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About the author  

 
Ankush Modawal, 26, is probably the 1st and ONLY author in the world to write 2 ground breaking Life 

Transformation titles based on manifesting miraclesΤ .ƭŀŎƪ .ƻƻƪ hƴŜ ϧ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŜǉǳŜƭΣ .ƭŀŎƪ .ƻƻƪ LLΣ and then venture 
into writing a Dark Comic Fiction/Reality title; Blue Book. 

  
 Being one of India's youngest literary talents, he is also a Law of Attraction & Feng Shui Practitioner. Along with 

fashion designer, Purnima Raheja, he heads the haute couture brands, 
 Siren (for ǀ) and Immortal (for ǁ) 

  
He also works closely with the Event Management Company, DVR (Directing Vision into Reality) Management. 

 
He completed his schooling from Delhi Public School, R.K Puram and Bachelor of Commerce from Delhi 

¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΩǎΣ {ƘŀƘŜŜŘ .ƘŀƎŀǘ {ƛƴƎƘ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ н ȅŜŀǊ tƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 9ƴǘǊŜǇǊŜƴŜǳǊǎƘƛǇ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ 
from Indian Institute of Planning and Management (IIPM), he opted out of placements.  

 
 His passions include dogs, driving, eating, horse riding, music, metaphysics, nature, psychology, reading, shooting, 
travelling, quantum physics, yoga and a lot of other undisclosed activities! He is currently married to his 1st wife; 

writing!  
 

His name and literary contributions are associated with too many brands, companies and people to mention here! 
Ankush is a new age spiritual author and began his magical journey on the enlightened path that lay before him 
like it lies before all of us.  All that you ever need to make your dreams come true is you. This is what he teaches, 

faith in faith, with faith. 
 

His name and literary contributions are associated with too many brands, companies and people to mention here! 
He currently lives in New Delhi, India. 
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WARNING! 

Every single person who has read the early drafts of the Blue Book has asked me 

 

IS IT TRUE? 

DID ALL THIS HAPPEN? 

ARE THESE GUYS REALLY REAL? 

 

The truth when repeated often loses its value. Therefore I find it necessary to employ the old literary deviceé 

 

YES. THE FOLLOWING IS A TRUE STORY. 

 

However, the names and situations in some instances have been changed. Few characters are composites. This has 

been done to protect the identity of the real life people associated with the story. Also, to safe guard the feelings of 

the characters and the readers, some fiction has been suitably imbued where the reality was too shocking and 

disturbing to reveal.  

I beg you for your forgiveness in advance. 

Ankush Modawal 
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Acknowledge Meant! 
 
Whatõs the use of me mentioning here the names of people I am thankful to? Just like when someone introduces us 
to someone, we forget their names the moment right after we have shook hands with them, you would not care to 
remember either. 
   There are at least a couple hundred people that I am grateful to but I am not here to bore you with a long list of 
names.  
   If you have heard about me, you would know that I have been through a lot of fucked up shit before I became a 
spiritual and self empowerment author. Alot of it, I have mentioned in this book. 
   I have talked very openly about the dark side of my life in this book, so that you can learn from the mistakes I 
made. If you are reading this, just know that no matter how fucked up life seems to you right now, whatever you 
are going through, itõs just a test. So, I mean to acknowledge you with my words and my acknowledgment is 
meant for you. Like Rick Ross said, stay loyal, your time will come, for you to be free and shine like the sun. So, 
here it goes! 
   Shout out to you for buying, borrowing or stealing this book. 
   Shout out to my whole batch of Spring Summer 07-09 at IIPM, sections SI-2 and HR-6, you people were/are 
awesome.  
   Shout out to my fans and readers, I love you.  
   Shout out to all the students who are trying to make a living by studying hard for it, you are the future, I salute 
you. 
   Shout out to my family, thanks for being by my side when I was a nobody until the time I became a somebody. 
   Shout out to my friends, we just party and bullshit, but when we work, we grind and hustle our asses off! 
   Thanks to all the things and people that almost killed me, what doesnõt kill you only makes you stronger. 
   I thank God for having bestowed me with the ability of a cockroach to survive anything, physically, emotionally 
and spiritually.  
   Last but not the least, I shamelessly thank myself coz even though Iõve been through Hell and back, I am still an 
angel.  
 
P.S: Remember, itõs just a fuckinõ test. 
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BOOK I 

The Future: Pre CAT 2005 

 

CAT 

The Common Admission Test (CAT) is an all-India test conducted by the Indian Institutes of Management (IIMs) as 

an entrance exam for the management programes of its seven business schools. About 250,000 students took CAT in 

2008 for about 1500 seats in the IIMs. This is said to make the IIMs more selective than the Ivy League Universities. 

 

 

[mah-fee-uh, maf-ee-uh] 

Any small powerful or influential group in an organization or field; clique. 

 

 

 
Sources: 

www.wikipedia.com 

www.dictionary.com 
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} Storm in a tea cup B 
Home, Somewhere in South Delhi 

17 th July 2005 

07:02  
 

òBeta aapne future ka kya socha hai?ó she asked. 
   òPata nahi mummy, God knows,ó I replied as I took a sip from my tea cup.  
   òIf you donõt make it through the CAT this year, what will you do?ó 
   I took another sip to hide my face and fear behind the cup, òI donõt know.ó 
   òThen what do you know?ó She pressed trying to get a new answer from me. 
   òI donõt know mum.ó I murmured, taking the ôdiscussing my future ritualõ one step further. 
   òWhy have you shaved off your head and got your left ear pierced? Are you trying to impress some girl or act 
like those hip hop fools who make the abusive cacophony you keep listening to?ó 
   òNo mom,ó I lied. I was trying to do both. 
   òThen tell me why are you sporting a French beard, have shaved off your head and are wearing a stud? You 
should better focus on your studies!ó 
   òWhat has how I look got to do with how much I study mom?ó This time she was the one who said, òI donõt 
know.ó  
   òSee maa, sometimes there are no answers to the questions we ask. You just have to wait for those answers,ó I 
announced as I stood up from the chair in frustrated defiance, leaving my half empty tea cup on the little table 
without excusing myself. 
   My mum and I had been doing this early morning ôdiscussing the futureõ ritual since even before I had joined my 
MBA coaching classes. The first thing I used to have in the morning after brushing my teeth was this nightmare 
(conversation) with her along with my tea. 
   The first time we had this conversation, I was worried out of my wits. I had stared at her face for a long time 
trying to figure out if she herself was scared or was scaring me. But now, we had figured out that we both scared 
each other and got scared too. 
   Since then, we had mellowed down a bit because we both had gotten used to it. My mum and I both kick started 
our day with it. It was an essential ingredient in our daily dose of caffeine in the morning. It completed us. 
   Neither did her questions change, nor did my answers. But today was different because she had asked me a 
different question. Thatõs what completely freaked me out. 
 
   I entered my bedroom. As I closed the door behind me, I felt as if I was locking myself up in jail. This would be 
my prison for the next 6 hours. My very own personal Hell! My universe had reduced to these four walls. Here I 
would study for my CAT 2005. I silently crept on to my bed where I found a sample paper I was solving last 
night. I couldnõt finish it because I had dozed off midway. 
   I looked around me. There was so much study material that if I sold every paper at one rupee each, I wouldõve 
been a millionaire, many times over! I stared blankly at one of the walls and absurd thoughts bombarded my brain. 
Why am I studying like there is no tomorrow? Why am I doing an MBA? Why do I want to go to an IIM? My 
eyes caught up with a poster on the wall that said 
 

I + IMS = IIMs 
 

   Yeah right! Thatõs why. I answered my own questions because when you ask a question, it is always answered. 
Letõs get back to work I instructed myself. 
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T rain of thought 
On our way to IMS 

Same day 

13:47  
 

   One of my best friendõs name is *Handuser (censored reason revealed). Usually, my frequent walks with him to 
our MBA coaching institute comprised of him speaking about the hottest stuff on the internet, coolest electronic 
gadgets and the latest cell phones. Today he was on silent mode.  
   òItna chup kyon hai bhai?ó I enquired. 
   òNothing bhai, kuch nahi.ó 
   He looked as if something was boiling in him. Something was cooking in his mind and I intended to find out 
what it was. 
   òTell me yaar,ó I pressed. 
   òKuch nahi yaar, the usual. I had an argument at home today with my mother.ó 
   òSaale kyon ladta rehta hai tu gharwaalon se,ó I joked feeling relieved as I had done the same. 
   òMy house is no more my home now. Itõs not that I fight. I just stay quiet and when I take a break from solving 
shitty CAT questions, I just wanna be by myself. My normal leisure time is doing things on my computer that 
people think are impossible to do. And when Iõm doing the impossible, I donõt want to be disturbed nor do I want a 
finger to be pointed at my ability to study nor do I want my parents to compare me with my brothers and sisters 
who are almost 40 years of age and are still studying God knows what shit and doing a job side by side and have 
become minions to corporate demons!ó he erupted. 
   People speaking this much in one sentence, without punctuation, is never a good sign. It signifies either 
tremendous bliss or extreme wretchedness. Both are dangerous states of emotion to be in for an extended period of 
time. In Handuserõs case, it was the latter. I looked at the face that had spat so much of the venom that was boiling 
inside his brain. His face, a pitcher full of concoction deadlier than many types of alcohols mixed. A cocktail of 
100% frustration, 150% anger and 200% helplessness! He was drunk on his own negativity and his face didnõt 
betray what he felt. 
   I had just started to feel what he was going through when he broke out in frustration again.  
   òItõs not that Iõm dumb! I can break a 256 bit encryption in less than 5 minutes. Hugh Jackman did it while 
getting a blowjob in Swordfish. If I was getting a blowjob like him, I wouldõve done it even faster! I can hack sites 
and can divert credit card payments to my account. Yesterday I transferred a dollar from somebodyõs account and 
returned it back. If it can be done for dollar, it can be done for a Billion as well.ó 
   Whoah! Money! And that too in the mighty Dollars! I was excited now. Suddenly it dawned on me that I was 
walking with a hacker! I had a walking talking goldmine by my side. I for a fact never knew or doubted his abilities 
to do all that he had just said.  
 
