
 

 

  



About Me 

 

 

 

My name is Arpit Chhikara. I do a lot of things other than conforming to the 

mediocrity of college education. This book is one of those things. It is my fourth book 

with no ISBN number. My officially published book will come out next month. And 

these story PDF's will come out every month as far as I come up with new ideas. You 

too can share your plot if you have any. 

I am no more on speaking tree. Not because I don't like spirituality but because 

people hold onto their spiritual ideals and beliefs to cripple themselves with fear. And 

I don't want to help them out by putting my fair share of spiritual shit on speaking 

tree. Bye bye speaking tree. 

I got my own domain reserved for a year. It is in conjugation with my older WordPress 

website. You can go to it via my newly registered domain: 

http://www.arpitchhikara.com 

If in case you get some trouble, go directly to: 

http://www.arpitchhikara.wordpress.com/ 

I am twitter and use it occasionally. More often than that I use facebook. But I don't 

see it very much. You can connect to me via mail but don't expect a quick response. 

WhatsApp only if interested in meeting in person and not for spam. The spam thing 

goes for all social media. And if you think this is boring, turn this page and move to 

the stories. And if you call and my phone is in flight mode, believe me I am in some 

serious work. Drop a text and forget about me. 

http://www.arpitchhikara.com/
http://www.arpitchhikara.wordpress.com/


 

 

 

 

 

impworkarpit@gmail.com 

 

 

@ChhikaraArpit 

 

arpit.chhikara.1 

 

9711370566 

 

 

Turn the page now. Stories are waiting. 
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He was running with me. He was small. And young. And full of energy. We were 

running in the park. Me and little buddy. The small pup who was doomed to survive in 

the harsh world. The little white hairy stray pup. I ran for two kilometers and he did 

too. After that he dwindled and found his way into the bushes on the left side of the 

tracks. I went on. An hour later when I was leaving from the same point, I looked for 

the pup. He was nowhere. I felt like hugging him/her while we were running together. 

But I didn't. And later, I couldn't find him. I went home. The day after I came again. 

And to my not so surprising reality, I again didn't find that pup. And never saw 

him/her again.  

Sometimes I miss out on chances that really feel like taking. Only to feel later, how it 

would had been if I had acted back then. Life goes on. And I never saw that pup 

again. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

My Graveyard(s) 

 

 

  



The world is not enough. Maybe that's why people come to me to get well furnished 

coffins designed to fit them in after they die. We are too much into social approval 

that we seek it even after our death. People ask me to offer the most satisfying and 

fanciest obituary that I can offer. What will that mean if you haven't lived a satisfied 

life. Nothing. But they don't get. The point is to live your life in the best and honest 

possible way to die free of any regrets. They have it backwards. Get buried in a nice 

coffin, have a pleasing obituary and the world will know that they lived an amazing 

life. Even death cannot bypass the basic human desire to shine in the eyes of the 

world. Validation is in our blood. And even in our dead bodies. 

My graveyard has been here for more than hundred years. It is an ancestral land. A 

property. A business. A livelihood. My great grandfather began working here when he 

realised it was a job that could help him pay off his dues to the Dutch. And the owner 

at that time was a Portuguese. So he worked. Few years later that man went back to 

his country and left his huge piece of land with a dozen graves to my great 

grandfather. Slowly after, the Portuguese left. And what remained was a family 

business of graves. Of coffins. Of obituaries. Of dead and the dying. And here I am, 

following the legacy as the nature prescribed it. 

Being the owner and having people from rich families coming in with their diseased 

fathers, mothers, grandparents' dead bodies, my father encompassed a lot of wealth 

and social status. Earlier we used to have a small two way gate. Big enough to pass 

for a single person. I have the picture of that in my drawing room captured by 

Polaroid camera. The body was taken in when two people held it. On from inside the 

gate and the other from outside the gate. They slowly and carefully moved it in and 

my father took charge from there. Slowly, he made enough money to make a giant 

sized gate and a massive board on top of it. He even made friends with a police 

officer and never had to pay any ransom to take lease for the land. In fact, he bought 

the land for some cheap money and handed over it to me in property. Just because 

the police officer had lost his elder sister and somehow came to get good service 

from my father for her burial. 

