
  



 

 

 

 

 

This book is dedicated to every women I have felt attracted to since I was born. Deep 

down, every story is a story of love, whether of its abundance or its lack. 

Specifically, I won't name you dear, but this is for you. If you are reading this, I'm 

grateful to you. It was me who messed things up between us and I'm sorry for that. 

A man has only one escape from his old self, to see a different self in the eyes of a 

woman. For me, that woman is you. And those eyes, are your eyes. 

If it were not you all who rejected me, I would have never been the man I am. If it were 

not you all who loved me, I would have never felt more connected to myself. This book 

is dedicated to you all. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

Your life will never be the same again after reading the stories that follow. 

And if you think it will, it won’t. 

And I don’t hope that you change. 

I want you to change and point out to all those things that hold us back. 

  



 

 

That was their time. Love knows no rules but it sure knows some qualifications. They 

had matching priorities. Moreover, they had qualified for each other. As soon as she 

held the long light mint cigarette in between her plump lips with her tender fingers, he 

took out the liter from his jeans' pocket. Being well mannered as he was, he first lit her 

cigarette and then his. They smoked together. However, individually. 

"How much do you smoke in a day? On an average....", he asked. 

"For the last few weeks I have been smoking five a day. I know it’s not good and I am 

trying my best to smoke less. Today, I just did one before coming over with you. This is 

the second one", she replied while the smoke came out of her mouth.  

Then he took out another one from his pack, and lit it. They smoked that one together 

out of each other's hands. That was obviously not healthy. But love was all about caring 

and sharing as far as they knew. So what if they were sharing a cigarette and not an ice-

cream. Their faces were covered with smoke while they looked at each other's blood 

shot eyes. For the desire of heart, the lungs were at stake. But they didn't care much. 

Teenage hormones gave them enough freedom and liberty to be themselves that they 

got lost in each other. So lost that they had no count of the time that they had spent 

with each other. They were meant to be with each other. In person as well as in dreams. 

They felt so. Time went by and the connection grew deep. The girl was very caring to 

him but carefree for herself. Because he cared for her. 

They walked hand in hand and lived together for most part of the day. Even when they 

were apart, they weren't apart. Technology rescued them from loneliness. They became 

lifelong lovers and lived for each other and with each other. Every night ended with a 

good bye kiss on the lips and every morning began with a gentle peck on cheeks. It went 

on and on and they lived happily. 

  



 

 

 

 

It was me who experienced that. 

 

Only up to the smoking part. 

Rest I wanted to happen but it never got real. 

Just in my dreams it remained. 

Some deep connections do not turn into romantic relationships. 

This one did not. 

Neither for her, nor for me. 

Every time I think of you, the cycle of memories begins over. 

 

And I want no more tears and blood shot eyes. 

  



Live long and grow strong 

 

 

 

I feel that one cigarette won't harm us 

 Text me and we'll meet 

 

(9711370566 – My number’s the same) 

We'll smoke together. 

 I still have that classy liter unused since then. 

 You just have to get some bubble gums like you did before! 



The following stories are fiction. 

But,  

Someone somewhere has experienced them 

in some way, shape or form  

 and may even be experiencing those events right now. 

 

  



The day I sent my daughter away 

 

 

 

 

 



My husband went to the other room. The room that was in our backyard garden. 

Secluded for a reason. It had weapons. Three unlicensed rifles, one revolver, a dozen 

swords and a dagger. The agricultural equipments were plenty and I have no idea how 

many they were. He had gone there to get the revolver and shoot our daughter and her 

lover.  

This is the price you have to pay when you belong to a stereotypical warrior caste family 

residing with prestige in a village in Jind. Welcome to Jatland and Jat ethos. I had told 

her what her fate would be. But a 21 year old girl who is madly in love has no idea what 

the world is. Even she didn't have any. She was unaware of the harsh world in which we 

lived. 

Last night her secret came to light. She had gone out with him. He was from a family of 

people whom we don't much appreciate. A pandit. His father was a college professor 

and mother a school teacher. My husband is a Khap member and farmer. I am a 

housewife. Education is far away from our lives and our literacy is limited to signature 

on loan documents and reading Dainik Jagran. Nothing much. It was her last day of 

college. Yesterday was her college's unofficial farewell. Precisely, it was a meeting of 

sorts. The kind of meeting that friends have. Exams were already over and results were 

out. She had gone out to meet her friends. 

She left the home early around nine in the morning. She took her Estilo and left. We 

own two cars and three motorcycles and plenty of land and domestic animals. And also 

two tractors. But our mindsets are too cheap and small to counterbalance that wealth. If 

you could compare our family's economic prosperity with our ideology and thinking, you 

would never even reach out to talk to us. Just like our harsh accent and tone, our minds 

are also rough and rugged. No modern thinking can surpass it. Never even try doing 

that. But my daughter did that. That's why my husband was looking for the revolver. 

She returned home at 11. I was asleep. He was not. My husband was sitting on the coat 

which was lying in the open space near the main gate. Smoking hooka and waiting for 

his shameless daughter. I was pretending to sleep but couldn't. I was worried about her.  

"Where were you?", he said. 

"With college friends", she answered. 



"I saw you with that son of a bitch. You went to his house. Our standards have not went 

so low that we step into a Pandit's house. Have you lost your mind?", he said.  

"Isn't he a human being? Can't we talk and spend time with each other?", she said. 

I was listening carefully while standing at the door of my room. I sensed something was 

not right. 

Taking in a sip of hooka, he said "If you're planning to marry him then you better mend 

your ways. Sending you to college was not for this nonsense. If I see you again with him, 

I'll not wait to chop off your heads that are full of modern thinking and freedom shit". 

And he stood up facing her. 

"I love him and will marry him", she rebelled. "And if you try to interfere between 

us.....", she stopped. 

I came running from my room to stop him from slapping her. She was our daughter. 

Maybe he was right but I could not see her being hit by him. Not till I was alive. My 

daughter deserved her love and I had to help her with that.  

I took her to my room and he went to sleep on the terrace. We sat together and for the 

first time she told me her love story. Listening to her story I felt really connected to her 

as a woman and not just as a mother. We are subjected to the dreams and rules of the 

men whom we really trust in our lives. Our fathers, brothers and sometimes even those 

uncles who care just enough to get marriage proposals for us. Little freedom is given to 

us and I could clearly see the despair in her sobbing eyes. Those eyes looked for hope to 

love freely and live with an open heart and not around with people having rigid caste 

and cultural beliefs. And air of nostalgia slipped in and I remembered the time when I 

was stripped of my love more than two decades ago.  