   * I had christened this name upon him because Handuser had never had a girlfriend in his life. His hard disk 
{brain} crashes and stops functioning around a girl because of his Hard-dick. In his words and lingo, girls were 
too much of a strain on his system resources {time and money}.  
   Being a student of Eco Hons from a Delhi University college, he knew his demand and supply. Because of his 
high degree of elasticity {horniness}, it was impossible for him to sustain his composure {demand} in the vicinity 
of a female {supply}. Thus he maintained a safe distance from any feminine presence for her {and his} safety to 
safe guard his economic interests. Therefore, his sexual escapades were limited to downloading 1 GB of internet 
porn every night {and everyday}. He was a firm believer of the your-right -hand-is-your-best-girlfriend theory. 
    
   I always thought of him fondly as a computer savvy geek. But now I was beginning to realize the profit potential 
of his geekiness. My mind started to drift towards my first Billion, a red Lamborghini and world travel in my 
private black jet. I was jolted back to reality by yet another eruption from the actively frustrated volcano walking 
beside me. 
   òHow can I convince my parents that MBA is not my cup of tea? Itõs something that I donõt want to do or be in 
life. Tell me very seriously yaar, we are on our way to our MBA coaching classes right now, and right now along 
with us, at least a thousand more IIT engineers, qualified doctors, investment bankers with experience, army 
personnel with killer instincts and other more hi tech yahoos are walking towards the same shitty goal; IIMs! In 
our first attempt, we donõt stand a chance. Who will get through? I definitely wonõt! You, I donõt think either!ó 
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   Mount Vesuviusõs words (Lava) were negative but true. We should always look before we leap. But even before 
we had had the time to look, we had already been pushed by our parents, society and peer pressure into the deep 
dark pothole of CAT preparation.  
   Whatõs GOOD was that I had a healthy positive mental attitude and was taking this as a learning experience. 
Whatõs BAD was that Handuserõs latest outburst about us not being able to get into an IIM was probably as 
accurate as Nostradamusõs prediction about 9-11. And UGLY was the fact that some of our classmates at IMS 
didnõt even know the full form of an MBA. 
   òWe have well over three months for those dreaded two hours of CAT and our teachers are talking as if a natural 
disaster is gonna strike us!  A world CAT-astrophe that we have to prepare for! You guys donõt have time! You 
need more speed! You need more focus! You need more accuracy! Fuck them! FUCK THEM ALL! They need a life 
and they need it FAST! Itõs gonna be over for us in three months, but for them? They have their asses stuck to 
CAT forever!  Iõm telling you this CAT thing is a maafuckin Mafia.ó 
   He continued, òYou know, Henry Ford kept at his disposal a team of professionals hailing from different 
backgrounds. He had a switchboard on his office desk with buttons to summon upon different experts. He had 
something like a keyboard even before computers were invented. Henry was a fuckin genius! The main secret 
behind his success was that he focused just on what he wanted. WE ARE NOT SUPPOSED TO KNOW 
EVERYTHING! BUT WE ARE SUPPOSED TO KNOW EVERYTHING WE LOVE! I mean, are we fucking 
computers? And by the way, what has MBA gotta do with mathematics, HELLO? Iõve seen my sisterõs books on 
MBA subjects and I couldnõt find school math anywhere in them! Why are we learning this 10th and 12th class shit 
anyway! I just wanñó 
   We had almost reached. Aware of the fact that he would have to shut up soon, he increased his efficiency by 
rambling faster and LOUDER now as the distance between our CAT coaching centre decreased. His sentence 
structure became more and more incoherent.  
   Oddly enough, I remembered a math problem that I wasnõt able to solve that resembled this situation. 
   If train ôAõ is moving with a velocity of 132 km/h and train ôBõ with the speed of 172 km/h, in how much time 
would they reach a point ôXõ which isñ 
   My train of thought was interrupted again. 
   òWHY CANõT WE HAVE COMPUTER COURSES ON HACKING? I wish there was a course like HIPPY or 
PIMP! I would be really happy then!ó 
   I looked at his now beaming face and exclaimed aghast, òWHAT THE FUCK is a HIPPY and a PIMP!ó 
   òWell bro,ó he announced proudly, òThese are my creations. H.I.P.P.Y is the short form for Hacking Is Perfectly 
Possible for You! And P.I.M.P is one of my favorites. Itõs more like a mindset than a course to me and is very close 
to my heart. It means Password is My Pal. This is the kind of thinking that weñó 
   This time I erupted in laughter, òYou are not a hacker, you are a fucking madman. A HORNY madman!ó 
   He grinned at me as we started climbing the narrow staircase of our coaching centre. òNo Iõm not, Iõm just a 
genius! And wait till you hear about HORNY, WHORES and JOKES. W.H.O.R.E.S is the program I developedñó 
   òSTOP! Please I beg you for mercy! Bhai I think you have had too much of a dose of internet porn. Waaay tooo 
much! I donõt want to listen to HORNY WHORES JOKES or any other crazyass ideas of yours! I just know a 
C.A.T right now, COMMON ADMISSION TEST and we are already at our MBA temple!ó 
 
   An attractive girl was sitting alone and smiled as two boys entered the classroom. One was handsome and well 
over six feet tall. The other one looked like a computer geek. 
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n I  

IMS Kailash Colony Centre 
Same day 

14:03  
 

òHi Shweta,ó we broke out in unison and she smiled. 
   I sat beside her and Handuser whispered complaining in my ear, òSaale bandi saamne aati hai to dost ko bhool jaata 
hai!ó 
   We heard a loud clap as if someone just got slapped! This was our Bihari math teacher mixing tobacco with 
choona. He clapped again to get the attention of the class and to make a fine paste of his nicotine dose. òSho what is 
the jhoke like hmmm,ó he enquired Handuser. 
   òNothing sir, nothing of that sort,ó Handuser replied startled. 
   òNO NO I inshists that you share the jhoke that you were whispering in your fraands earsh. Methinks me was 
the butt of your jhokes ehh?ó 
   òNo sir, I was justñó 
   òHmmmphh, no whisper-ing in my periods! Got the jhoke? HAHAHAHA,ó our math teacher laughed 
hysterically. His teeth, a kaleidoscope of a rotting shade of red and yellow. 
   All students laughed as well, some only on his cheap joke, the rest on him. 
   òI donõt like to shee any disturbing anti-shhoshal ailaments who are being too shhoshal in my classh. You have to 
be anti-social meaning no taaalking and you donõt have to dishturb mee.ó 
   The nicotine paste had come to its optimum mix. Our teacher spanked his own hand with his other and opened 
his mouth to thrust the dangerously deadly stuff into the deep dark recesses of his mouth as he turned to write 
something on the black board. 
   òSir no one can disturb you coz you are already mentally disturbed,ó Handuser whispered again. 
   òNO TAAAAAALKING! Let us ISHTART!ó 
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Water Break 