I don't work to dig the graves. Kareem did and does. I just did the digging work when I 

was in school and my father wanted some extra help with the business. I am now the 

CEO if that analogy applies to my work. Kareem is old. Not plain old, old like old. He 

has white hair on his head, on chest and in his beard and even the eyebrows. That 



old. I don't know his age. Never did I ask. He has been working here since my father's 

time. The irony is that when he came here to work, my father told him that he would 

soon die and leave a vacancy for another grave digger. But that didn't happen. Before 

Kareem could die, my father reserved his place in one of the graves dug by Kareem 

himself. Life is funny. What we least expect is what we most of the times actually get. 

He must be at least seventy. Maybe even more than that. I never asked him. I never 

heard him speak. He was the most sad and unlively person I had ever seen. Even 

more lacking in life than those dead people who come in here. He has an air of 

boredom and darkness around him. He is one of his kind. 

  



"Which is the best quality of wood that you have for coffin?", he asked. He was a dark 

and short man. Not too muscly but pretty well built. 

I showed him all that were there. He finally settled for mahogany. My dining table has 

mahogany, and he wants that for his mother's coffin. Money makes people do things 

that they would be least interested in doing otherwise. Whatever. I suggested some 

colours too, but he got confused. 

"I'll ask my mother which one would she like. Although you keep brown as my choice. 

In case she dies before", he replied. His mother was in hospital. On ventilator. 

Chances of her living were close to none so this man here wanted to give her the best 

gift of her life. Her planned burial with all her specifications. What a son. What a 

mother. What a disgust on humanity. 

We treat our self in worst of worst ways when we are alive. We smoke and burn off 

our lungs. We fill our guts with rubbish food. We excessively drink. We worry about 

our neighbours car. We shout at the government for our pitiful lives. We fret over our 

children's school. We live in a constant fear of the future. We deeply feel ourselves 

unworthy of life. We judge ourselves on past failures. And when the time comes to 

fully cherish with joy, we even worry about choosing the colour of our coffin. Our 

whole lives are lead in trying to do something. To get something done. To shine in 

somebody's eyes. To get respected. And the thing is that the person who approves of 

us while we are alive, may be lying next to our grave in a non-mahogany coffin. Cheap 

coffin. Bad obituary. And then other people find a topic to talk. 

What kind if a person he was. She couldn't afford a coffin as expensive as mine. 

Shame on kids who can't even bury their parents in an expensive coffin, let alone let 

them live happily. Their family is a family of misers. They put those cheap flower on 

the grave. What a shame. I have at least got jasmine for my mother. How come this 

man will rest in peace when his daughters are not yet married. This just goes on and 

on...... 

  



Kareem comes over daily. He never takes a holiday. Although he take a few breaks 

when he works. While digging, he always stands in the dug. To see whether it is 

appropriate in depth or not. And when he feels it is fine, he sits in there. In the sand. 

And lights a beedi and smokes to his delight. That's his break. He does this about a 

dozen times a week. To dig twelve  graves is not a big deal for him. He comes, digs, 

smokes, and that's it. At the end of the day, he gets his wages. Wages depend upon 

how many slots he dug for dead people to arrive in and see the enlightened. And 

then he leaves. With his loin cloth dirty and his vest full of sweat. He leaves. 

Nobody ever seems to question who dug the grave. Or who made the coffin. The 

coffin maker is a man whose culture doesn't have the tradition of burial. We have two 

distinct sections in here. One for Muslims. One for Christians. Whoever comes is 

directed to their desired location. And if somebody comes from some other religion, 

they simply choose whichever place they want. No priorities from our side except for 

a clean place to get their beloved one buried. They never seem to ask who dug up the 

grave. What is that person's religion. If you see others through the lens of social 

hierarchy all through your lives, where does that lens goes after death. Maybe it 

doesn't matter anymore. Because the doctor already had touched them. Or because 

it is nonsense for a dead naked body to be fit in the societal norms. When you are 

naked and dead, nothing reminds you of yourself. There is no identity. You are just a 

dead body waiting to get buried. Or burnt. Or sent to morgue. Or to medical school. Or 

to be left on road. Or whatever. Nothing seems to matter then. 

