


To someone special......



A soul with a vacant place sought something deep,

It was connection I thought, clueless I was

It was love I thought, uninformed I was

Maybe I am looking for bonding, I was mistaken

What I wanted was very remote from what I got,

I sought something while being unaware, I found something eternal....

Your melodious words ring in my ears,

The sight of your lovely eyes makes my day,

I care for your mesmerizing smile,

May it always always remain.

The words were not enough, for they could not reveal what I had to say

I opened my mouth, but it was my heart that was wanting to say

Her eyes searched for answers to her questions

They mere sight of my truthful eyes let her doubts fade away...

I cared for her, she was a beautiful woman

Her affection was so much, I shivered with joy

Presence of her being made my eyes sparkle 

I hope she understands what makes me feel connected to her...



Her soft hair flew over her forehead,

I took a few strands and placed them behind her ear,

She shivered with excitement, not knowing what I was having in my thoughts,

I kissed her forehead, knowing she would remember me later.....

Some things are felt more than they are said,

They ring in the ears just as passive objects on roadside,

I am not sure what destination I am heading towards,

I only know this is something deep that is leading to reliving my past hurt. 

May this time stay frozen with desire intact,

Her memories stay in my head, and very often they ping my heart

When I am with her, she is with me

When she is not with me, she comes alive in memories as real as she really is....

May you live long and grow strong,

All I wish is a life of joy with misery so far you can't sense,

We'll together see the beauty of stars and shine of moon,

I wish you a happy birthday, you amazing lovely woman!  



The Solivagant

by Digvijay Singh



It was a cold evening in the month of January. Fast moving cold winds were making it 
more difficult for commons to come out of their houses. Roads connecting the farms 
of people were empty. People could be seen sitting warming their hands over fire, 
gossiping and telling stories of distant lands. On the other side of the village, a few 
women were singing some traditional songs while others were dancing in a strange 
way. Dancing is a not just a performance art form consisting of purposefully selected 
sequences of human body but it simply is poetry in movement. It has an aesthetic and 
symbolic value depending upon different cultures and traditions. There is a saying in 
India that, “joy increases with sharing”. For years, dance has been a way to express 
excessive joy and brings an increase in strength through such small and sometimes 
gigantic gatherings of people. But meanwhile, somewhere on the periphery of village, 
a twenty year old boy with long hair and dark brown skin was sitting near a tube well. 
He was a ‘Banjara’. They are the people who move around the country and never own 
a house. In village, people say that travelling is their fate and God chose them to go to 
different distant lands and tell stories of people living far away from them. They are 
the most mysterious people and always stay together in their mobile camps in small 
groups aka "tribes". They don’t stay at a place for long and always keep on moving. A 
dirty little bag was lying near the boy on the grass. The dew soaked by the fabric of 
bag was proof of the time for it had been lying there. Winds were moving faster than 
ever before during the whole course of the day. The boy grabbed his bag and took out 
a small blanket with small burnt holes visible on it. It was much shorter than the 
height of boy but with some efforts he was able to fit in that blanket. 



Suddenly a strong loud voice hit his ear drum. It asked presumptuously, “who is 
there”?. 

Even before he could assimilate the situation, a six feet tall muscular manly figure with 
a big bamboo stick was in front of his eyes. The demonic man started asking about his 
name and why he was in his farm. The voice was getting stronger and stronger. 
Perplexed with the questions of the man standing in front of him, he stutteringly 
replied that his name was Arjun and he belonged to the Banjara community and he 
had nowhere to go and nothing to do. His voice was telling the story of harassment 
that cold winds had done unto him while his body shivered in response to the curse of 
winter on the poor guy's body. Maybe he shivered from cold, maybe out of fear of the 
man in front of him. The voice of that man started becoming soft and he told the boy 
that he could stay in his hut for that night. 