Same day 
15:33  

 
After almost one and a half hour of gruesome, excruciating and brain damaging session of Math, the herd of 
students came out of the class into the narrow corridors of the IMS MBA coaching centre. Like wildebeests, they 
went in all directions. Some drank water, a few went on to address their nature calls and a majority searched for a 
place to smoke. 
   òOur Math teacherõs English is deadlier than his subject,ó I exclaimed with a blank face. 
   Shweta started laughing at my comment. She always laughed in a funny manner. It was something like a hyena 
with Asthma choking on a fur ball. Her *laughter was a bit irritating but with a striking face like hers, believe me, 
you could even kill someone with a knife and still look cute while doing it. She was easily the most gorgeous girl in 
class. Maybe even the whole coaching centre.  
   She was your regular dream girl, a rare combination of beauty and brains. Shweta was just perfect. And as we 
know, perfection lies in the imperfection of things. She came with her own share of quirks. But then again, with a 
hot body like that, she more than made up for her calls of the wild! *(Quirk # 1) 
   I was lost in her face trying to figure how she made those beautifully funny noises. Did she breathe air in or out 
while laughing?  
   òWhat the fuck has gotten into her,ó Handuser growled from behind us. 
   òMaths! She wants to Bell the CAT,ó I joked pointing at a semi torn poster with a slogan on it. 
   òIn my opinion, SCREW THE CAT is much more appropriate,ó he erupted again. 
   Shweta laughed and choked even harder now. If I didnõt know better, I wouldõve thought that it was a heart 
stroke. 
   òBhai I know you are worked up about CAT. I even know your interests are more inclined towards unethical 
things regarding computers. But when you look at the CAT, itõs not that bad. Right Shweta?ó 
   I turned to her, just to find her laughing hysterically while nodding her head furiously.  
   òYou know what bro? You are right. CAT really isnõt that bad an experience. Maybe itõs not as bad as I think it 
is,ó Handuser said in an enlightened tone. 
   I began, òSee! You just have to look on the positive side to everyñó 
   òITõS FUCKINõ WORSE THAN THAT! And on top of that, a maniac is teaching us mathematics! Things canõt 
get any worse than this. May lord have mercy on us and save our lost souls.ó 
   Clearly Math was not Handuserõs favorite subject and he made sure everyone knew his dissatisfaction with it. 
   òHere we are learning school level shit by calculating tatti math problems which have absolutely no relevance to 
MBA or our life whatsoever. What we are mentally manually doing, there are softwares specifically designed to do 
all this crap for us!ó 
   òWe donõt need to understand electricity to use it. We just use it. We donõt need to get into the technicality of 
things that have absolutely no relevance in our lives. Our learning Math over here is the same thing as NASA 
astronauts mugging up 14th century Sanskrit scriptures to land on Mars. They have absolutely nooooo relevance 
to each other. They are like water and oil. They just donõt fuckinõ mix! Calculate the speed of the train which is 
heading towards point A from point B? Yeah right! This will help my company and net worth to grow. If Ram 
scored 10% more than Shyaam and if Radha scored 12% more than Sita, how would it affect the overall class 
average? Well my answer is THAT I JUST DONõT GIVVA FUCK! Ooooooh and the best ones are those 
perimeter and area problems. Thatõs how Donald Trump got rich! By solving these mindless math problem and 
then *Poooof!*Magic Iõm RICH! And the best part isñó 
   Hand User waved his hands exaggeratedly like a mad wizard. It made him look more dynamic as an impassioned 
speaker. Seeing and listening to Handuser, the hyena had stopped laughing. Handuser now enjoyed a small herd of 
amused spectators.  
   One of the most common and funny sights in India is to see the public as it flocks around to see things that is 
none of its business. The herd always wants to be where the action is while maintaining a safe distance from the 
eye of the storm. 
   Handuserõs speech was interrupted by a rich Bihari accent that was heavily drenched with the smell of tobacco. 
The notorious leader of the herd had arrived, the wildest of the wildebeests.  
   òStuudants enuph phun and waater. Entaar da claasshroom and let ush Ishtart again!ó 
   Seeing the potential threat, like ants, the herd formed an orderly line and began their exile into the classroom for 
another session of horror. 
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   òEntaar da classhroom? Youõve got to be kiddinõ me. Heõs saying it so seriously as if Bruce Lee himself is saying 
enter the Dragon,ó Handuser mused loudly, annoyed seeing his spectators disperse.  
   òAnkush, just remember, if you are a part of the herd, you are bound to step on shit. You know what, I donõt 
wanna learn a single shit from a loser. Iõm going home.ó 
   And before I could say or do anything to stop him, he was already on his way out. Handuser had pressed his 
Escape key. 
   Half heartedly and full of uncertainty, I entered the class.  
   Aryabhatta took the class attendance again. One of the students from the previous roll call was missing. 
   òAaaah sho da dishturbing ailament has left da claash.ó He smiled evilly and I could see his teeth which had 
become a weird muddy shade of yellow after years of tobacco (ab)use.  
   The whole class laughed more on his English than on his comment and nodded their heads. I shook mine. 
   òSho ishtudants shall we ishtart?ó 
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My Gudshit journals 
Home 

Later that day 
22:01  

 
   After having my dinner, I usually sat alone to find some time and sanity for myself. I utilized this ômeõ time to 
listen to music, read books, go through comics, surf the net and things that didnõt require my brains to be on the 
overdrive mode. Even though I wasnõt an author at that time, I always loved to write and pen down my thoughts. 
Sometimes, they were typed on Microsoft Word and sometimes handwritten in my diary. 
   I used to script my life and the writings were called ôgudshitõ journals. I called it gudshit because even though I 
thought my thoughts were shit, those who had read them on a few rare occasions said I wrote gold. What they 
really meant to say is that I expressed myself very well in whatever I wrote, so for me, it was like ôgudshit!õ 
   Writing has always been my passion. It really helps me clear out my mind and focus. So I switched on my 
desktop and the CPU hummed to life. I browsed through my mp3 collection and selected a song by Phil Collins 
called Another Day in Paradise and began typing.  
   Now, when I think about my life, I realize that every day really is another day in paradise. 
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Gudshit journal version.17.07.2005 

22:04  
 

There is nothing new to write. The day went as usual like it always does. I got up early, discussed my future with 
mum, studied, walked to the nearby IMS center with Handuser, walked back, studied some more, ate my dinner 

@MC MNV *½L GDQDq 

*S½R ITRS @MNSGDQ C@X HM O@Q@CHRDq 0Q HR HS QD@KKX} * CNM½S JMNV VGX *½L FHUHMF $"5q * CNM½S DUDM JMNV VG@S .#"R CNq * 
VHRG * BNTKC VQHSD ANNJR ENQ @ KHUHMFq #TS * JMNV SG@S½R ITRS VHRGETK SGHMJHMF @MC KHED HR SNTFGq :NT G@UD SN BNLODSDq 

You have to run in the rat race or should I say the CAT RACE! 
I am studying very hard, am I not? I just don½S KHJD VG@S G@OODMDC VHSG LTL HM SGD LNQMHMF SNC@Xq * QDRODBS GDQq 

Our parents are the GodR SG@S BQD@SDC TRq 8D B@LD NTS NE SGDL{ )LLLu @MC DKRDu * QD@KKX CNM½S G@UD @MXSGHMF 

DKRD SN RG@QDq .X KHED½R @KK SGD R@LD ATS * EDDK A@C @ANTS KD@UHMF LX G@KE DLOSX tea cup in the morning.  
"KQHFGS LTL ITRS B@LD HM LX QNNL SN FHUD LD @ BTO NE SD@q 4GD CHCM½S R@X @MXSGHMF DWBDOS ENQ SGD E@BS SG@S * 

should sleep early. Beta padhai ke saath saath aaraam bhi zaroori hai, time pe sojaana, is what she said and 
after a hard day of work, it felt nice to hear that. Maybe I did act a little too arrogant in the morning. I do 

understand her concern. She wants to see her son be a great success in life. Even I want that. But sometimes life 

can be a real bitch and CAT can bite you in the ass! 
And as I sipped my tea and put the cup in front of me, I saw that this time, it was half full. 
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B DRINK N DRIVE 

21x7 calls 

14th August 2005  

19:34  
 

Ankushd *21x7 

 άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 
ά¸ƻ ōŀōȅΗέ 
άнмȄт BhaaaaaaaaaiΗέ 
άMeri jaaaaaaaaaaaaaaan biryaani khaane chalna haiΚέ 
άChal bhaiΦέ 
άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ рΦέ 
άAaja bhai, chalte hainΦέ 
ά!ǎƪ IŀƴŘǳǎŜǊ ŀƭǎƻΦέ 
άBhai usse subah baat hui thi meri. His parents are not home so he must be celebrating his day with his right hand 
ōȅ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇƻǊƴΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǇƛŎƪ Ƴȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦέ 
άRehende bhai apan dono he chalte hainΦέ 
άAaja bhai aajaΦέ 
 
Thatõs what I love about male to male communication. No words or feelings are wasted. Only logic and facts are 
exchanged. You either get with it or get lost.  
   *21x7 is yet another best friend of mine. Originally a resident of Moradabaad (U.P), he stays in Delhi now along 
with his brothers. His only passions are drinking and driving. Almost always in the same order! 21x7 was more 
than happily content with his double Dõs. 
   Like vella loafers, there was a time when we both used to roam around for twenty one hours every day, seven 
days a week, and thatõs how he got gifted his name. Just imagine, we used to hangout so often together that most 
of our respective colony residents thought we were gay! Also, his Mercedes licenseõs plate spells the same, U.P. 21 
0007. 
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siGns From  
The Universe  

Anand Restaurant, Connaught place 
Later that day 

21:56  

 
After a short but intense drinking session in his car, 21x7 took a familiar left turn for a narrow street, which would 
lead us to our biryani destination. 
   He parked his Mercedes right outside the dhabha entrance under a No Parking sign, as if almost in rebellious 
defiance. He hurried out of his car to urinate on the nearby public toilet wall which elaborately said in Hindi, SON 
OF AN ASS DONNOT PEE OVER HERE. 
   This was one of our favorite haunts. We had come here so often that I didnõt even have to place our food orders 
verbally. I gestured for two biryaanis to the waiter. We rested our bottoms on the uncomfortable chairs.  
   His voice, a drunken slur, òAnkush bhai do you know what I like about this place?ó 
   òNo bro, you tell me.ó 
   òCheap food in humongous quantities!ó 
   The alcohol was showing its effect and I smiled. 
   òAnkush bhai what I mean to say is that these guys have still maintained their quantity standards. I mean, I will 
have to eat 10 expensive McDonald burgers to fill my stomach as much as it would be filled with just one biryani 
from here. 
   I agreed, òTrue bro.ó 
   òBut Ankush bhai do you know what I DONõT like about this place?ó 
   He pointed his middle finger at a sign behind me. 
 