A burial ceremony was going on. A son had died battling some disease that his family 

refused to reveal. He was twenty eight. And his widowed wife laid white flowers in on 

his grave. His tombstone read a beloved husband and son. His parents were crying. 

He was not yet a father. I wonder what would his wife do after all this. Anyways, the 

ceremony proceeded and the church man began his prayers. And I went to my work 

like I always do. After all, this is my work. Letting the dying die is not in my hands and 

neither is reserving a place for them in heaven. All what I do is help the family of 

dead in finding a good coffin, a nice location and a fine tombstone to bury their loved 

one. Or their loving one. Since love never dies, only lovers do. 

  



Kareem is looking a little different today. More on the worse side. I wonder what is 

happening. I shout, "Are you fine". He turns toward me and shrugs. And nods. That's 

it. I have never heard that man speak. Except for his holy prayer. His voice is hoarse 

and grainy. The kind of voice you would get after digging graves daily for decades. He 

took his tools and went to his place. It was a fancy and unique location. Just below 

the Ashok tree. There were no graves in sight. All were centered around in other parts 

of the graveyard. He was digging. And wiping off his sweat in between. He had been 

working on that one since last week. Besides that he had dug four more. But he 

seemed to dig that particular one with such an intensity as if it was not a grave, but a 

land full of gold. I had no intention to speak to him anymore. So I went on to check 

the coffin maker. 

He was a jolly man. He took his chopper and chopped and chopped. And then shined 

and shined. And without my interfering in his work, he made the best coffins. There 

were pieces of waste wood all around. We used them to burn in winter evenings. And 

in summers, he made funny and wasteful things out of them. Like a stool for a two 

year old. Like a mouth organ that one could not blow. Like a book that could not be 

opened. And what not. After all, the people paid for the whole volume of coffin. And if 

some of that got wasted or was intentionally taken out, it was no big deal. Over the 

years I have seen one thing. No matter how much detailing somebody does over the 

coffin size, wood, tombstone and all, it doesn't matter actually. As long as the body 

fits in and the coffin shines with tombstone having required details in good style, all 

else seems irrelevant. And we get to warm our hands by burning wood in winter 

evenings. 

  



When I was to leave, I saw Kareem walking down the road. Slowly. With a beedi in his 

hands. I thought where did he live and how he went there. A bus. No. Because he is 

way too old to bear the burden of bus travel. An auto. No. Because he is dirty enough 

to repel a three year old kid who has shit in his shorts. So I just let him go. No more 

thinking about him. The more I thought about him, the more I could feel his gloom. 

And I didn't want to feel depressed and sad. The world was too sad already. And he 

forgot to take his wages today. Maybe he didn't forget. I forgot. Since he never 

speaks, it is up to me to give him his wages. Kareem. See you tomorrow. 

Many days have passed since Kareem came. His special place is still dig up below 

the Ashok tree. After he didn't turn up for a week and all other vacant graves were 

occupied, I hired a new man. He was thin and young. And he actually talked. But I 

wonder where was Kareem. And what should I do with that empty grave below the 

Ashok tree that he dug. Who was that unique grave for, I wondered. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Forbidden Intimacy  

 

 

  



I had to go for a business trip to Mumbai with one of my colleagues. He was new in 

the office. Barely two months of work, and he had swiftly taken over the mind of boss. 

He was just brilliant. Nobody thought he would be such an amazing editor of the 

articles in our magazine. I worked in a magazine company. My job was to filter new 

content and give new ideas. I was in the creative team. He was in the editing team. 

Our magazine was a fashion magazine and very famous. We had to go to Mumbai for 

a cross dressing fashion show that was to be held next week. It was one of its kind 

and our boss had chosen him and me for this work. I was feeling on the seventh sky. 

Hip hip hurray. 