  



The story of my regret 

 

I was born in Hisar and my father was a police man. An inspector. The only man in our 

village to finish college and get a good job. He was the one who every kid admired and 

looked up to. He sent me to school but after my class 10 board exams he confided me to 

household work. My two elder brothers were into farming with my fellow uncles and I 

had more important things to learn than waste further time in education. My graduate 

father felt so. My mother was a teenage bride. My parents got married when my father 

got his job as an ASI at age of 22. She was just 17. Before she turned 18, I was born. 

Those were the times.  

I was taught how to cook food especially the traditional ones. How to work with the 

Chulha, making Choorma, Khand Kasar and Kheer. I learned weaving, knitting, stitching 

and other household work like washing clothes and doing the dishes. I learned how to 

churn butter and how to grind wheat. My grandmother taught me how to grind spices in 

that giant sized vessel with that long thick Sota. I was also taught to touch elders feet 

and give them a gentle press for a few minutes to get their blessings. That would help 

me secure good image in the eyes of my in-laws. I used to go to the fields with my 

mother and aunts. The work in fields was not limited to men. This is the only place 

where I find gender equality exists among us. I also went to the weekly Ragni meets that 

were held near our Panchayat. I had memorized more than two dozen Ragnis and every 

Aarti I could get my hand on.  

One day my brother's friend had come to our place from Hisar. Hisar city. We lived in 

village and it used to be a delight for us to see somebody well dressed, well versed and 

nice in manners to visit us. He was well built and was my brother's hostel friend. They 

had been together till school after which my brother returned to our village and got into 

farming for full time. 

"Thanks. It has been made very well. Not too sweet and not too much tight", he said 

after he ate the Laddoo my mother served him. 

"Our daughter has made those. We'll pack some for you to take home", she said. 



"..... Komal, pack some for my city son", she shouted. And I packed. The day went ahead. 

The next day I had to go to the fields. My mother asked him to accompany me till there. 

He asked for the tractor keys and took me there. I sat on the side seat while he drove. 

All the villagers gave the two of us such a judgmental sneer, that it almost put me to 

shame. They looked as if we were sitting naked. I lowered the Dupatta over my face to 

cover my identity. I pointed the directions and he drove. We reached our sugarcane 

fields. Those days, we used to have lot of sugarcane in Haryana. Now only a handful of 

skilled farmers are alive who successfully grow sugarcane.  

While we worked in the fields, I was feeling scared as well as shy. I was teaching him 

how to hold the sickle and as I had been taught, I had to maintain distance from men. 

They were to be never intently looked upon and never to be touched. It was forbidden. 

And then he broke the line. He held the sickle in his hand and with his other hand 

grabbed mine. I stood up straight from by bent over posture. I left the cane that was in 

my hand. We were facing each other. He looked gently into my eyes and dropped his 

sickle. With that hand he touched my chin and raised my head high. He removed his 

hand and I kept on looking at him. I wondered what he was up to. His face had the 

innocence of a child and his actions showcased a sense of gentleness. It was totally 

opposite of what threatening would be. It was care. Niceness. My dupatta was wrapped 

around my waist and he undid the knot. He then held it in his hands and placed it over 

my head and let it be there. It is what a man does to a woman when they are married. 

He kissed me on my forehead and with my eyes closed, I felt his lips meet my soft skin. 

We hugged and then for the rest of the time talked and talked. And talked some more. 

He was from a different caste. He was the son a mill owner. A baniya as my family called 

them. He wanted to marry me. He told me so when we were tearing away the 

sugarcane twigs with our jaws. He was a good man. But some love stories are doomed 

to fail. We took our stock and fodder and went back home. The sun was about to set. 

We entered the house giggling and I dropped the fodder to our buffaloes. Then my 

father emerged with his pistol. He put a hand over my lover's shoulder and pointed him 

to leave. I saw my brother and aunts standing behind my father. So was my mother near 

the Chulha. They had seen us hugging in the fields. My father directed him to leave the 

next morning.  



"And you dare not think about any nonsense regarding Komal. Or else you know what 

this pistol and our logs are capable of", my father said and left. 

That whole night I couldn't sleep. Neither could he. He came to the roof to peep into the 

room where me and my mother were sleeping. She was snoring and I was crying. He 

whispered and asked me to come out. I walked on my toes and did so. He showed me 

the key of his motorbike and told me he was leaving.  

"Its up to you if you want to come with me or not", he said. 

I thought for a moment. How could I base the decision of my life on a day of connection. 

How could I leave my parents who raised me for seventeen years and run away with a 

man of different caste in the name of love. I had known him just too little to marry him. I 

didn't run away. But he left. Before leaving, he kissed me again on my forehead. And 

then he went. I ran over to the side wall to peep down and saw him go. He really did. 

And I was left there. 

  



My daughter’s last hope – Me 

 

Looking into my daughter's eyes I could see her love for that guy. When I got married, I 

didn't knew a single thing about my husband. Nothing. To that man, I felt connected 

enough to let my inhibitions down and allowed him to kiss me on my forehead. It had 

been years since my husband had really talked to me other than asking for food. I had 

my chance. I could have gone far away with him. I would have lived my life on my terms. 

I am sure I would have lived happily with him and even if I didn't, it would have been my 

decision. I would have faced the consequences. Now, I am living a life of my parents' 

choice and still facing the consequences. My choice would have been much better. If I 

had said once, that man would have taken me away. But I didn't. I thought of my 

parents pride. But what is that pride which is based on the relationship of control over 

your daughter's life? It’s a shame on the pride that our community boasts to have. My 

daughter deserves better. She deserves her life and no matter what may come, I'll send 

he far away from here. So far that she would never feel close enough to get back here. 

What I did in the name of my parents to my life, I would not let her do that to me. I 

pledged to myself to send her away. 

"Call him now to take you away. Otherwise, you would have to see the face of death. 

And I wish to see you happy without me rather than miserable without him. Call him 

now", I said.  

She called him and I talked to him over the phone. I told him to take her as fast as he 

could. In his car with our number plate. While my husband slept in his room, I went to 

fetch some money from our wardrobe. I gave it to her and she kept it in her bag. She 

took all her jewellery in a box and packed her bag. No piece of ownership was so 

important when the life of my only daughter was at stake. I gave away my jewellery too. 