DRINKING IS STRICTLY  

PROHIBITED OVER HERE  

 
   òAnkush bhai I haaaate that! I just haaaaaaaate that Ankush bhai! But not as much as I hate you giving the CAT.ó 
   I was startled. There were very few things that came between him and his alcohol. He stayed in Delhi and not in 
his home town so that he could drink everyday (and every night). There were very few things to my knowledge 
that he would hate more than restrictions on his alcohol consumption.  
   òKyon bhai, why do you hate CAT? You arenõt giving it anyway bro,ó I figured. 
   òAnkush bhai, you mera bhai hai! *Hic* I donnot like to see you toiling away like those fuckinõ engineers and 
burying your ass in books. I mean, you should study, but at least study like a sane person and not like how you are 
studying right now. *Hic*ó  
   He continued, òBhai CAT is one pussy you should not fuck with coz those who do, get fucked by it. *Hic* I mean 
those who were tryna fuck it, and got fucked, they killed themselves! I mean is that the way to live and reason 
enough to die? This is just one of those crazy ass man made tests, but you gotta be prepared for the real test, that 
is life itself.ó 
   Wow! I thought, these days, Iõm the agony aunt for every person I know. Handuser wouldõve enjoyed this 
conversation. I certainly wasnõt expecting it. Everybody seemed to have a problem with me giving the CAT. Itõs 
not that I enjoyed studying for it myself, but I chose not to voice out the negativity in me. Why was I getting 
signs from everyone? Was there a lesson to be learned? 

   òBhai, in my family no one has studied beyond 12th standard. They havenõt attended the IIMs, Harvards or any 
other educational brands but my company has a turnover of 50 Crores. Bhaaaai behenchod soch, PACHAAS 
KARORDH! Even if you get through the IIM and give the ownership of your ass to a multinational, you wonõt be 
able to earn that amount. Paisa kamaane ke liye ek certificate nahi, yeh chaahiye hota hai bhai, he explained tapping his 
index finger on his forehead repeatedly. Look at the owner.ó  
   The owner apparently was a very fat version of Hitler. He sat behind the counter devouring a Tandoori Chicken 
and was wrangling with a leg piece.  
   òEvery day he sits there, eats, counts his money, drives away to a nearby bar, drinks and then eats again! He 
doesnõt do shit, except when he wakes up in the morning. Iõm sure he does LOTS OF IT, like a bull, anyways fuck 
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that bullshit *Hic* Heõs got people all around to do his work for him. While they toil and work throughout the 
whole day, he just sits there counting his money. Iske paas dimaag hai. I want to be like him.ó  
   òYou want to be fat bro?ó I joked 
   òNo bro, I want to be the OWNER of things and not the manager.ó 
   Even though I didnõt completely understand the meaning of his words, I sensed power and wisdom in them.  
   òBhai waise to yeh dhabha he hai, but it is called a restaurant because of its brand positioning. Connaught place is 
an area which is dominantly visited by foreigners. They want to have Indian food in an Indian atmosphere with 
Indian people so that it gives them an Indian feel. Do you see the marketing lesson here?ó 
   òWhat is brand positioning?ó I asked in all innocence. 
   He laughed òDonõt tell me you donõt know what brand positioning is! Itõs a very basic Marketing concept 
Ankush bhai. What do they teach you in your CAT coaching centre?ó  
   ò10th and 12th Math, reading comprehension, logical reasoning, data interpretñó  
   His drunken eyes popped out of his skull as he exclaimed, òI thought CAT asked you what the BCG matrix is, or 
what are the 7Põs of Marketing or what is CSR and stuff like that. They teach you all this irrelevant shit to get you 
into a fucking Business school! Is that how you are judged on your worthiness to do an MBA from IIMs? Is the 
top B-school education system really so fucked up and shortsighted?ó  
   I just managed to choke out a, òYes.ó 
   òHAHAHAHA, you are fucking yourself Ankush bhai. You will be fucked and I mean that in every sense of the 
word fucked. Itõs like a cat and mouse game where the cat always wins. Are you a rat running in this cat race?ó 
   Like 21x7, who disrespected the signs showed to him, I realized maybe even I was pissing on the signs that the 
Universe was trying to give me. The waiter arrived with our biryanis, but even before I started eating it, I felt an 
uneasy unshakable feeling of having bitten into something more than I could possibly chew. 
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PLAYB O Y  
Twotimer visits home 

25th August 2005 

17:17  

 
As usual, I was studying, when I heard someone banging on my bedroom door along with loud ecstatic cries of a 
woman. 
   òAaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah Ankush, donõt do it naaaaaaaaaaaaaa. Ouch Ankush you aaaaaaaaaaare so notty. Kutte 
mein teraaaaaaa khooon pee jaaaungi. Bhaag Basanti bhaag. Oooooooooooh kya kar rahe ho jaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaanu. 
Mogambo khush huaahahahahahaha!ó 
   My friend *Twotimer had arrived and this was his way to tell me to open up the door and quit studying. I got up 
and unlocked my door. 
  *If there was a younger version of Hugh Hefner, it wouldõve been my best friend Twotimer. He had an 
assortment of girlfriends. Serious, time pass, fuck buddies, net pals, just friends, fuckable friends, absolutely not 
fuckable, HELL NO what was I thinking friends etc. on which he always Two-timed. I donõt think I need to 
explain or justify his nick name any further. 
   As soon as he saw my face when I opened the door, he exclaimed, òYou wanna fuck me tonight huh sweety?ó He 
asked me in a seductive, hooker type voice. And then answering his own question he said in a whiny complain, 
òNot tonight honey, I have a headache!ó 
   òBrother, can you believe that Sheena chick I met in the club last Saturday night just called me and asked me the 
same question and I turned her down. Iõve banged her so many times in just three days that Iõm bored with her 
now!ó 
   I rolled my eyes as this was not the first time Twotimer was narrating his latest sexual exploits to me. He 
comfortably sat on my scattered study material and picked out the latest sample paper I was solving from under 
his ass. 
   òBastard, what shit you keep studying yaar. Itõs time for you to fuck pussies and not get fucked by CAT. Your life 
had become a bitch coz of this CAT shit of yours. You donõt need CAT in your life, you need some real live pussy 
action! You know what you need in your life Sugar? THIS,ó he said persuasively after lifting his shirt as he began 
rubbing his nipples, opening his mouth and closing his eyes as if he was enjoying touching himself. 
   òBhai please mujhe maaf karde yaar! Iõve got a mock CAT this coming Sunday so please go and let me study,ó I 
explained seriously. 
   òSo you mean you are dumping me for that mock CAT! How mean, all men are bastards!ó he complained in a 
girlõs voice probably imitating one of his girlfriends. 
   I wasnõt amused but he was laughing at his own jokes like he always did.  
   òAlright bro, I guess you are not in the mood to be entertained but I just came to cheer you up. Besides there is a 
private party on Saturday that one of my friends is throwing and I wanted to invite you. But, but, BUT, he said 
raising his hand exaggeratedly, òOnly couple entry allowed. So tell me bro, do you have a bitch these days? I mean 
urmmm, a girl these days?ó 
   No you horny man, I donõt have a BITCH these days. The only female presence in my life is that of my momõs and my life 
has just boiled down to a few words, ôstudy for CAT or die!õ I donõt have a multi-million dollar business like your family does. 
My family has very modest means and I have to take care of them and for that I need to crack the CAT so that I can get myself 
into an IIM. That would give my mom the license to brag about me to everyone she knows. 
   No matter how badly I want to come to your crazyass fucked up orgy like parties, I canõt! Coz when I do, I realize that Iõm 
just living for the sake of existing. You on the other hand are living your life like a Porn star. Your parents have earned so 
much money that you can keep humping girls for the rest of your life without having to ever worry about a job. The only jobs 
you care about are handjobs and blowjobs! 
   So just leave me alone in my misery. This is my fucked up life. This is my screwed up reality. Please donõt show me this fun 
side of life coz it wasnõt meant for me. Maybe I had done some really bad things in my previous life so God is taking revenge 
from me. 
   òAnkush?ó Kahaan kho gaya saale?ó he asked me snapping his fingers in front of my face.  
   òWhat? Ummm, yeah bro, listen, look, I really have to study. A lot depends on all this and I promise you once 
Iõm done with my CAT, I will definitely come to all your parties bro.ó   òAnd fuck a lot of bitches?ó he asked 
imitating a whiny girlõs voice as if she wanted reassurance from her boyfriend. 
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   òOf course darling, of course. I love you. I will definitely party with you, get drunk and do a lot of crazy shit with 
you,ó I reassured, in a voice that wouldõve belonged to the boyfriend of the imaginary girl whose voice he was 
imitating. òNow, Bon Voyage and fuck off!ó 
   òOh honey, I love you too, three, four, five, SEX,ó he said jumping up from the bed, òThatõs how much I love 
you,ó he exclaimed in fake feminine joy. 
   He laughed as he left the room, òBro thatõs why I love hanging out with you so much. You are not like one of 
those bitches man. I mean you talk whatõs on your mind. You are not fucked up or confused in the head like these 
bitches are. You ainõt an asshole but you know your shit. You are THE MAN. I donõt know what the fuck a CAT 
is. But I do know that it sounds like a pussy and that you are definitely gonna fuck it.ó 
   òWe both are men and pussy is our ultimate aim. We have the target in sight and we are going after it like dogs 
chasing black and yellow taxis! We will get what we want coz we are sure about what we want. Fuck that CAT 
like a bitch,ó he declared triumphantly with his hands up in the air as I caught the last glimpse of him leaving 
before I closed my door and sealed myself from the outer world. 
   If only you were right brother. If only you knew what was actually going on in my mind. If only I had known 
better. A feeling of an impending doom crept over me as I settled to solve the crumpled unfinished sample 
question paper. 
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Unexpected s  
Home 

Later that day at night 
 

 
From: Shweta 23:07 
Hey tiger :) wassup :) 

 

Shweta never messages me like this, especially this late. The only messages we had ever exchanged since we 
exchanged numbers were all related to studies. Mostly, she used to message me her queries regarding the syllabus 
covered in the coaching classes if she was absent for any of them. 
   She had never called me Tiger and that too with a smiley. This was the first time it had happened and I liked it. 