When I came home, I told this to my husband. He was happy too. He was a busy 

lawyer. Too busy to talk to me sometimes. But that day he was different. A few days 

ago I had found a pack of flavoured condoms in his cupboard drawer. He never used 

them. Not with me at least. He just went in and released his semen not caring 

enough about my pleasure. After four years of marriage we had not conceived. He 

was perfectly fertile. I was fertile. But we just couldn't conceive. Maybe that's why he 

never bothered to give me a sensual orgasm. He just had his fair share of sexual fun 

and kissed me to sleep. So I wondered what were those flavoured condoms doing in 

there. He had hired a new intern last month. When I had gone to his office after my 

shopping, I had seen them working. She was young. Fresh out of law school with a 

bachelor’s degree in law. They were working and since my husband was into marital 

law, he was teaching her about that. And I suspected maybe that's how a man who 

was is an expert marital lawyer gets to have extra marital affair. I felt it was 

something more than that just internship. Maybe the condoms were for her. Anyways, 

he attentively listened about my Mumbai visit and congratulated me. 

  



It was all good. I began packing my clothes. A business attire. A formal. A traditional 

salwar kameez. A saree. Palazzos. Night gown. And while I did this, he seemed to be 

worried about how would I carry all of that. And more over, what was the need for all 

those dresses. He could never understand. Some things are a personal choice, not 

worth explaining and justifying. I took out three pairs of matching undergarments and 

grabbed my make up box. No matter how old a woman gets, she always desires to 

feel desired. Romantically and otherwise. Just like every person does. Women are the 

same. I was like that. I checked for my kohl, mascara, eye liner, lip gloss, lip stick, nail 

polish, lip liner, eye shadow, brush and a dozen other things. I also took out my 

bellies. For business attire. Brown leather sandals. For formals. Simple bellies for 

Indian wear. And flip flops for casual time. And after few hours of work, the stuff was 

packed. It was surprise that all of that actually fit in a trolley. Finally, I went to brush 

my teeth. And before I could forget, I wrote down on the sticky note brush and comb. 

And stick it on my cupboard. Those are the things I had to use the next morning and I 

could not forget to pack them after use. 

  



When I came to finally retire to sleep and call end to my day, I found my husband on 

phone. He was busy texting. I never felt the need to keep a check on him but that day 

I felt like asking him the dreaded words. Show me your phone. But I didn't ask him to 

do that. I just laid on my side of bed and he laid along with me texting and smiling. I 

wondered if it was that intern who was sexting with him. He asked me whether I was 

tired. And I said yes. He switched off the lights and turned on the table lamp. He 

undressed and began taking my clothes off. It was nor very difficult to undress me. I 

was in my gown with my legs bared. I was not even wearing my panties. My bra was 

lying in the basket of dirty clothes. He just drew my gown up and I raised my arms. He 

threw it on the side and I was naked. He was naked with his mouth buried in between 

my legs. It was good. Somewhat better than last week. Maybe the intern had made 

him better at giving oral pleasure to a woman. Maybe I was just making a false story 

in my head. Whatever, he was flicking his tongue around my clit with his pinky teasing 

my rear hole. Yeah. It felt great. The tingle of his fingers and the wetness of his 

tongue. 

It was fun and I was getting wet. I was wondering when he would began pounding me, 

but to my surprise, he rolled onto my side and laid on his back. He kissed me and 

told me to take charge. I knew what I had to do. I kissed him while being on top of 

him. Our bellies touching and genitals rubbing. I grabbed his little soldier in my hand. 

It was eagerly showing the signal of excitement while being in my hand and I drew it 

into my mouth. I was working on his shaft up and down, rolling my tongue around the 

head and licking it. It was fun for him. His fingers were buried in my hair and 

scratching my scalp. And my fun was to begin. I was feeling the urge to get 

penetrated so I sat on top of him. Yeah. He was lying down and I was helping myself 

to pleasure. It was going good and while he laid down, he rubbed my clit up and 

down. Left and right. Then he lowered his head into the pillow and he came. A sigh of 

relief for him. Not good enough for me, but I felt good that at least that day I was 

given some womanly treatment. That I was given great oral pleasure. Although an 

orgasm would have been great. Anyways, just like always, we lay there kissing and 

went to sleep after making out for a few minutes. 