She took it without questioning and I didn't gave her any justification about why I was 

handling her all of that. He came within minutes and I asked him to exchange the 

number plates. He refused. He had turned his "1" into "9" already. He told me that he 

would ditch the old SIM cards and buy two new ones through his brother in Chandigarh. 

They left. They left for the mountains I guess. I have no certainty though. Before they 

went I kissed both of them on their foreheads and they gave me the most satisfying hug 



of my life. The hug that only those lovers could give who were freed of the bonds of 

society to love till death did them apart. Such was that hug. 

** 

"Where is she? Come out.... You.....", he yelled at the top of his voice. 

"She isn't here", I replied meekly. I had sent her away, but that was not something I 

needed to disclose to my husband. 

There was a letter that I had told my daughter to write and place near Chaudhary 

Sahab's hooka. She did the same. 

And here was my husband looking for his daughter and her lover to kill. Little did he 

knew, they were miles apart and way out of the reach of hands and mindset of Jats. 

That had left when he was still asleep. He just helplessly searched for some evidence to 

trace them but couldn't find any. He saw the letter and took it in his hands. He began 

reading. 

  



 

 

 

I'm going away. Far away. So far that your predatory eyes won't track my lover and my 

heart. So far that your anger and ethos won't bother me further. And before you feel 

worried enough, I'll tell you. I am going away with the same boy you saw me with the 

other day. Pandit boy. I know it will be a great blow to your ego but what love is when 

there isn't some sacrifice. You showered me with blessings when I followed you. And the 

day I decided to follow my heart, the same hand of yours that gave me blessings turned 

into a slap. Never could I believe. I always knew that our culture would someday be a 

barrier in my life and before it could  turn worse, I decided to go away. It is weak on my 

part to escape. I should have confronted you. But I know one thing for sure. That my love 

is powerful enough to cut through your fake sense of feeling strong. I cannot fight alone 

with you all who claim to be men. Men who try to control love. Cowardly and weak men. 

Men who fight with weapons in the conquest over young lovers. So what if he is from 

other caste. So what if I am your daughter. Before all of that, I am a human. And I am a 

free woman. I am going away on my own will. All blood ties that are there between us, 

won't remain anymore. Its over between you and me. Even if I spend the rest of my life 

with my lover and without your approval, I'll stay happy. I'll marry with joy and die in 

satisfaction. Thank you for playing a part in getting me into this world. And thank you for 

sleeping deep last night. For if it were not you, I wouldn't have been able to leave this 

place. I hope we never ever meet till we are alive. 

  



And then was when his pride got subdued under his false sense of self that was based 

on power over his daughter. And also over many other young lovers whom he had killed 

in the name of Khap. Not able to withstand the fore coming burden of societal and 

communal shame, he shot himself in his head. With the same revolver he had got to kill 

them. He shot himself. 

Tears came rolling down my eyes. I ran to his body lying in a pool of blood and held his 

hand in my hands. 

"What did you do. What was your fault?", I said. Tears rolled down my eyes all over my 

cheeks. 

"She put us to shame. The head which we had held high, will now be bent down 

forever", he spoke before he went from dizziness to lifelessness. 

Listening to the thunderous sound  of bullet, the neighbors came running in. He died. 

Just then. I sobbed a little for the man who I had never loved. I sobbed some more for 

my daughter who had found her love. And then I stopped. She had broken free of the 

chains of our cultural ethos. I felt happy for her. For her love. Her life. Her freedom. 

My daughter ran away. My husband shot himself. Our son who was studying in Delhi, 

came back to Jind when his college finished after an year. To live with me. To this day, I 

wonder what the life of my daughter would be like. Where were they be? And I hope, 

my son too gets the love of his life till I am with him. I want my kids to live their lives 

with their choice and not like me, who just complied. And regretted. 

We can never choose our parents, that's not something we have control over. But we do 

have the decision to choose the parent of our future kids. The decision to choose our 

partner. Our love. And if we are courageous enough, love does find a path to flourish. It 

always does. 

 

***** 

 

 



A day in my life 

 

  



The phone rang. It was Shobha. She had interrupted my nap. 

"Come over to home at five in the evening. I need to be with you and don't worry about 

the dinner. I have learned a new Italian dish. We'll have it together", she said. 

"Do you want me to get something for you? Last time me met, it went pretty rough. I 

hope this time it would be a little better....", I replied. 

"I know. Just come over in time and it won't be like the last time", she said and hung up. 

I rode in my Duster and took a bouquet for her. She liked flowers. Any kind and every 

kind. I bought the cheapest one. Little did she care about them. What she wanted was 

me, not those flowers. I didn't need to knock at the door. I had the key. 

"You look pretty in that mascara. Which one is it? Revlon?", I asked. 

"Oh its Oriflame. I got it from my Holland visit. Not exactly from there. I networked with 

a woman in the conference who was a senior stake holder in Amway. She got me a few 

products in exchange of the services our company provided her with", she replied. 

Women feel comfortable around me. Safe and comfortable. So much, that they open up 

to their hearts directly into my face within minutes of meeting me. I was not too 

surprised when she did the same. I handed over the bouquet to her and she smilingly 

hugged me. And placed the flowers in her pot. It was empty when I came. As if she was 

waiting for me to arrive with flowers for her to keep them in that flower pot. 

"Why don't you loosen up a little. We'll have dinner around 6:30. After Rachna arrives 

from her swimming class", she said while her hand reached over to my knee from across 

the glass table she was sitting on. I was still sitting on the sofa and she bent over and 

untied my shoelaces and removed my shoes. She came into my lap and began 

unbuttoning my shirt. I touched her ear hangings and moved my other hand over waist. 

She was very well maintained. Just like she had always been since I first met her. Her 

age was increasing but not her waist size. Sometimes, I even felt that she could snatch 

away Rachna's boyfriend. 

She removed her t-shirt while moving her hand across my muscled chest. She really 

liked it when I undid her bra. I got my hands behind her back and staring intently in her 



eyes, I removed the piece of cloth the was the barrier between our torsos that craved 

for a rub. And then she brought her lips near my nose and I could easily smell what she 

had chewed on in my absence. Green apples. One of her favorite fruits. Our lips were 

close enough to salivate for the kiss, when she bit my lip. I retaliated and bit hers. The 

tension arose and we began making out. If my tongue was powerful enough, I could 

have dug a tunnel through her mouth to her bottom. She was that very seductive 

woman. Our hands went from our waists to our hair and then to each other's crotch. I 

removed my belt while she unzipped my pants. I loosened the string in her pajamas and 

she threw it on the side. I did the same with my pants. There were no words that came 

out of our mouths in those moments when we made love. Other than her loud moans 

and my grunts. I knelled down to remove her panty and began kissing her inner thighs. 