 

 
To: Shweta 23:09 

Nthn much.. was just bout 2 hav dinna.. 
 

 
From: Shweta 23:10 
Hawww :( So late? 

 

 
To: Shweta 23:12 

Yeah.. I started solving a 2 hour sample paper at 9.. so dats y.. 
 

 
From: Shweta 23:14 

I dnt wanna study n e more :( I wanna partyyyyy :) 
 

 
To: Shweta 23:16 

Lol.. our life is CAT so dnt think about parties and pls study.. 

 
From: Shweta 23:19 

Iƻǿ ōƻǊƛƴƎΗ IƳƳƳǇŦŦŦ Υό ǎǘǳŘȅ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǎǘǳŘȅ Υό ƛǎƴΩǘ Řŀǘ ǿŀǘ Ǿ ƪŜŜǇ doing da hole day :( I deserve 2 party :)* 
 

   *(Quirk # 2: While smsõing, she used smilies instead of any normal punctuation marks) 
   Maybe she was right. Maybe I WAS making a big fuss out of giving CAT and distracting myself from anything 
ôfun.õ I mean, I was the only person amongst my friends who was taking CAT so seriously. It would actually be a 
good idea if I took a break and partied for one night. I mean that wonõt hurt anyone right?  
   Flashes of Twotimerõs horny face came into my mind inviting me to the party on Saturday night. Maybe, even 
God wanted me to go partying because he saw me working so hard from the heavens up above. 

 
To: Shweta 23:25 

Do u really wanna go partyin? 
 

 
From: Shweta 23:27 

Yes yes yes yes yes yes yes :) :) :) :) :) :) 
 

 
To Shweta 23:29 

This sat nyt? 
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From: Shweta 23:31 

Lots of happy laughter :) 
 

   In my mind, I saw her laughing and heard the hyena type sounds she produced. 

 
To Shweta 23:33 

YΦΦ LΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ǳ ƛƴ Ŏƭŀǎǎ нƳǊǿ ƴ ǾΩƭ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻǳǊ ǎŀǘ ƴƛǘŜΦΦ ƎǳŘƴƛǘŜΗ 

 
From: Shweta 23:35 

K handsome :) c u 2mrw :) Gudnyte :) sleep well ;) 
 

   I took out the cold rajma from the fridge and began to eat it while typing a message 
 

 
To: Twotimer 23:40 

M comin fur da party sat nyte bro.. 
 

   How ecstatic and excited he wouldõve been on receiving my message. Most probably he would be with a girl at 
this time of the night. I chewed over about his possible whereabouts while savoring the taste of cold rajma and 
received a message. 
 

 
From: Twotimer 23:43 

I love you like I love no bitch. Mera dil kehta tha ki mera pyar aayega. 
 

   I smiled. The rest of my dinner was enjoyed in silence and quiet contemplation about the ôSaturday night party.õ 
If only I had known better what that party had in store for me. 
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Whoõs that gvrl? 
Some farmhouse in Gurgaon 

27th August 2005  
 

 
From: Shweta 22:17 

IŜȅ Υύ LΩƭ ō ŀ ƭƛƭ ƭу Υ\  had 2 attend a frnds marriage function :) m on my way :) 
 

 
To: Shweta 22:19 

YΦΦ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘΦΦ ¦Ǌ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ Řŀ ƎǳŜǎǘōƻƻƪΦΦ /ƻƳŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦΦ Ŏ ǳ ǎƻƻƴΗ 
 

I saw around me full bred chicks clad in half torn clothes. Girls had come in micro minis, skimpy halters, see 
through tube tops and dresses that seemed to have been passed through a paper shredder! 
   Their dresses were so tight, I was afraid that their body would just pop out of their clothes any minute. Or either 
they would die of suffocation any second. It was FTV in real life, LIVE!  
   I was physically present at the party but mentally, I was still thinking about CAT, and things related to it. 
Images of my Bihari math teacher followed by my momõs telling me that I had to study harder kept invading my 
mind. I donõt know for how long I sat there alone on the sofa lost in random thoughts. 
   òDekh bhai dekh! Apni aankhon ko achhe se saek lae aur apni andar ki agni bhuja! Yeh saari bandiyaan sirf formality ke 
liye he kapade pehenti hain. Inka bas chale to yeh jitney bhi peheni hain woh bhi utaar ke aise he nangi pungi aajaayein! Bhai 
mujhe to samajh me he nahi aata ki yeh itne chothe kapade bhi kyon pehenti hain, unko to yeh bhi utaar dene chaahyiye! But 
whereõs your bitch bro? Has she ditched you or what?ó I heard Twotimers voice from behind. 
   òSheõs not a bitch and sheõs on her way,ó I smiled and replied. 
   Taking a sip of his whiskey, he explained as he settled himself on the sofa beside mine, òAll girls are bitches bro, 
just look around you. This place is a bitch paradise and I will get you laid tonight. Enough of your CAT shit.ó   
òNa bhai, Iõve already told you that I have a Mock CAT tomorrow. Iõm gonna be leaving early soon with Shweta.ó 
   òShweta? Hmmmé Is that what your bitch is called?ó 
   Under normal circumstances, someone calling her a bitch wouldõve gotten a sucker punch in the face from me. 
But I knew Twotimer since he used to pee in his pants and his mother used to cane his ass for doing that. I knew 
he was harmless. He was just living in his reality where all girls were just that, bitches. 
   òYeah bro, thatõs what my bitch is called, but she is neither my girl nor a bitch!ó I told him. 
   òHmmmé You know what will be seriously funny bro, I have screwed three bitches whose names were also 
Shweta. I wonder if sheõs one of them!ó he said squinting his eyes hard probably trying to remember their faces. 
   I donõt know why but as soon as Twotimer said that, it made my stomach turn into a knot. I just couldnõt see 
Shweta as one of the girls who Twotimer was used to using.  
   He continued, òYou know what bro, I just need a girl who is simple and sober. Like see that chick entering the 
party in that red sleeveless kurta. Sheõs simple, sober, and sexy and not slutty, sloppy or shitty. Bhai sheõs coming 
our way only, Iõm gonna turn on my charm, take her number make her my friend, fuck her and then dump her.ó 
   The girl in the red kurta came straight at us. Before Twotimer opened his mouth to deliver a pick up line, she 
burst in excitement, òHi guys.ó 
   I replied, òHi Shweta.ó 
   All the blood on Twotimers face seemed to have turned into milk. He was pale white now. òOhh ummm, so YOU 
are Shweta. Urmmm, Ankush has told me a lot of good things about you,ó Twotimer managed to mumble, trying 
hard to disguise his disappointment. 
   òOh yeah? I hope all good things, I irritate Ankush a lot, but he seems to never get irritated, heõs just tooooo cool 
and aloof,ó Shweta chirped in. Itõs true she irritated me a lot, but she was a girly girl and I didnõt mind her ways. 
Shweta had the energy of a puppy dog.  Her voice was like a parrot. Her laughter was like a hyenaõs. She was a 
funny creature to observe. 
   òNo no, my man Ankush over here only speaks only positive things, he doesnõt bitch about bitches---, urmmm I 
mean girls or for that matter, anyone! And speaking of bitch, I have some work to do,ó Twotimer said eyeing a 
group of girls that had just walked passed us. òExcuse me guys, I have something to take care of.ó 
   Before he began to follow them, he whispered in my ear, òBhai teri bandi maal hai, isko jaane mat diyo. She is 
absolutely serious girlfriend material and I must say you are a lucky bastard, Iõm happy for you.ó Then he went on 
to hunt and ravage his newest victims. 
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   Out of all the girls at the party who were dressed as if there was a shortage of clothes in the world, Shweta was 
the only one decently dressed. She had worn this Indian outfit because she had come directly from her friends 
marriage function. She looked effortlessly cute, decent and sexy, all at the same time. I felt something tugging my 
heart that I had never felt before. 
   òWhat did he whisperrrr and whatõs the secret hmmm?ó Shweta asked in her usual high pitched tone. 
   òI canõt tell you that, thatõs a secret.ó I said deliberately smiling in a devious way. 
   òOh you are soooou mean and bad, Iõm never gonna talk to you Ankush,ó she complained. A waiter arrived with a 
tray of drinks and she quickly picked up a glass of Vodka with Limca. 
   òI didnõt know you drink!ó I said surprised. 
   òOhhh, I do I do, but only occasionally and when I have people who are trustworthy and can take care of me if 
Iõm tipsy,ó she defended herself. òIn fact, I get high really quick, after two drinks, my brain just conks off!ó 
   òAlright, but donõt drink too much we have a Mock CAT tomorrow remember? We are here for a little while and 
then we are gonna leave for home,ó I said sounding like a typical over concerned father. 
   òYou are soooou boring. Canõt you just let yourself loooooose for one night? Look at me, even Iõm enjoying ya! 
Itõs alright to lose control sometimes and I donõt want to hear anything related to CAT, or even something that 
rhymes with THAT!ó 
   òAlright already, I will try not to say anything about the CAT or anything that rhymes with THAT,ó I teased. 
   òGood, now we can have some funnnn,ó she jumped with joy and gobbled her drink in one swift sip. 
   I stood there, watching her in amazement and thought, this night is either gonna be serious fun, or seriously 
funny! 
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Serious fun 
Same place (but not in the same state) 