  



I woke up in the morning to find out my trolley placed in the lobby and my lawyer 

husband making banana shake for me. 

"Get ready dear. You don't want to miss your flight or do you?", he said while working 

in the kitchen. And I smiled at him and began getting ready. Did my daily chore of 

bathroom activities and wore a simple shirt and firmly fitted blue jeans with my 

sandals. It was good. And then I braided my hair and put mascara with my lips 

covered with gloss. And it was great. Then I removed off my wedding ring and placed 

it in the drawer. Then it was amazing. I was finally ready to go for my trip. I kept my 

tooth brush and comb in my handbag. I had my banana shake and hugged my 

husband before leaving. The cab was waiting outside. He waved a bye and I waved 

back. 

Dhiren. The superb editor. He was waiting at the airport while flipping through the 

pages of Femina. 

"Hello. With that mascara and such a pretty hairdo, you are really making other 

women feel jealous", he said while giving me a hug. 

I smiled back at him and even showed him my well maintained teeth through it. He 

notices pretty good details. The other day he told me about the cloth of my shirt that I 

had worn to the office. He cared enough about details and was an interesting man. 

He had no wedding ring. Even I didn't. Not having a wedding ring and not being 

married are different things. But they didn't seem to matter then. We sat there for 

half an hour talking about the cross dressing event, changing fashion trends in 

footwear, the culture of not wearing belts with formals, saree in workplace and what 

not. Then our flight number was announced. I grabbed my trolley and he took his bag 

in his hands. While we were walking our way through the airport, he held my hand. 

And I was neither surprised nor did I feel the need to withdraw my hand. I let him hold 

it. We kept our baggage on the conveyor belt and left to board the plane. And he still 

held my hand. Our seats were together. Of course. And we continued our talk and 

after a while he fell asleep. So did I. After about an hour, the plane arrived at the 

Chhatrapati Shivaji Airport. I woke up first and shook him up. Then I pulled both his 

cheeks with my hands. He woke up and smiled at me. We exited the plane and then 

the airport. Before we headed for our hotel, he asked whether I was hungry. And god 

knows, I was. We took a taxi and went straight to our hotel and dropped our luggage 

while the taxi waited outside. We had different rooms.  



Then we came out and sat into the taxi. He asked the driver to take us to the best 

street food place in Mumbai. And he took us to Juhu. And Chaupati. And then 

Gateway of India. The weather was cool and fun and we had our fair share of 

enjoyment. The fashion show was to begin the next day and we were busy having fun. 

It was great. Finally, after the driver dropped us at Marine Drive, he paid him and we 

sat there. He paid the taxi expenses and I had paid the eating money. It’s about 

sharing what I believe in. 

While we sat at those carved out pieces of rocks facing the sea, I could feel 

something between us that meant more than just business. He told me that he 

wanted to make my hair. I felt like giving him a kiss and telling him how amazingly 

sweet of him was that. But I didn't do that. I just removed off the rubber to let him 

undo the braid and sat with my back towards him. He undid the braids and began 

combing my hair with his fingers. I thought of taking out my comb and giving it to him, 

but I didn't. It was good to feel his fingers in my hair. In my scalp. On the back of my 

neck. He was working with my hair and finally he made a nice pony tail out of them. It 

was a high pony tail. He took the rubber from my hand and finally tucked my hair. He 

had a good knowledge of fashion trends, styles and detailing. I knew I was looking 

pretty in that. Neither I felt the need to see my hair in a mirror, nor did I ask him how 

was I looking. I knew I always looked pretty when I felt joyful. 

"You seem to be an interesting man. I wonder if you have ever noticed my hands and 

fingers in the office", I said, while both of us sat facing the vast sea looking at the 

setting sun. He didn't reply. Maybe he got the hint. Maybe he didn't. It was dark and 

we stood up to leave for our way back to the hotel. This time I asked him whether he 

would like to have something to eat. And he eagerly said yes while admiring my sixth 

sense for predicting his tummy's desire. We went to the local places to have some 

Bhel Puri, Pav Bhaji and later shrikhand. It was total yum. Mumbai really shined at 

night. It was magnificent. So we wandered on the streets. We hopped in a red 

coloured bus and dropped at the point where our ten rupee ticket expired. After our 

long random walk and talking, we finally took a taxi to our hotel. It was twelve at night 

when we finally reached to check in. While we were entering the hotel, Dhiren held 

my hand while I stepped on the staircase at the entrance. And he didn't leave it after 

we arrived at the reception to ask for our room cards. Even I didn't withdraw my hand. 