The boy reluctantly agreed to the proposal of the man and they started heading 
towards the hut for the night. On the way to the hut of that big man, it started getting 
darker. As if dark was not enough. In that moment of utter silence, the only sound that 
was audible was the sound made by dry grass due to the gentle pressure of their feet. 
The sound made by those epidermis piercing cold winds were as thrilling and as 
fearful as one could imagine. They soon reached the hut the man was talking about. It 
was well woven by different grasses, rice plants with a big bamboo stick in the middle 
of roof. 

The door of the hut was thick enough to hold back wild animals. The hut for the night 
was no less than elixir for a dying man. Living long is a clear invitation to misery and 
remorseful life while living deep is a gift from heaven. The hut was warm enough to 
save them from the monstrous cold winds. Big man opened the door and told the kid 
to make himself at home. The boy replied with strange emotions that he had never 
had a home. Big man looked at him for a moment and after a strange silence he said, 
“Let me make you a cup of tea”. The boy nodded in agreement and the man turned 
towards the kerosene stove. The man pumped the stove to start the burner but it 
didn’t work out well. Maybe because of cold it was not working properly, he thought 
to himself. He was totally unaware of the forces that were subtly asking him not to 
light the stove that night for that boy.



After a long struggle with stove he turned towards the boy with a mixed feeling of 
helplessness and anger. It took no time for the boy to understand the feeling that he 
had been through many times. “Let me try”, he said. Big man, with no sign of 
reluctance, gave him the way. The boy opened the bag he had with him and took out a 
screw driver. 

With his tough hands he started removing the screws from the stove and after some 
minutes of tik tak sounds, he made it work. He had profound satisfaction on his face 
but when he looked up, he found no one there. The man was not in the hut. The boy 
made soup from the leaves he got from the north. He was sipping the soup as he 
spitted the leaves on the ground when a sudden sound grabbed his attention. 
Someone opened the door and entered the hut. It was the same man, the big man. 
The boy said, “I made soup”. 

The man replied, “Ohh thank you so much”. Big man sipped the soup and stopped for 
a while and looked at the boy with an amazed smile on his face. He said that he had 
tasted nothing like this before. “How did you make this”, he asked. The boy replied, "I 
once visited north and got a few of these leaves. These are called magical leaves 
there”. He told the man that plants of these leaved shed their leaves once in 5 years 
and till then no one can use them. He told him about a saint who used to treat 
different illnesses with the help of this plant and its leaves. 

The man with a smile said, “Why don’t you stay with me as I live here alone”. The boy 
could work in his farm while he would get good company, the man proposed further. 



The boy told that the fate of a Banjara lied in moving, once they stop, they lose their 
identity and defy the God. “God made us to learn things and teach them to people 
living on the far away land”, he said while facing the man. The man asked why he was 
not with his group. The boy replied that a few people attacked their caravan and in 
hurry to save their lives, they started moving in different directions when he lost the 
track. When he crossed the jungle, he reached here. After a long chat, both of them 
went to sleep. 



Next morning when the man woke up, his eyes looked for the boy but his efforts failed 
to find the boy. In a hurry he threw the blanket away and began searching for the boy. 
He came out of the hut but found no one around. When he went back in the hut, he 
saw a handful of magical leaves near the stove. The boy never returned back. He never 
came back to that village but the man is still waiting for him because there were 
questions to ask and answers to receive. 

“The boy may be gone but is he really gone”, a voice asked in the man’s head while he 
touched that magical leaf......



My teenage and its repercussions 

To the lonely teenager I once was 



When I first saw her, she was alone. Maybe not, I was stalking her. She wasn't fair 
looking but was very adorable. I instantly fell in love with her as soon as Viraj left her 
alone in the park. He was doing his pranayama and I was looking at Pruba from behind 
the bushes. She was a bit hairy though, but bitches are like that, saying that I consoled 
myself. I was infatuated with her. I never cared enough to actually find out what was 
the breed she was from. Not because I didn't want to, but I cared less about her when 
I saw Sonali. She was Viraj's sister. I know, I know, I am an anti social creep, but what 
can I do. 