She was dripping wet already. 

She then took me by hand and threw me on the single bed that lied in the drawing 

room. She took her hair in a pile and threw them back over her shoulder. And while I lay 

there on my back, she began working on me. I enjoyed having her go down on me while 

I played with her hair. She knew how slow I liked her to go and after how long I would 

come. She worked it up and down and used her hand to help her ease it into her mouth. 

My grip around her hair tightened and within a flash of a second, I came all over in her 

mouth. She spat it on the floor. And with her thick curvy lips, she kissed me so deeply 

that I could feel the taste of my own man juice. It had the seed of entire civilizations in 

it. We made out with her on my top and then I rolled her over to begin my work. She 

had natural hair down there. So kept clean but didn't shave. I did the same. I began 

circling my tongue to wet her even more. The tongue is definitely mightier than the 

sword. That's why despite coming for once I could pleasure her without a halt. She 

began moaning and her hips swiveled and her pelvic thrust further into me. She forced 

my head further in between her legs and with the other hand began rubbing her clit. 

Moans of pleasure were coming from her mouth that was wide open in further 

expectation of ecstasy. I rolled on the condom and entered her. Within the first few 

thrusts, she came. And then I went on and on till she wanted more and we kissed each 

other passionately as I lied over her. I grabbed her by the head and with my other hand 

on her waist, I made her sit in my lap. The thrusts didn't stop. Neither did her moans. 



Her hands were all over my torso and I felt as if she had almost dug her long, red 

painted finger nails in my back.  

Love leaves its marks on our souls, and making love leaves marks on our bodies. Only 

difference being that the marks on our body heal, but the ones on our soul, they don't. 

Finally, with the grab of her neck, we came together. A sigh of relief and we cuddled in 

joy laying there in that single bed. 

"Why aren't all men such good lovers like you are?". 

"If every man became a good lover and could connect to women so deeply as I do, there 

wouldn't have been so much remorse among women", I replied and stood out of her 

arms that craved for more of me in there vicinity. 

"Dress up. Rachna might come anytime", I said while I began wearing my clothes. 

After a few minutes, the bell rang. 

"Good evening gentleman! What a surprise!", she said with a smile. Rachna welcomed 

me. 

"When did you come?", she asked. 

"I arrived when you were busy with your swimming class. And I came twice with your 

mom a few minutes  before", I said with a smile. She gave me a slap on my shoulder and 

hugged me in the most warm and affectionate way. The kind of hug that only sweet 

adolescent kids could give. She gave me that hug. 

"This month's salary is already gone in her college fee. I'll pay you when her father pays 

off the legal monthly due later this week", Shobha said while working on her Italian dish 

in the kitchen. 

That's what I do. Some people exchange money for education, some do it for health 

care, some for ice-creams. I do it for intimacy, connection and sex. I'm a gigolo. A male 

escort. A man who sells his body to give pleasure to women. 

She was one of my regular lovers. Since when she got divorced, I had been there to 

connect to her and her daughter. Humans crave connection. I give them that. Or I 



should rather say, I give women the connection that they often crave. For women, sex is 

not really a big deal. A touch at the right place, a wink at the right time and a look at the 

right moment. That's what they need to do to get a man to take them out for new 

experience. It costs them nothing other than their time and a meagre amount of money 

to have sex. But instead, they pay me way more than what they would pay for sex. They 

want something more. Something that a sex starved man with fancy car, flashy watch 

and 7-digit income can't give. They want that. And I give them that. I'm a male escort. 

** 

 

  



When it all began 

 

Till the age of 23, I was terrible in love life. Especially sex part. In fact, I was a virgin and 

utterly unsuccessful with women till that age. It all began that rainy day ten years ago. 

My B.Tech was done. My so called professional degree was awarded to me by one of 

the most reputed engineering colleges of our country. IIT Mumbai. I became an 

automobile engineer. Little did I knew then that instead of making car designs, I would 

actually be hanging around with women in luxury cars. Getting a degree gave me 

nothing other than an ego self that told me that I had spent four years of my life in 

study. Serious study. And not getting placement after that was a kick in the nuts to my 

ego. I got really frustrated. All my friends got placed and got a job. Those who didn't, got 

admission in IIM or had fathers who had already vacated the  business owner post for 

them. Only I was left. Only me. I always felt entitled that scoring 97 percentile and 8.8 

GPA would easily get me a job, but it didn't happen. My shyness got me rejected. I was 

not a social kid since childhood. Majority of my friends used to meet me at the library. 

Not on the seats, but on the book shelves. Books were my buddies, my love and my life. 

If they had some sort of opening, I could have easily lost my virginity at 7! Because since 

then I had been into books but had never really been with woman till that day. I think I 

deserved that. I enjoyed the textual pleasure but never received the sexual pleasure. 

My life as an engineer was even frustrating. All those artistic guys and particularly the 

ones with that thing with them.....the thing that I now personally love and play...... the 

guitar.... those guys who played it, they got all the girls. I feel that guitar is a weapon 

that shoots pleasing sound waves aiming directly at every attractive single woman's 

heart. Those waves literally pierce their hearts and turn them into committed from 

single. And meanwhile, that whole scenario turned me into a really frustrated self-

loathing low confidence guy with almost nonexistent self esteem in addition to extreme 

introversion with poorly developed social skills. Especially with the opposite sex. My sole 

purpose in life was to get highest marks, get a job in Google and get a girlfriend. I 

wanted a woman who would be willing to spend time with me.  



I was a guy having long messed up hair, geek glasses, loose hanging clothes and a small 

nose. Even I wouldn't have set up a date with myself if I were a woman. That's how 

pathetic my life and existence was. The only thing that I cared about more than books 

and knowledge was swimming. And I had a well developed physique and enough medals 

to brag about my swimming skills. But my poor success with women led me to keep that 

physique to myself and to my swimming practice in men's hours. If I could ever get into 

the pool during women's hours, I would have charmed them all without even opening 

my mouth. But this fantasy never became real. 