"Mam, do one thing. Cancel the room that I have booked. We will stay together in Ms 

Rupali's room", he said. And the woman at reception did some work in her computer. 

I looked at him about what was he thinking. How could he make his way into my room 

without even asking me. He was looking at me and took my hand in both hands of his 

and said, "I noticed the symbol of your married life while at work. And at the airport, I 

noticed the freedom you had given yourself from your married world". 

I smiled at him and took my room card, or rather, our room card from the reception 

lady. With the card in one hand, my other hand went around his waist. His hand too, 

went around my waist. And we walked our way to our room. Together. 

Mumbai trip. A memory worth lifetime. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Inner Battle of Masculinity 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

It was my third week. No, it was fourth. The first day I came here was last month in 

the second week. First day was spent moving in and around the gym. Getting to know 

all the mass and strength building objects was amazing. For the last seven months I 

was training with my fellow gymnast friends. Rishi was the one who spent most time 

with me at our gymnastics gym. After mastering the basics of ground work and simple 

pull, push and hip hinge patterns, it was now time to get some weight work in. I could 

never leave my gymnastics practice, but it was at a halt. I had to get sufficiently 

strong to get my ring work into practice. It was too demanding on my body. So 

commercial gym was the answer. Rishi got me to the gym that he used to hit to get 

over his strength plateau. The rules of strength remain the same. Progressive 

overload and fresh nervous system. Whatever system you follow. Gymnastics. 

Weights. Strongman. Sandbag. Whatever. The body responds in the same way when 

the rules are kept in consideration irrespective of the stimulus. 

The coach took me to the mat area. And asked me to warm up the way I was used to. 

He knew I would do the same way as Rishi did. As we gymnasts did. Rolling on the 

floor and opening up my joints in every plane of movement. I began with the triad of 

mobility = the l-sit, the twist and the bridge. Twenty second holds for each one. Then 

other mobility drills for opening up the shoulders and hips. Finally, I concluded with 

the bird dog to get my abs, lower back and core firing. 

Being proficient at gymnastics made me muscular enough to draw attention 

wherever I went. The same happened at the gym. When I  came for my first day here, 

all heads were turned towards me. My v-taper torso was covered by my t-shirt but 

everybody could easily see the work I had done on my muscles beneath. My back was 

a result of thousands of reps of pull-ups and inverted rows. My traps were developed 

by endless hours of back lever holds. And not to mention, my front lever practice 

turned my lats into the most amazing muscle in my body. Besides that, my shoulders 

were big. All credit goes to handstand push-ups with extended range of motion. I was 

not a chest guy. Neither am I now. My chest was decently sized and my arms were 

well defined and thick. What stood out the most were my sexy sleek legs. Yeah, my 

legs. Wherever I went with my shorts, every girl turned towards me to check out my 

legs. I knew that they wanted me to give them some advice to build sexy legs like 

mine. I felt powerful coming to the gym. I was not skinny. Not overweight. Not there to 



tone myself. None like other people. I was there to get freaking strong and huge. To 

be the Greek god among the population of ordinary masses with mediocre desires 

and settled expectations. The overhead bar never made me feel small. It never 

criticised me. The barbell never blamed me. The ropes never shamed me. The rings 

never judged me. It was my way of feeling in control. Feeling in charge. Feeling totally 

responsible for the results. Feeling my own self. That is why is began training with 

Rishi and fellow gymnasts. That is why I was enjoying my time at the gym. Three 

weeks and I was feeling fucking strong and more of a man. Incredible hulk. 