I have this weird fascination and attraction towards women who are either 
unavailable or out of access. If I sounded too much technical, let me break it down. I 
like hard targets. Not to say that women are targets, but for perverts like me, they are 
at times. Sonali was different. Not only I liked her normal sized breasts and firm butt, 
but I really listened to her when she spoke. Most of the times when females, 
especially hot and seductive ones, when they speak while looking at me, I fantasize 
about them rather than listening to what they say. I don't get what comes out of their 
lips; I care more about how those lips would feel while wrapped around my father of 
nation.

Last night I went to shop some clothes. Luckily my mother was in the ladies 
department and I got some time out to check out the hot receptionist. She had plump 
lips and her teeth were plain fabulous. I saw a bit of her cleavage when she just bent 
over the desk to place sheets in her printer while a paedophile resembling man stared 
at her crotch. I don't like it when men who can't get hard seek prospects for getting 
laid. It is not just waste of time but actually reputation damage for other men who are 
in line for a particular woman who is the object of fixation for their night time 
bathroom pleasure. I again objectified a woman, I'm sorry. I can't help. The piece of 
flesh that hangs between my legs makes me do that. Also, a substance named 
testosterone flows in my blood that is secreted by soldiers. The two soldiers who 
guard my commander who eagerly waits and awaits to get into attention position 
whenever a hot female belonging to homo sapiens arrives in the territory. I am not at 
fault although my body surely is. Whatever I said, forget it. Let me tell you about my 
life other than this nonsensical talk. 

I am Raman Shukla. I am a Brahmin. I have received oral sex and also given it. I am no 
more a vegetarian as far as I know since I have tasted flesh although I haven't 
consumed it. A lot of flesh I have tasted. Especially the meaty one that comes in pair 
and hangs just below the neck. You get what I mean, if you don't, be a bit smart. 
Anyways. I belong to India but being region biased, I will tell you that I am from a place 
7km south of Lucknow. 

My village is Murdasa and I am in full favour of caste system. The lower caste people 
deserve good opportunities since Brahmins like me exploited them for a long time. 
That's why I openly talk and fight for abolishing the reservation and creating equal 
chances for all. Anyways, nobody gives a flying fuck about what any motherfucker 



Shukla from Lucknow says. Maybe that's why senior Shukla, my grandpa got into 
police and became SP. He not only got a solid network with local goons and politicians, 
he also helped open a source of income for homeless prostitutes by getting them 
clients from foreign. He never indulged in other women, my grandma told. If I had 
oestrogen flowing in my veins and mind full of moral values, I would have believed 
that it was true. 

Don't tell it to anyone since it can get us all in trouble. But to handle trouble I have my 
advocate father. He is a great man, greater than my grandfather. My baba made love 
to my dadi to yield 7 kids. My father made love to my mother to yield a pair of twins. 
Sometimes it is not about the quantity of result, it is about the intensity of output. 
Thanks to Sheelajeet Gold. 



When I was seven years old, I used to see the hands of ladies around me. They were 
my aunt, mom and teachers. I wondered where those hands have been all through 
their lives and where more they would be going. I used to think how great it would 
feel to be touched by those soft feminine hands and touch the warm skin of a 
woman's abdomen. I came to know feel about this touch when my aunt hugged me 
once when I had just returned from school with my exemplary display of sycophancy. 

I mean I came back with report card. I know you don't understand deep thoughts. 
Anyways, she was wearing a saree and when she hugged me; my face was on her 
abdomen. It was warm and I felt a tingle down my balls. Since the age of seven, the 
parameter was set. If I touch a female and feel the same tingle, she is good. 
Otherwise, I am not going to give her either my time or my.... Leave it, deep thoughts.

Getting back to Viraj's sister about whom I told you before. She and I study in the 
same class although she doesn't understand how much I masturbate to her. To her 
sweet face, to her lovely hands, her firm butt, her pubescent breasts and assumingly 
the warm wet hole in her crotch. Sometimes I wonder how pathetic it would have 
been if whatever we felt inside would be out there for the other person to 
understand. 