23:13  

 
10 Vodkas, 6 Tequila shots, 5 beers and half an hour lateré 
 
Either she was a good drinker or a good liar. I had never seen a girl drink with so much speed in so little time.  
   With the urgency of a military commander who had just seen sight of an invading enemy, the DJ started 
shouting on top his lungs on the mic, òALL THE LADIES REPORT TO THE DANCE FLOOR!ó 
   I donõt know if it was because of the alcohol in her system or because of the announcement, but she just ran and 
started dancing like a maniac. I followed, obviously. 
   If a third person had seen the scene around us, he wouldõve described the crowd as a half naked, fully drunk 
Indian tribe celebrating the coming of the rains. People were dancing in whatever way they had recently invented. 
It seemed as if an evil spirit had taken possession of their body and was giving them muscle spasms. 
   Shweta was not drunk. She was really REALLY drunk. She had a hard time even standing up and I had to hold 
her all the while she cutely hopped and jumped all around the dance floor. She was a happy giddy camper right 
now. 
   The music was too loud so she held my head fiercely and pulled me in to shout something in my ear, òAnkush, I 
havenõt had so much fun and alcohol in my life. Oh I just wan---ó 
   I had never imagined or seen this side of her. I sure used to make fun of her possessing animal like traits, but I 
didnõt know that she was a party animal as well.  
   Unable to find the energy or the will to finish her sentence, she rested her head on my chest and held me even 
more tightly. Standing in between an ocean of sweating, swaying, jumping drunk masses of bodies, I felt an 
immensely intense need to protect her from the world.  
     She held me like a baby chimpanzee clings to a mother chimpanzee and looked helplessly in my eyes. I shook 
my head gesturing her that she didnõt have to say or tell me anything, and that I understand how she felt. She was 
relieved and hid her face in my chest again. 
   Even though the music was blazingly loud and harsh, it was a very sweet and soft moment. The world around 
had just disappeared and just didnõt matter. This moment seemed straight out of those American T.V serials and 
chick flicks. I donõt know for how long I stood there holding her in my arms, while people danced all around us. 
   Suddenly, I felt her body convulsing. As if an alien life form was trying to burst out of the deepest recesses of her 
stomach. 
   òAnkush, Ankush I Ankush I I really want to want to--- uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuaaaccck! 
Booooooooooooooaaaaaaaaaaaaah!ó 
   So thatõs what she had been trying to tell me all this while. She really just wanted to vomit! 
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Detox 
Same Saturday Night 

23:40  
 
With the ferocity of a fire breathing dragon, she puked the chunky paste of whatever she had eaten and drank. Her 
target was my expensive Italian pair of shoes, but by the grace of God, she missed. 
   I took her hand and hurried her away from the dance floor to a nearby row of bushes. I looked back at the dance 
floor and people were still dancing around the vomit, comepletely unaware of the fact that a girl had just thrown 
up. It was almost like they were celebrating and worshipping it! 
   I held her hair and thumped her back soothingly so that she could deposit all her toxic waste safely away from all 
human civilization around us.  
   òThis CAT is taking a toll on me. I just want to run away from my fucking life!ó she complained while laughing 
and throwing up at the same time. 
   òItõs alright kid, you did have a lot of drinks and you couldnõt hold them,ó I consoled her. 
   As soon as she lifted her head I asked her, òAre you done?ó 
   òYeah,ó she said weakly in her soft voice. 
   òPakka?ó 
   òHaan pakka,ó she whispered, deeply embarrassed. 
   Suddenly, at that very same moment, another girl came right beside us and started throwing up with the same 
urgency and might with which Shweta had. That girlõs vomit was a golden greenish mix, that told me that she 
probably had gorged down a lot of those haryaali kebabs and vodka with Limca.  
   Shweta and I both watched her in horror as she painted the unsuspecting shrubs with her vomit. As a final act of 
throwing up, almost in triumphant arrogance, she spat out a large chunk of undigested meat that landed 
dangerously close to my shoes.  
   As soon as Shweta saw the disgusting green glob of pulsating extraterrestrial mass, she started vomiting again. 
This time even more viciously than before.    òUuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuaaack brrrrrruuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuaaaaah 
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEOWWWWWWWACCCKKKK!ó 
   Oh! So there was more of where all that came from ehõ! I instinctively started patting her back and holding her 
hair back for her again. 
   Before any other girl could come to puke beside us, which would induce even more vomiting within Shweta, I 
took her hand and hurried her to the bar. 
   òWhat? You want me to drink more?ó Shweta joked groggily. 
   òA bowl of sliced lemons and a bottle of water please,ó I instructed the bartender and he nodded. 
   Amidst all the crazy fun, we hadnõt realized that her mom was contacting her frantically. When Shweta dug out 
her cell from her purse, it had 26 missed calls and 2 messages from her mother. 
 

 
From: Momsi :) 22:56 

Shweta beta where r u. Ur dad is really worried. Contact asap 
 

 
From: Momsi :) 23: 34 

Beta is everything alright? 
 

   As soon as Shweta saw her cell, she passed out like a typical Bollywood heroine on the nearby sofa in filmy style. 
My mind was working fast now to handle the emergency. 
   Slapping her pale face lightly, I asked her, òDo you have the keys to your main door?ó 
   òYeah, they are along with my car key bunch.ó 
   In her coma like sleep, she kept mumbling and giggling, òAnkush my mom is so gonna kill me, Iõm sooou dead 
that this isnõt even funny.ó 
   I took her cell from her hand and began to type a message. 
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To: Momsi :) 23:53 

5ŀ ŎŜƭƭ ǿŀǎ ƛƴŘŀ ŎŀǊ Ƴŀŀ Υύ Ƴȅ ƪǳǊǘŀ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΚ b Ŝ ǿŀȅǎΦΦ Ƴ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ƭŀǘŜ Υκ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ϫ Ƴȅ ŦǊƴŘǎ ǿedding :| they 
forced me to stay :( will come home l8 :) I have the keys to the main door :) u guys sleep :) goodnite love u :* 

 

   I even typed in the smilies so that the sms would seem authentic and from Shweta herself! Just imagine the shit I 
was going through. Shortly after I had sent a message to Shwetaõs mom, she replied. 
 

 
From: Momsi :) 23:55 

Alright ōŜǘŀΦ ± ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǳ ŘƻΦ DƻƻŘƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴƎŜƭΦ [ƻǾŜΦ 
 

   òNothingõs gonna happen Shweta, just relax and suck on these lemons, youõll be alright in no time.ó 
 

   For the next half an hour, I sat with her feeding her lemons to suck on so that she could be her normal abnormal 
self again. For the next half an hour, I watched Shweta making faces and crinkling her nose. For the next half an 
hour, I felt like a babysitter.  
   As soon as she started regaining consciousness, I lead her to her car and began driving towards her home.   
   On the way back, I made her finish the whole bottle of water and parked her car at a safe distance from her home. 
   We got out and I asked her òAre you feeling better now?ó 
   She was still dizzy but a lot better than before, òYeah I think so, thanks.ó 
   òIõm waiting here behind this tree till you enter your home, then I will leave,ó I told her. 
   She nodded and started stumbling towards her driveway. As soon as I saw her disappear into the darkness of her 
entrance, I called a local taxi service and took a ride back home. 
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Wtf?  
Vomitshit journal version.28.08.2005 

01:18  

 
I mean seriously! Wtf just happened tonight? There were fully drunk half naked women dancing all around me. 

Booze V@R EKNVHMF KHJD )c0q 5GD @LAH@MBD V@R FQD@Sq #TS VGX V@RM½S * @AKD SN DMINX} 

8G@S G@R G@OODMDC SN LD} .@XAD HS½R ITRS SGD BNLO@MX * V@R HMq * QD@KKX SGNTFGS SG@S 4GVDS@ @MC * G@C @ OQHU@SD 
LNLDMS SNFDSGDQq #TS @KK RGD V@MSDC SN CN V@R ITRS ETBJHM½ UNLHS{ I thought she would tell me that she had 

EDDKHMFR ENQ LD ATS * CNM½S SGHMJ RGD G@R @MXq * FTDRR RGD ITRS S@JDR LD @R @ UDQX FNNC EQHDMCq  
.@XAD * @L S@JHMF VG@SDUDQ G@OODMDC SNN RDQHNTRKXq * CNM½S JMNV VGX ATS * EDDK RN A@CKX SG@S RNLDSGHMF HR LHRRHMF 

from my life. 

.@XAD *½L ITRS RSQDRRHMF LXRDKE NUDQ $"5 SNN LTBGq 4DQHNTRKXu "L * SGD NMKX ODQRNM VGN HR S@JHMF @KK SGHR $"5 RGHS 
too seriously or are there other lowlifes like me? 

* B@M½S DUDM VQHSD VDKKq 8G@SDUDQ * G@UD VQHSSDM QDBDMSKX G@R ITRS ADDM AKNBJR and spurts. All this shit is just not 
interconnected. What I feel is reflected in my writing. I thought that this Saturday night would be fun and would 

L@JD LD G@OOXu ATS *½L QD@KKX MNS G@OOXq  * SGHMJ * @L VQHSHMF RGHS RN * VHKK RSNO MNVq "R HS HR * G@UD a mock CAT 

tomorrow. 
But seriously, WTF! 
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Mock the CAT  
Home 

28 th August 2005 

08:57  
 
My guilty  conscience and I woke up with a headache. I glanced at the clock and realized that I was late for my 
mock CAT. I brushed my teeth, shat, shaved and showered within 10 minutes. I somehow felt an immense sense of 
guilt. As if by ôhaving fun,õ I was mocking the CAT and disrespecting it in some way. On my way to the exam 
centre, I checked my cell. It had 9 unread messages. 
 