The battle for my never ending conquest over masculinity started when I was pretty 

young. I was playing with frisbee on the concrete floor of our backyard with my sister, 

and I fell. In an attempt to not let the Frisbee go out of my reach and get the game 

point, I slipped and fell. If I had fallen on the floor, it would have not been a memory 

worth any space in my head. But I fucking fell on one of the small pots that happened 

to have a cactus in it. Holyshit. I hurt my shin in a brutal way. It was bleeding and 

swollen and I was weeping. My sister lifted me over and began shouting for my 

mother. My mother came and took me to the doctor. While we were on our way on 

the scooty, my mother drove and my sister sat behind me. My leg was wrapped with a 

towel. The thorns were inside and to cover it with a towel was even more painful. But 

the blood also had to be stopped. Sometimes what we do to feel better is what 

leaves us feeling worse. The whole way through the ride to doctor, my mother kept on 

telling me not to cry like a girl. Be a man. Do not cry. It's all right. Grow up. Boys don't 

cry. And was just six years old. Too young and vulnerable and hurt to use my mind. 

But I got the message. To act as if nothing is hurting even when it is. I am not sure of 

other guys, but I had to be a grown up man. And not just another man, a strong man. 

Finally, the doctor pulled out the thorns out of my shin and put a bandage all over. 

And I didn't cry when he touched my wounded, bleeding shin that had tiny pores over 

it. I was a man. And we don't cry. We suck it up. That day marked the beginning of my 

journey into manhood. Or rather, into an illusion of masculinity and being a man. 

  



After I was done with my mobility, it was time to get some real work done. I went 

towards the rack. Shashank, the trainer, asked me to call him Ruby. It was his pet 

name. It was a total contradiction to what he looked like. A hefty muscled guy with 

the name of a pet bitch. That was a satire on his manliness. Big muscles and bitch 

name. Ruby, the massive giant gym trainer. Anyways, I began with the overhead 

pressing. I have an obsession with giant cannon ball deltoids, so I always train them 

the first. In gymnastics, I began with the handstand push-ups, and here I began with 

the overhead press. Strict military style. So after two simple sets of warm-up with 

enough weight to milk out eight reps, I loaded the bar. With twenty-five Kg on each 

side. Total fifty kilos. Fuck yeah. 

The gym was full of folks who just did chest flyes on machine and insane amount of 

curls. No count of reps, just pumping till the muscles were totally obliterated. And 

then there were those who were a little smart. They were mindlessly thumping out 

endless reps on the bench press. Flat bench press to be specific. Then there were 

those with curls of different types. Concentration. Preacher. And the one who was 

doing the heavy barbell curl was not even working his biceps. He was too busy 

looking at his bloated arms in the mirror, that he was just moving his shoulders in a 

forward-reverse motion that gave an illusion of doing a curl. Dumbass gym bro. Chest 

and biceps are the muscles that they think make a man a man. The muscles that 

show are the muscles that you have to work. That was their belief. 

When I was holding onto the barbell with my arms in position, with twenty-five kilos 

pinned on each side, all were looking at me. It seemed to me as if it had been a long 

time since they saw somebody pressing weight overhead. I cleaned the weight over 

my head and lowered it to my collar bone. It was heavy and stimulated all the muscle 

fibres in my delts and traps. I felt like king. I finished up with four more reps. Total 

five. After two minutes of rest and looking at the gym bros, I did another set with the 

same weight. Five more reps. Then I changed the weight to twenty plus two on each 

side. Total forty-four kilos. Repped out eight reps for two sets. The guys were looking 

at me in astonishment and awe. 

I moved to the next exercise. The rope climb. It was a staple in gymnastics. My 

personal favourite for biceps and back. It also blasted the hell out of abs. I caught 

hold of the rope and climbed up. It was about twenty feet. Good enough for one 



round. I could feel my lats and biceps filled with blood. While I looked at the watch to 

count my two minute rest, I moved my eyes to the gym. 