After my unemployment over the disastrous result of years of studying, I decided that 

rainy night to go out and party. Party hard till I was totally devastated. Totally 

shithoused. For the first time and that too alone. I had some money with me. I took all 

of that and entered a bar. A guy made a mark on my forearm. The big muscly man 

standing at entry door checked my mark. For the first time in my life I saw what a 

bouncer actually looked like. And honestly, they are scarier than a devil. And god forbid 

if they grab your neck, good luck! I entered the bar with a girl standing just outside the 

gate to get cheap entry. Singles have to pay more to enter the bar and then they have to 

spend even more on women to get attention. And pay even more for drinks since they 

have higher frustration. Couples get cheap entry and they just spend on each other and 

not other people. I don't understand the logic behind that. Anyways. That night changed 

my life. I sat on the stool and called the bartender. He came and asked for order. 

"Get the one that is cheap, safe and most mind - blowing. The one that will get me 

hammered in no time", I told him. He looked at me for a couple of seconds and then got 

a bottle. He made a drink and I dropped in it some ice cubes. I began. It was whisky. I 

don't know more than that. Neither did I care. After a drink, I felt energetic. After three 

more, the world was moving a little. I stood up and went up to a girl. She was sitting 

with her friend and they were drinking some colorful liquid. I didn't care to ask what 

that was. 

I have always been a fan of James Bond so that day I thought to act as if I were really 

007. 

"I wonder what you girls are doing in here. Chat can be done anywhere. But a handsome 

gentleman is not easy to find. Neither in bars nor in real world. Take the call before it is 



dropped", I said. They were shocked. But both of them smiled. My window of 

opportunity opened. This was my night, I thought to myself. We sat together and facing 

them I started narrating my life story. They listened attentively. One of them, the one 

who was laughing really hard on my self depreciating humor, gave me a pat on the back. 

It was meant to console. But the mix of whiskey and  cocktail in my gut with 007ish 

mind, that pat on my back triggered a hormonal response. It led to further fun. I held 

her hand and pointed to a dark corner in the bar. It was a secluded place. She complied 

and I took her there. Her hands were in mine and I threw her onto the wall. Her back 

was tightly joined with the wall and my chest slammed onto hers. I got my lips near her 

mouth. I had been rejected many times before in my life. But I somehow felt that this 

was going to be different. And it surely did. 

I kissed her and she complied. While our tongues were rolling in each other’s mouths, I 

realized that the smell of alcohol is not so repulsive. Especially when you are yourself 

too drunk to be yourself. I was being James Bond. The man of my dreams. After we 

made out, we got back to her table. Her friend gave us a high five. We did the same. 

"We are throwing a bachelorette party day after tomorrow at my place. Why don't you 

do a strip show and pole dance there?", she said. I was little unconscious but this 

sentence got perfectly clear into my head. Perfectly clear. I was James Bond in that 

moment, but actually I was a depressed unemployed engineer. I agreed and she gave 

me her number and told me to call her. Little did I knew, that was my call. The call for a 

new life. 

I called her the next day. She instantly recognized me and we talked for half an hour. It 

was her marriage. She made out with me and had planned that bachelorette party to 

pour in every last ounce of fun before her married life took over her desires. I had to do 

pole dance and strip for more than a dozen hot girls. And I was a 23 year old virgin. But, 

every dog has his day, that was simply my day. I agreed to get necessary items and slept 

that night in peace. The last night of my old self. The morning of the next day was going 

to be a new one. A brighter one. 

My parents didn't knew about all this. They wanted me to earn and this was my job. 

That time I did it  out of desperation, now I do it for passion. 



I went to the hotel and stepped into the private lawn. It was packed with women who 

were drinking and dancing. And smoking and swimming. And vomiting and lying 

unconscious on the floor. I thought I came late, but their party had just began then. I got 

into my formal dress and came in between them. I was standing in circle of women. All 

in their most honest self. Full of desire, freedom and each one of them had eyes that 

were longing for the sight of a male in his most vulnerable state. Naked state. I threw 

away my tie. They shouted. One of them came up to me and undid the belt. She then 

slashed the belt on the floor and commanded me to unbutton my shirt. I did. Then two 

more came and unzipped my pants. They emptied their bottle of soda on to my 

underwear. I threw away my pants after removing my shoes and vest. They asked me to 

not remove the socks. There I was. Standing in front of a group of hot women whose 

number exceeded the measurement of my waist. In socks and soda wet underwear. For 

the first time in my life, my swimming practice got me something other than medals. 

They got me admiration from hot women. 

They shouted at me to get to the pole and dance for them. Just as men loved mujra and 

still do, women do need an outlet to satisfy their desires. Gender equality. I danced. It 

was not very professional but good enough for them. For they were already too drunk 

to actually see the technique. Thanks to YouTube. I became a pole dancer overnight. 

This went on and then finally they threw me into the swimming pool with the soon to be 

bride. She came near me and hugged me. Then she asked me to lift my leg. I did. She 

removed the sock and threw it away. Then the other one. My privates were about to be 

exposed, I felt. And at that very instant she removed my underwear and waved it to her 

friends. They all shouted and whistled. Women are just as sexual and adventurous as 

men are. Social pressure stops them. But here was those women's chance to do 

whatever they wanted. And they were doing that. My underwear was thrown. My 

jockey was no more with me. And while we were standing with half of our bodies 

underwater, she kissed me. She then led by my hand and out of the pool. All those 

women were giggling, wobbling and whistling while I was walking naked with the soon 

to be bride. While I followed her, she gave me a slap on my butt. A spank. I felt a little 

surprised but it felt good. She took me to a room and we had sex. She was drunk while I 

was sober. For her it was the  last night of her unmarried life. And for me it was the first 

night of my work life. 



I came out after having sex. It was my first time. And I felt way better than I had ever felt 

before in my life. Some people just casually rub their genitals on and off, in and out. But 

what I did was to fell the touch of another body. The body of a woman. It was tender 

and the touch of her hair on my muscly physique was magnificent. I came twice inside 

her and once in her mouth. I no longer wanted to satisfy myself, but I had women 

waiting outside the room for me. Then it was time to serve them. 