 
From: Shweta 03:03 

Thanx :) L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿǳŘǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǳ Υύ L ƘŀǾ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀŎǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊŀȊȅ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ Υ\  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴǿ ǿŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƛƴн ƳŜ Υƻ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
wanna thank u :) thanx thanx thanx :) u were my savior :) u acted like a perfect gentleman :) I felt so safe wit u hehe :)) I feel guilty coz I think I 

ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧǳƴ Υό LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ Υό ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ Υό 
 

 
From: Shweta 03:10 

Reply na :( 
 

 
From: Shweta 03:15 

!ǊŜ ǳ ƳŀŘ Ϫ ƳŜ ΥΚ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǊŜǇƭȅ Υό LΩƳ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ Υύ 
 

 
From: Shweta 03:21 

I know you are probably angry right now wiǘƘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǳ ƘŀǘŜ ƳŜ Υύ ōǳǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ Υύ ǊŜǇƭȅ ƻƴŎŜ Υύ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ Υύ  LΩƳ 
not gonna leave u u knw :) I will follow u like a maniac n stalk u :D 

 

 
From: Shweta 03:30 

hǊ Ǌ ǳ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ΥΚ LŦ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜǇƭȅ Υύ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ Υμ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ Υό 
 

 
From: Shweta 03:41 
I just puked again :) 

 

 
From: Shweta 03:50 

I guess u r sleepin :) gudnite :) sleep like an angel u r :) m sorry again :( 
 

 
From: Twotimer 05:35 

Bro is ur chick alrite? I saw her vomitin all over the maafuckin place man.. sorry I cudnt come n help.. I was drunk n makin out wit this bitch.. 
sorry bro.. 

 

 
From: Handuser 08:01 

{ŎǊŜǿ нŘŀȅǎ ƳƻŎƪ ŎŀǘΧ ŜǾŜǊȅ {ǳƴŘŀȅ Ǿ ƘŀǾ ōŜŜƴ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŀǎǎŜǎ ŦǳŎƪŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΧ Ƴ ƴƻǘ ǎǇƻƛƭƛƴ Ƴȅ {ǳƴŘŀȅ нŘŀȅΧ ǳ Ǝƻ ƛŦ ǳ ǿŀƴǘнΦ 
 

   Last nightõs events flashed in my mind. I was at loss of words and my identity. 

 
To: Shweta 08:17 

L ƘŀŘ ǎƭŜǇǘΦΦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛǘŜΦΦ ƴƻ ƴŜŜŘ н ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛǎŜΦΦ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦΦ LΩƭ Ŏ ǳ Ϫ ǘƘŜ ƳƻŎƪ Ŏŀǘ ŎŜƴǘǊŜΦ 
 

 
To: Twotimer, Handuser 08:18 

LǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛǘŜ ōǊƻΦ 
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   After two hours, I stepped out of the exam hall and switched on my cell. 
 

 
From: Shweta 08:50 

Lol :D I just saw ur msg n I was so happy that u were not mad with me :) I slept @ 7 in the morning :) I was soooou restless the whole nite 
thinkin bout wat happened :) I thot u wud never talk 2 me :) I slept n mom came n woke me up @ 830 inda morning :) I told her the mock cat 

got canceld n slept again :D I think I have fever :( although I was too drunk to remember :) I had fun hehe :D 

 
From: Twotimer 09:34 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƳŀƴΗ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΧ L ǿŀƴǘ ǳ ŘŜǊŜΧ 
 

 
From: Handuser 09:48 

Bhai i hacked in2 a porn site n downloaded 5 GB of data! 
 

 
From: 21x7 09:56 

.Ǌƻ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǘŜǎǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ Řŀ ƴŜǿ .a²Χ 
 

 
To: Shweta, Handuser 10:39 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƳǇ 5ŀǘŀ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŀǘƛƻƴ Ŏƭŀǎǎ нŘŀȅ Ϫ рΧ ǘǊȅ ƴƻǘн Ƴƛǎǎ ƛǘΧ 
 

 
To: 21x7, Twotimer 10:40 
¦ Ǝƻ ōǊƻΧ L Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǎǘǳŘȅΗ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ankush Modawal                                                                                                                             Blue Book 

www.ankushmodawal.com 

My life? 
Gudshit journal version.13.09.2005 

03:31  

 
* CNM½S JMNV VGDQD KHED HR S@JHMF LDq *½UD ADDM RSTCXHMF RN G@QC SG@S *½UD KNRS HCDMSHSX NE VGN * @L NQ VG@S * V@MSq * 

CNM½S DUDM QDLDLADQ GNV LX KHED V@R VGDM * CHCM½S G@UD SN FHUD 5)& $"5q  

How was it like to be carefree? What was it like to sleep the whole day? When was the last time I actually enjoyed 
waking up looking forward to live my life? 

&UDQX C@X * V@JD TO SN SGD R@LD QNTSHMD QD@KHSXq .TL JDDOR @RJHMF LD VG@S * VHKK CN HE * CNM½S FDS SGQNTFG SGD $"5q 
Handuser keeps downloading porn. 21x7 keeps drinking and going on road trips. Twotimer keeps partying and 

screwing around. 

4GVDS@ JDDOR NM ADHMF GDQ CTLA RDKEq "MC ROD@JHMF NE GDQu RGD½R ADDM @BSHMF VDHQC @QNTMC LD K@SDKXq 4HMBD SGD 
night she got drunk, she has been showering me with extra attention. She keeps calling me her best friend, her 

ADRS ATCCX @MC #'' @MC * CNM½S JMNV VG@S @KK FHQKX RGHSq  
4GD RDMCR LD @ LDRR@FD @MC HE * CNM½S QDOKX SN GDQ HMRS@MSKXu RGD RS@QSR B@KKHMF LD KHJD @ L@MH@Bq * CNM½S JMNV 

VG@S½R FNSSDM HMSN GDQ NQ VG@S RGD V@MSRq  

IM E@BS * CNM½S JMNV VG@S½R FNSSDM HMSN LDq *½UD ADBNLD MTLAq * FTDRR HS½R ITRS NMD NE LX CDEDMRD LDBG@MHRLR SN 
R@UD LD EQNL @KK SGD CQ@L@ SG@S JDDOR NM G@OODMHMF @QNTMC LDq 8HSG SGD BNMCHSHNMR * KHUD HMu HS½R G@QC SN QDS@HM 

focus! I just hope I get through the CAT.  
* EDDK KHJD QTMMHMF @V@X EQNL LX KHEDq *½L MNS DUDM RTQDu HE SGHR HR LX KHED NQ @L * KHUHMF RNLDANCX DKRD½R} *R SGHR SGD 

KHED * V@MS SN KHUD} * CNM½S½ DUDM JMNV HE SGHR HR SGD KHED God has in store for me.  

4N A@BJ SN VGDQD VD RS@QSDCu * CNM½S JMNV VGDQD KHED HR S@JHMF LDq *½UD ADDM RSTCXHMF RN G@QC SG@S * G@UD KNRS 
HCDMSHSX NE VGN * @L NQ VG@S * V@MSq * CNM½S DUDM QDLDLADQ GNV LX KHED V@R VGDM * CHCM½S G@UD SN FHUD 5)& $"5q 
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An early morning phone call 
Shweta calls 

15 th Oct 2005 
05:11  

 

Ankushd Shweta  
άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 
άIƛŜŜŜŜΗέ 
ά{ƘǿŜǘŀ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǳŎƪƛƴ ŎǊŀȊȅΚέ 
ά²Ƙȅ ǿƘȅ ǿƘȅΚέ 
ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΚέ 
ά¸Ŝǎ ƛǘΩǎ лрΥмн ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜŜŜŜŜǇΗέ 
ά{ƻƻƻƻ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ŘƻƻƻƻΚέ 
άIŜƘŜƘŜ ƭŜǘǎ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀǘ bŜǎŎŀŦŜ LL¢Φ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ there that can get us past the guards 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ .LD ƳŀƴΗέ 
ά{ƘǿŜǘŀ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇ ƴ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ L ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ н ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 
άtƭŜŀǎŜΚέ 
άbƻΦέ 
άtƭŜŜŜŜŜŜŀǎŜΚέ 
άbƻΦέ 
άtǊŜǘǘȅ ǇƭŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŀǎŜΚ tƭŜŀǎŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜŜǎΚέ 
ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦ L ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΣ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 
άIŜƘŜƘŜΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǳƴΗ DŜǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƛƎŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ р ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΗέ 
ά.ȅŜΦέ 
ά{ƘŜŜŜŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ р ƻƪΗέ 
 