There was skinny tall guy who was sweating from head to toe. He was sipping 

something out of his sipper that had a logo of a supplement brand. It was either an 

energy drink or protein shake. He was there to get muscled and feel more 

comfortable in himself. There was a woman who was overwhelmingly working out to 

shed her flab. She was in her twenties and was overweight. She had already sweated 

it out on the treadmill and later shifted to the elliptical machine. She too wanted to 

feel comfortable in herself. There was another dude who was doing dumbbell curls 

and in between sets admiring himself in the mirror. Another middle age man who was 

skipping till eternity. A guy of my age crunching himself to death. Little did he want 

anything other than abs to flaunt on facebook. There was this girl who was bench 

pressing with two kilo dumbbells. She wanted to tone herself down. Ruby was helping 

all of them out in their pursuits. Everyone here was somehow unsatisfied of who they 

actually were. This was the scenario of commercial gym. 

My two minutes were over. I climbed the rope for the second time. Two minutes later, 

for the third time. Shit. I was pathetically tired. I went for the last and fourth round 

with the fear that I might fall from the top end and badly bruise my hands. It never 

actually never turned out that way. 

Nevertheless, I had to finish the last exercise for that day. Farmer's walk, my 

favourite one. The one that can make a beginner puke his guts out. I went to the 

dumbbell racks. The ones that I could lift with all my remaining strength would be no 

more than fifteen kilos. I knew that for sure. So I took twenty kilo dumbbells in each 

hand and went to the treadmill to fatigue the hell out of my muscles. I set it up at 

pace of three. And began walking with special emphasis on my calves while turning 

on my lats and concentrating on the traps. It was gruesome training. My traps and 

calves were burning. I walked one fifty metres. Took one minute rest and went for 

another round at the same pace for same distance. Then finished off another 

gruesome set with same weight, distance and pace. Building strength demands being 

fresh. Building muscle demands being fatigued. I did both for various muscles. And 

as a result of that, my traps flashed so sexy that I felt fetishy towards them. Yeah. My 

sexy traps. My gigantic shoulders. I felt like a man among all those folks in the gym 

who either were shedding kilos or wasting their energy in stupid exercises. Fuck 



those who do curls and flyes. Who lift pink dumbbells. Who wear lifting belts. And 

especially those men who wear gloves to avoid calluses on their hands. They have no 

right to live. They better hand over their balls to Grehshobha readers. 

I didn't wipe my face. It was red and covered in sweat. All around felt shaky. I sat on 

the mat and had three glasses of water. Yeah, I felt better. The mirror in front of me 

was showing how much I had trained. My clothes were drained in sweat and veins 

were popping on my temples. My cheeks which were already sunk in since I had 

began my gymnastics practice, weight training just made them worse. My 

cheekbones flashed and my jawline was more than just prominent on my face. Like a 

GQ model. My lips were in a permanent pout. When we get sufficiently muscular and 

with low body fat, the face really shows it. The body is big and the face really thin. 

Since last couple of months, the veins on my neck were always popped up. 

Permanently. My neck was huge. Like that of a strongman. And in addition to the trap 

work that I did, I looked like a beast. Maybe that is why dudes who were heavier than 

me looked small. They had the mass and muscle but in the wrong places in wrong 

proportions. Nobody gives a damn if you have a big butt. If you have huge thighs. If 

you have thick chest. If you have insanely big arms. Nobody gives a shit. But 

somebody with a giant neck and huge forearms demands respect. He stands out as 

the man among boys. The hulk among gorillas. Both are big, but hulk is bigger. I felt 

like hulk among all those gym bros. Yeah. If I didn't have agreed to go to the 

gymnastics gym that day with Abhay, I would still have been the way I was before. 

Small. Weak. Sissy. I thought my conquest over my masculinity was over, but it 

wasn't. This was beginner's game. 

I wrote down in my diary what I did for that day: 

Day 14: Wednesday 

 Military press = 2*5 50 Kg + 2*8 44 Kg / 2 min rest 

 Rope climb = 4 rounds / 2 min rest 

 Farmers walk = 3*150m 20 Kg each (3 Pace) / 1 min rest 

The day after I had to again come to the gym and be more of who I was starting to 

feel. A powerful man. Hulk. Yes, day after tomorrow. 



It’s easy to hide psychological issues, low self esteem and insecurities by being 

physically huge. But it isn’t a path to take in the long run. And I was beginning to feel 

that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Coming with new stories next month 

 

 

 

  