Naked as I was, I came out in the party area. They came to me and asked me to bend 

down. I obeyed. Because they scared me with a hunter. A real hunter. God knows from 

where did they got that scary thing. Every girl spanked me and some dry humped me 

from behind and enjoyed their quickie. I wondered if every woman had these sort of 

fantasies. This whole scenario went on for the rest of the night. Slowly the women 

dozed off and one was left sitting awake. I went up to her and pointing to my crotch 

said, "Enjoyed your day?". That was it. For the next one hour, that girl chatted with me 

nonstop. Literally nonstop. Alcohol makes some people outrageous, some hilarious, 

some energetic. It made her emotional, sensitive and expressive. I attentively listened.  

She had her own life, own problems, own issues to deal with but what she needed was a 

partner to listen to her and not judge or help her. That's what I believe how women can 

be less objectified. In that one hour of conversation, I learned more than what I did in 

my last decade of formal education. Maybe even more than that. 

It was that day. And it is today. My work remains the same. Only women change, but 

the desire remains the same. The desire to be free. The freedom to express themselves 

in the most honest way possible. The expectation of no judgment. The limitless horizon 

of pursuing sexual drive and fantasies. It is all the same. 

Some people find my profession amazing. Others hate it. Few are surprised about it. But 

what I feel is totally different. I see myself not as the reflection of what I do, but who I 

really am. I am a charismatic gentleman who treats people as people and not as 

somebody superior or inferior while being totally honest with my intents when being 

around them. That was pretty long introduction. In short, I'm a gigolo. A male escort. A 

man who gets paid by females to have "intimate encounter" with them. It may be 

talking, romantic date, sex or even a long drive. It’s their choice and my price. I follow 

my service code - serve your customer by being your best. That's it. No questions and no 



answers. That's what I do but it is not as simple as that. It’s not what I do, but who I am. 

A charismatic gentleman not a gigolo. Being a gigolo is just a by-product rather than my 

ultimate identity. 

  



Over ten years of being in the work I am in, I have come to believe in one thing. Be it 

strip show, kitty party, bachelorette party, singles function, erotic play, fetish night, fun 

date, long walk or any other sort of meeting. There is something in common. One thing. 

It is that whatever you do, if it makes the world a better place and leaves people better 

than what they were before, your work is worth the effort. All my sweat and tears are 

worth it. They truly are. And I have never stepped in my home ever again. Never seen 

my parents in the last ten years. They know what I do. They are not proud of it. Nor 

should they be. I don't think I have satisfied their dream of seeing me working in a high 

earning formal job. But I do love the fact that what I do makes a woman's time worth 

every penny she spends on me. And I am proud of it. Work is worship. And I am leaving 

for my evening prayer. Today that prayer is at a house to striptease for a few divorcees. 

 

***** 

 

  



 

The day I decided to fight back to save him 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

It all began on the first day of school. I saw that boy from outside of his class. The 

teacher was not in the class and all kids were laughing. A curly haired chubby boy with 

nerd glasses was being mocked at. He was looking at his feet and those three were 

poking fun at his misery and helplessness. Those three were the highly feared bullies of 

our well-reputed school. Whole class was laughing throwing paper balls at him. That 

poor guy became the piece of mockery for that day. Before I could do anything, they 

slammed the door and the teacher in charge for the second floor called me out. I was 

called out for roaming in the corridors but they weren't called out for ruining the life of 

a 15 year old kid. He just came to ninth standard. That was his welcome. Big schools in 

Delhi are known for their bad ass ragging.  To this day, I remember how my girlfriend 

died because of it. 

** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The day I wasn’t there to save her 

 

I came here last year. In class eleventh. I was in arts. She was the prettiest girl in our 

school and we were in the same class. She wasn't in arts, she was in humanities. As she 

used to say. Most kids looked up to her as a tool to get relieved of their sexual desires. I 

did the same until I talked to her. She was pretty but naive. She was bitchy but innocent. 

She looked like a party girl but she really was a girl looking for good people to talk. We 

began interacting. Our connection grew deep and we became a couple.  

One day Rajat blew a kiss at her while we were walking during the lunch break. It was 

not an innocent kiss in which you direct the kiss with your hand. But a cheap one where 

he only used his lips and aimed it at her. I wanted to tear apart those lips of his and 

crush his balls to pulp with bare hands. Just when I stepped ahead to move in his 

direction, she tightly held my hand. 

"There is a difference between you and him. Didn't fight him. You don't have to stoop to 

his level to beat him up. He is just a jerk and you aren't", she said. 

But every love story doesn't end in sunshine and rainbows. This ended with her death. 

Those three were the killers. Never were they caught, but it was those three bastards 

who killed her. If she hadn't stopped me that day, we would still have been together. 

Those three guys who were humiliating that kid, the bullies, they were the most sought 

after kids of the school. They were in my class.  

That day, last year, they grabbed Prerna and took her to a class on the third floor. The 

class was vacant. They forcibly kissed her and she slapped one of them and tried to run 

away. But one of those bastards grabbed her hair and tore apart her shirt. The other 

one pulled down her skirt. Then they slapped her till she succumbed and had sex with 

her. In the classroom. After that they threw her on the floor. Naked. That classroom was 

on the third floor where very few classes were held if any were ever scheduled. When 

those guys heard some students coming from the playground, they ran away. They ran 

away with Prerna's clothes. When the students of that class came in with their teacher, 

they saw Prerna lying there. Before they could ask her anything and before she could 



speak, she ran out of the class. She flew out of the door towards the end of corridor and 

jumped off of the library balcony. Naked. Raped. She died. Then and there.  

I was not there in the school that day. I had gone for a martial arts tournament. I came 

to know about this incident when I returned the next day with a gold medal. I felt as if 

those bastards were waiting for me to not be with her so they could go ahead with their 

work. What kind of school did I represent? A school which doesn't even care for the life 

of students? That school? Even though we had so called CCTV cameras in our school, 

they didn't capture the incident. Not even the escape of those motherfuckers from the 

classroom. Because the cameras were not there on that floor. Perfect plan was 

executed by them. Little did the school authorities knew that this could lead to this 

incident. That was it. She died and I spent the rest of that educational year in pain of not 

being there for her. The story is correct about the rape and suicide but I'm still not sure 

who did that. But since that day, those three guys look at me in pity and slyly smile 

whenever our eyes meet. I wasn't sure of them being the killers but more than that, I 

felt rage towards those motherfucking bastards. To this day whenever I see their face, I 

feel like smashing it into the ceiling and choking them to death. I feel like pressing out 

their heads to toss up their filthy brain and crushing down their eye-balls with the sole 

of my leather shoes. 