Females have this amazing ability of being persistent. They can nag you in their sweet voices till your nerves start 
shattering. Whoever said that women have no power over men was lying  
   I thought as I crept out of the comfort of my cozy bed. It was October now, and the weather was already a bit 
chilly. I put on a pair of black Addidas track pants and a black FCUK jacket on my tee. I was ready to go. And 
thatõs the power of being a male. We can just wear whatever we see at first sight.  
   Unaware of the events that were to follow, I hadnõt taken Shwetaõs words very seriously when she had said, òWe 
are gonna have fun.ó I was in for a BIG surprise. The coffee(s) I would have today would change my life forever.  
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Q Conversations with DOGX  

The road in front of my home 

A little Later that early morning, 05:16 
 
As I closed my bedroom door, I caught a glimpse of the half solved yellow sample paper on my bed. I felt a 
shudder and a sudden urge to get the fuck out of my house crept over me. I decided to kill the rest of my time 
waiting for Shweta downstairs.  
   I didnõt know what was happening in my life. What was happening to me? Is life supposed to be like this? Is life 
a series of random events? Are we supposed to torture ourselves to prove ourselves worthy of Godõs love and the 
IIMs?  
   As I was thinking about CAT, a street dog came and stood in front of me. My furry friend didnõt have any 
inhibitions and came close while wagging its tail furiously. I started to pet him. Itõs only a dog that can save me 
from the CAT! 
   òYou dogs are so lucky you donõt have to give CAT. You donõt even have to be an MBA. You can roam around 
the streets and do whatever you want. Anything that you canõt eat, drink or fuck, you piss on it. My lifeõ a bitch 
with CAT and you donõt even understand a word of what I am saying now, are you?ó 
   Partly humiliated and fully surprised with myself. Here I was standing in the cold, waiting for a girl to have 
coffee with and was talking to an animal that I had met for the first time. This dog was my agony aunt! But shame 
had little meaning for me now. I was too frustrated out of my wits to think about the practicality of things. So I 
continued to share my sorrows with my new best friend. 
   òA child is born. He goes to school. Studies for 12 years, then 3 more, then 2 more, gets a job, gets married, has 
children, works for the rest of his life. If he is lucky, a swift death sweeps him off his misery with a heart attack. 
Otherwise, he dies slowly and painfully coz of cancer or senile degeneration.ó   
   òYou dogs are born as cute puppies. You have 5-6 brother and sister pups to play with you. Your mother never 
asks you any questions. You never have to stay up late and solve question papers. You can have your own pups at 
the age of 3. You donõt even have to marry anyone. In fact you can have multiple sexual partners during your 
whole life! You dogs really live life in the fast lane donõt you! You are so lucky I wish---ó 
   My furry friend let out a sharp yelp and ran as a golden Honda City slammed its brakes dangerously close to us.                                         
   Shweta had arrived. I knocked on her car window, made my what the fuck face and signaled her to lower it 
down. I growled, òShweta are you crazy? You almost ran over that street dog and me. You drive like a maniac!ó 
   òIõm soweeeee!ó 
   òWho gave you your driving license anyway?ó 
   òHehe, no one I donõt have a driving license.ó 
   Iõm sure she mustõve seen my eye balls pop out in horror when I heard her say that. 
   òGET OUT OF THE FRICKINõ CAR! IõM DRIVING!ó I announced. 
   òAlright alright! I agree with you that my driving skills arenõt as polished as yours. But donõt you dare raise your 
voice on me Ankush Modawal. Iõm going through a very bad phase in my life. I thought you understood me better 
than anyone else did. You can go back to your sleep if you want to, if thatõs more important to you than me.ó 
   I was furious. This girl woke me up in the middle of my sleep. With her car, she attempted to murder me (and 
my furry agony aunt), was driving without a license and is now showing me attitude. How dare she do that! 
   She got out of the car. Thatõs when I noticed that she was wearing a pink sleeveless top, pink hot pants and 
yellow Converse slippers. She had left her waist length hair open. We exchanged positions and glances. I sat in the 
driversõ seat and looked at a girl who was almost on the verge of crying. Beautiful, lonely and sad, the irresistible 
combination! 
   We sat in her car in complete silence. I donõt know if it was the beauty of the moment or the beauty that sat 
beside me, but just two words escaped my mouth that surprised me when I said them. òIõm sorry.ó 
   She smiled, òItõs alright Tiger. Itõs alright. Iõm a strong gal.ó 
   I told you she could kill someone and still look cute while doing it. Girls can get away with anything. Well, 
almost anything! 
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Breaking News 
Boy rapes girl in IIT! 

IIT Delhi campus 

05:27  
 
òProfessor Amit Rawal textile department,ó I declared to the guard and he gave me a pass. 
   Professor Amit Rawal is my eldest sisterõs husband. He is also one of the youngest faculties in IIT Delhi. 
Needless to say, he was unaware of how many times I had used his name to enter into the IIT Delhi campus. 
There are Nescafe canteens there which are open 24x7 and serve Maggi, coffee and other snacks. I swear hunger 
can make you stoop to great heights. 
   But today was different. Today I was completely intoxicated to notice anything except the beauty who was 
sitting beside me.  
   Does she wear those pink shorts at night? Does she sleep in that pink top? Does she wear pink glasses too? Does 
she put a pencil in her mouth when sheõs not able to solve a problem? Does she touch herself?  
   Stop it you perverted bastard, my weaker good side reprimanded. 
   Shut up! Donõt listen to this fool the stronger bad side announced. 
   But she is your friend just like Handuser, 21x7 and Twotimer are! The very thought of my best friends put me off. 
   Bullshit! Sheõs a girl and she likes you. Girls donõt call guys they donõt like in the middle of the night and they never come 
out in pink hot pants to meet them. Pink is the color of fuckinõ love! 
   I looked at her and she smiled. I mustõve replied with a nervous sheepish grin.  
   See! Sheõs smiling. Obviously she loves you a lot.  
   Excuse me loves you? She doesnõt even know you that well.  Oh yeah! Thatõs why she always sits with you in the class and 
keeps smiling at you. 
   òSTOP IT!ó I reprimanded myself and my angels and demons vanished. 
   òStop what Ankush? What happened? Why are you sweating?ó 
   òUuhmm nothing Shweta nothing.ó 
   I was too messed up to think. The car seemed to be on autopilot up until now, heck, even I was on autopilot!   
òHey, you have to take a right turn from here.ó 
   òFrom here? Oh yeah yeah yeah right, you are RIGHT!ó 
   As if immediately registering her order in my mind, I took a sharp right turn. Her cell that had been kept on the 
dashboard slid and dropped near my legs. 
   òOoops! Let me get that,ó she exclaimed and before warning me, she bent down on my side. 
   What I saw made me gasp for air and nearly drove me insane. Thereõs a limit to which a man can control himself 
after seeing a hot girl in a tight skimpy top. I slammed the brakes of her car and of my mind. 
   òOooouch! Aaaaah I think I hurt my knee too bad,ó she complained. 
   Now Iõm generally not that type of a guy who can be easily seduced. But there was something so ridiculously 
sexy about this cutely dressed girl and her vulnerability that made me feel something inside of me stirring. 
   òSee, my knee is all red,ó she complained while making a puppy face. 
   DONõT SHOW ME! DONõT SHOW ME ANTHING RELATED TO YOUR CREAMY THIGHS. I mentally 
screamed in the deep recesses of my mind. I couldnõt take it anymore and pulled up on the curb side of the road. 
   òWhatõs wrong? Why have you stopped here? The Nescafe is at least half a kilometer away.ó 
   òWeõll walk.ó 
   òBut whyyyyy?ó 
   òI have a sudden urge to take a morning walk.ó 
   òBut Iõm hurrrrrrt.ó 
   òStop complaining Shweta, you said that you are a strong girl. This is the best time to show your strength!ó 
   òBut I didnõt mean it when I said Iõm a very strong gal. Iõm a very sensitive girrrrrl.ó 
   Women, you canõt do with them or without them. 
   òYou are sooou meaaaannn.ó 
   She said that with an expression that couldõve melted the whole polar ice cap. 
   òIõm hurrrrrt. You are soooou soooouuuuu meannnn. I donõt wanna talk to you!ó   Yeah right! Turn me on so 
much that I canõt think straight let alone drive. And Iõm the man who is mean. 
   òAnkush I canõt even move my knee. I think I have a fracture,ó she moaned while moving her knee. 
   òWill you calm down? Itõs just a scratch! You will survive.ó 
   òBut seeeee! Itõs all red and swollen.ó 
   òNo Shweta I donõt wanna see anything else. Youõve already shown me enough!ó 
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   òWhy are you acting like this? Why are you making things HAAARD for me?ó 
   Itõs funny how much I wanted to ask her that same question. The irony! Even iron is HARD! 
   She held my hand to gain attention and that was the tipping point for me. Her warm hand was soft as a petal and 
had crackling vitality about it. A news headline flashed in my mind at that instant, it would be the cover story in 
tomorrowõs Times of India. 

 

Breaking News 
Boy Rapes girl in IIT! 

 

   This was absolutely the last straw. I needed to get myself away from her to turn myself off. Otherwise I would 
definitely read this headline in jail tomorrow. I threw her hand like a hot potato and hurried out of the mobile 
outpost of seduction. 
   òHeyyyy! Why are you leaving the car?ó 
   òYou stay here. I suddenly feel an urge to jog in this lush greenery and Iõm gonna get us coffee,ó I announced 
before I turned away from her and started running for my sanity. 
   òAlright, but you should know that youõve only made things hard for me and I hate you for this. Get me an 
Espresso and donõt forget to make it strong,ó I heard a faint shout from the back. 
   Yes, HARD and STRONG, it was. It was HARD and STRONG. 
   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




