaming
over her body, voice raspy and thick with an
emotion that made her shiver, “you’re so
beautiful.”

Radha looked down, feeling shy. She
squirmed where she sat and felt a fire
coursing over her skin. The cold night gave
her goosebumps. He tilted her chin up with
his finger. Her eyes were glassy. She didn’t
need him to tell her she was beautiful; she
had already been working towards feeling
that way herself. But it was still nice to hear
that from him. 

“Thank you,” she replied, her voice sounding
small, unsure and vulnerable. 

Kai immediately wrapped his arms around her
and held her to his body, “it’s the truth. You
are so beautiful. I should be thanking you for
letting me see all of you.” 

“I used to feel so bad about the colour of my
skin,” she mumbled, looking down at the
bronze-brown of her skin, those deep hues
that oozed richness. “I don’t anymore. I used
to feel bad about feeling good in my body.
And I don’t want to feel that anymore.” 

Kai looked down at her, kindness and pride in
his eyes. A wide smile on his lips, making his
dimples show. His hair was pulled into a long
plait, and there was a little red lipstick on his
cheek from where Radha had kissed him. It
seemed to melt into the tawny complexion of
his skin, leaving its mark there. 

“I’m so proud of you,” Kai whispered, and then
his lips were on hers. 
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