** 

  



Past is past. I feel I have moved on but they haven't. They still do what they have always 

done. They bully, they rag, they abuse little kids and they spread rumors about girls. 

Something had to change. I was personally never picked on. Maybe because I am strong. 

Or because I have a square jaw and broad physique. Or maybe they know how well 

developed my martial arts skills are. But some kids do have to suffer because of them. 

Prerna died because of them and the next one maybe that kid. Time may have passed 

but events are still the same. The victims have changed but the bullies are the same. 

"Hey listen", I shouted while looking at him. He stopped. 

"I didn't do anything today, I didn't talk to Samiksha, I swear", he replied. 

His voice told me everything that I wanted to know about his mental health. He was 

seriously in trouble and there was only one way to get back his self esteem. To fight 

back. From my side, it’s easy to speak. But fighting back isn't what he would have ever 

done. If I were in his position, I would have never done that myself. 

I gave him two melodies and told him to be happy. And I left. Just like that. He thought 

he was going to be bullied again. But that didn't happen.  

The next day I saw him while we were roaming around in the ground before assembly 

time. He came up to me and said thanks.  

"You're in 12 C if I am not wrong", he said. 

I was silent for a while. Then I replied, "Yes I am. Good guess little boy". We shook hands 

and he smiled. A handshake speaks volumes about a person. His hand wasn't weak but 

wasn't strong either. He limply put his hand in mine and didn't pump it. Low confidence 

and poor self reliance. He was seriously in mess. Just then came those three. Rajat 

placed his hand on that boy's shoulder.  

"Shaking hands with senior. That is what you have been taught. You stupid fat ass sissy", 

he said looking at him. Rajat stared down at that boy and in return, my chubby little 

friend lowered his head in shame. 

I removed off Rajat's hand from Ayush's shoulder and asked him to leave. Ayush was his 

name. The chubby Ayush. From now on, he was my responsibility. 



"Whatever he does, it’s up to him. You stay out of this", I said. Rajat left. 

He gave a sly smile and went away. And so did those other two. Ayush felt relieved and 

we went to our respective lines and prayed like every day we did. 

  



 

 

Ayush's Diary: 

School is the worst place I could ever be in my while life. Daily I have to see the faces of 

those three. They abuse me, call ne names and even broke my spectacles last week. I had 

to lie to my mother that I broke them while playing basketball. I don't think anyone will 

ever help me. I don't even have friends. Anyone with whom I talk has a fear in the back 

of their head, that they too would be bullied. Today, I felt little safe with that boy. In first 

appearance he looked like he too would call me out and make my life hell. But he didn't. 

He is in the same class with those three. They are the villain and he is the hero. Just so 

casually he sent them away this morning. It was unbelievable. Maybe because of his 

strength. I saw him in the locker room that day after our play period. He was changing 

and packing his dress. It was a martial arts dress that he was packing. He was pretty 

muscular. No doubt. I think being physically weak makes me susceptible to violence. Or 

maybe because I don't have a voice so confident as his. I don't know what led to this 

situation with me. But I know for sure that good time has come. Something is going to 

change. And in fact I saw Samiksha looking at us while I was talking to him in the 

assembly ground. The melodies he gave, I later gave one to her. She smiled and thanked. 

For the rest of the classes after lunch, we sat together. She even held my hand under the 

table. I hope all this gets well soon. I am too scared to even think what would happen if 

Ajay comes to know about Samiksha and me. He has already warned me twice. I think I 

need to stay more alert. Tomorrow will be better. Good night! 

  



After a few days my chance for revenge came. Or I should say, my chance to save a life 

came. My chance to fight for Prerna which I couldn't do an year ago. My chance to save 

Ayush from being bullied again. 

It was after my computer class was over. I was in the toilet. Washing my hands just 

when Ayush entered. He smiled as usual.  

"What is your name. I didn't ask that day", he said. 

"Don't worry. My name doesn't matter, I am there for you. That's what you need to 

know. Do what you want and if they come again, I'll take it from there", I replied and left 

with a wink. 

And then I went outside to drink water. He got to business. Then entered Rajat and 

Sameer. Sleeves folded and muttering something among themselves. While I was 

drinking water, my face was turned away and they couldn't see me. But I could 

recognize their voice. They closed the door. But didn't bolt it. Maybe they were waiting 

for Ajay. 

"You little fool, I told you to stay away from her", Sameer shouted. 

"I stayed away from her. Sorry. Sorry. I won't do that again", Ayush replied with a 

trembling voice. 

"He gave her toffee. We know what you do in the class. You think we don't know 

anything? .....Huh? Today you will get the price of talking to her. You want to sit with her 

and get in her skirt... Now you'll see what you get for messing up with me", Rajat yelled 

at Ayush. 

Then I heard Ayush begging them to leave him and let go. Then there was the sound of a 

slap. Another one. I could easily imagine who was being slapped and who was the one 

hitting. And then it was too much for me to get provoked to the level that I was angry 

enough to drink their blood out of their skulls. I kicked the door and it struck the side 

wall making a distracting sound. A very loud sound. Loud enough that they looked at me 

in shock and there was silence all around. What I saw was beyond my expectation. I 

knew they were bad, but to this extent. I was frozen to stillness. 



Ayush was lying on the ground with his pants around his ankles and Rajat was beating 

him. Sameer was recording it with his phone. Ayush was saving his grace by strongly 

holding on to his shorts which Rajat was trying to tear off. He stopped and stood up to 

face me. Ayush mustered enough strength to crawl to the side wall. While sobbing, he 

buttoned up his pants and put back his glasses which were lying near the sewage pipe. 

Before Rajat could say anything, I grabbed his neck and threw him against the wall.  The 

next second he was lying face down on the ground. I rolled him over his abdomen and 

hit him in the nose as hard as I could. It broke. Years of practice made me strong enough 

to break pots, bricks and  tiles. And that day I broke a bone. Rajat's nose bone. 

There was a cracking sound and blood was flowing down his shirt. I wondered what 

excuse would he give upon being asked about this bloody state of his. I didn't care.  

Sameer had the look of terror and escape on his face. I took the phone from his hand 

and literally hit the floor with it. I broke apart into pieces. 

"Before I tear you apart along you ass between your legs, get the fuck out of here and 

take this bloody piece of flesh lying on the ground with you", I said while looking at 

Sameer. He was shaking with fear and could not stand in front of my face. My face was 

burning with so much rage that would  have shattered a window pane.  

I took out the memory card and threw in the commode and flushed it. He swiftly left the 

toilet taking Rajat along with him. Rajat had put his hand on Ayush's shoulder. Now his 

body was being supported in Sameer's arms and dragged away out of the toilet. That's 

what is called tit for tat. I don't know what made Gandhi say that an eye for an eye 

makes the whole world blind, but I surely do know that silence to violence definitely 

breeds fear inside a person. I was just not allowing that to get in that little boy's head.  

"Tell all of the school that Jagtar did this. And also tell this to the loser jerk brothers of 

yours who bully little kids. Tell them for sure", I yelled as they left. 

Those guys were sissies. In the purest possible sense. They had no courage to fight 

equals. Only people they could bully were those who gave then enough freedom to do 

so. That day they faced shit. Shit in their fucking face. I knew they would be waiting 

outside the school after finish time. But what they didn't knew that me and my fellow 



sports guys were enough to beat the hell out of all of them. No matter how many guys 

they would call, we would still not leave them. The plan was made. The time came. The 

day was finally over. Rajat was waiting with a bandage over his broken nose. Standing to 

his side were Sameer and Ajay. I wasn't surprised. But when I saw a dozen more guys 

surrounding them, I felt a little scared. All had their sleeves folded and were just waiting 

to beat us to death. All were standing to the side of their motorcycles and  there were 

even two Scorpios standing nearby. Walking with me was Ayush. He was trembling with 

fear. I was too. State of hyper alertness stepped in. This had to end that very day. We 

went ahead feeling the fear in our gut and balls. We went ahead. 

"This is not going to be done this easily. You messed with the wrong guys", Ajay grabbed 

my collar and made an attempt to punch me. Before his punch could land, I hit him in 

the stomach with my knee. Knee, elbow, head and fist are very powerful if we know 

how to use them as a weapon. I knew that, he didn't. The next second he was lying on 

the road with his arms wrapped around his stomach and crying in pain. The rest of his 

fellow jerks came towards us. Shouting. They had baseball bats and hockey sticks with 

them. Little did they knew that we had a whole lot of other things to tackle them and 

their foolish little pieces of mockery which they were trying to use as weapons. There 

were more than three dozen guys with us. When those bully guys came ahead to hit me 

and Ayush, our gang of guys came running and shouted. We had nunckak, leather balls, 

cricket bat, golf sticks, baseball bats and iron rods. And there were even two Sikh guys 

with each one having a dagger. A fucking dagger. The bully gang was scared as hell. 

Before they could make a move, we had scared the hell out of them before we even 

began. We just roared at them standing at our places and they stopped. They statued in 

their places. Weapons are not difficult to buy but courage is priceless. You have to have 

it because it ain't something that can ever be bought.  

I took Ayush to the front. He looked everyone of the bullies in the eye and stood in front 

of them. When we have someone to support us in life, we feel courageous to go for 

what we want. That same happened to him that day. He was not alone. But he definitely 

had to fight alone. 



Revenge is the purest emotion. Mahabharata says that. I felt the same and so did Ayush. 

He went ahead. Stood in front of Sameer and asked him to fight him. Just him. There 

and then.  

"You first hit me when I was alone. You were three and I was one. Now I dare you to 

touch me. One at a time. Just you and me. If you are man enough, bully me now! Do it 

you son of a bitch. Do it here and now. If you are a big bad ass bully than I am the one 

who fucks jerks like you. What are you waiting for? Your mom's blessings? Or the balls 

to gather enough manliness to beat a chubby little kid?", Ayush yelled at Sameer. 

Even the shallowest man can lift the heaviest of all mountains if his manliness is 

challenged. Sameer did the same. The challenge to his manliness made him fight. He 

grabbed Ayush's neck and slapped him. That was a very hard slap for his soft fair skin 

that instantaneously turned red. I held myself to see him fight for himself. Nobody 

interfered. Neither our guys, nor their guys. It was between them, not anybody else. 

Before Sameer could hit Ayush some more, Ayush grabbed his leg and threw him on the 

ground. I instantly felt that it was a smart move. He then sat on his abdomen and hit his 

beardy face with slaps and punches. His tender hands didn't do much damage to 

Sameer but at least relieved him off the tension that he was carrying in his fists. The 

tension that grew due to weeks of bullying and frustration, finally was getting an outlet. 

He finished off with joining his fists into a giant cup and throwing a massive punch from 

over his head into Sameer's gut. He cried in pain. Sameer was crying like a little puppy 

denied of a bowl of milk by his owner. Ayush came back. He came over his weakness. 

That was the end to his bullied self. A new beginning for his school life. 

There were those three assholes. They had bullied many kids. None of them ever 

retaliated. Even Ayush wouldn't have done that if I was not there to lend him a helping 

hand. It was over. Over for him. Over for me. No more feelings of rage. I couldn't save 

Prerna, but I saved Ayush. That was my way of serving humanity. It had violence but 

solved the problem. It cost Sameer torn lips and a gut inflammation that would last for 

at least a week. Ajay had a broken rib. And worst of all, Rajat, he had a broken and 

disfigured nose that would last for a lifetime. Every day of his fucking life he would 

remember me when he would look in the mirror.  



"That's what the price you pay for raping a girl and never getting caught", I told Rajat. 

His head held down in guilt. I thanked all my sports guys for coming over and we hugged 

Ayush and patted him on the back. I placed my hand over Ayush's shoulder and we 

began walking towards the army gypsy standing nearby. 

"Is that car standing for you?", he asked. I simply nodded in agreement. 

"Is your father in army?", he asked again. 

"He's posted in Leh commanding his troops to save our nation from enemies. And here 

we did the same. Saved you of your enemies", I replied.  

We walked together and since then have never looked back at our past. Now, no more 

haunting of past demons. And no more bullying under the nose of school education. To 

beat a motherfucker, you need to be a bigger motherfucker. To hit an asshole bully, you 

need to be a badass ballsy man.  

There may be conquest for peace in and around the world, but a fight between men for 

a few minutes is better than a fast that goes on for hours and days. It is better to have a 

fight in which blood gets spilled, bones are broken and teeth are smashed than a candle 

light march in the name of peace.  

 

***** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

All the drawings in this book were mine 

Next time I’ll definitely take some drawings from you 

For the April version of this book series 
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