Though our facial expressions and body language reveal a lot of what's in the head, I 
doubt they tell that a guy jerked of 7 times the previous day. I hope I am not caught. 
By the way, all 7 rounds were not for Sonali. She was entitled for 3 rounds while 2 
rounds went each for our English teacher Mrs Rupa and the girl who has come to stay 
for a week with Dr. Tripathi who is our neighbour. 

Yesterday I saw that girl washing clothes on the terrace while I flew my kite. In 
between handling my kite, I occasionally had a look at her red painted toe nails that 
perfectly complimented her sexy silver anklets. She had a bust that would satiate my 
desire for flesh and she didn't even knew that I knew she wore a black bra. Maybe 
that's why she kept on washing clothes irrespective of what a perverted teenage guy 
was doing to her in his mind while at the same time pretending to fly kite. 



I wasn't like this before. Most guys who I know who are they way I am, aka perverted, 
they became like that to fill a gap in their soul. They didn't realise then that the hole 
between a woman’s legs will never be the remedy for something that they are 
desperately longing for. They all are heartbroken guys who didn't get that back turned 
gaze from the girl who they loved in high school. Or they are the ones who had cunty, 
controlling, nasty bitches in place of understanding, caring and affectionate mothers 
while they were growing up. I don't have either of these stories. 

My mother was really sweet and strikingly beautiful. I wonder why she married a man 
like my father who is a badass income tax officer. She would have had lot of good time 
with an architect or something similar. She passed away as soon as I was born. There 
was some blood related issue between me and her. I never got breastfed by her and 
was raised in the arms of other women. Maybe that's why I seek the sight of hot 
breasts so much. The only memory I have of my mum is somewhere in my 
unconscious mind of which I have no conscious idea whatsoever. 



My father married another woman who was my mother after my biological mother 
died. All ladies in family fondled with my hair and touched my cheeks. I was not born 
with a silver spoon but born in a family of care. My step mother, although I don't call 
her that, she was one day lying on bed besides me. I had returned from school and 
after having toast and juice, I was lying with her for a nap. I was just thirteen when I 
had sex for the first time. With her, my mother. While lying together, I had my hands 
wrapped around her waist and head near her neck. She looked at me and caressed my 
face. I did the same. She put her hand on my back and placed mine on her breast. 
Being unaware, I let my hand lie on her boob and kissed her cheek. She pointed her 
finger on my lip and then to hers. I kissed her lips. It was tasteless, but despite that I 
enjoyed it. Then my hand went from under her kurta to her belly and things went 
ahead from there. I ejaculated for the first time inside her. And from that day 
onwards, I was interested in how a female would feel down there. That's how I 
became who I now am.



Life isn't very different when we realise how same it as at its core. Some people chase 
what appeals to their eyes, some look forward to gustatory pleasure, I aim to satisfy 
my carnal desires. That's it. Meanwhile, the lady sitting in front of me is really hot. 
Rather than concentrating on the sheet in front of me and writing my exam, I am 
eagerly waiting for her belly button to flash from her saree when she passes from my 
side.

 Ahhh..... She really is pretty. I hope she knows how much I masturbate to her.



I’m not a bitch

Dedicated to you miss ***** ********



I don't know why nobody loves me. I am a bad girl, my mother says. I never care for 
anybody, my father says. I don't have friends, I say. Maybe I'm arrogant, but I'm not. 
Others feel I'm a cocky bitch but I am just who I am. No shame in that. Although I do 
feel miserable inside about who I really am. 

Yesterday I was going with my fellow classmate after school was over. She took me to 
her house. We entered and I saw her mother standing near the kitchen. She got a 
glass of frooti for both of us. I don't know why the hell in this world people expect a 
motherfuckin thanks all the time. I didn't thank her and my friend was offended along 
with her weak self esteem mother. If you do something in your life, it is your choice 
and your responsibility. Then where does this “thanks” thing come from? Anyways, 
fuck all those who seek validation and credit for whatever they do.

I never pay anything to a beggar. Not because I don't care for them, which I obviously 
don't, but I would rather smoke a cigarette with those ₹5 or ₹10 that I would offer to 
a homeless jerk. I don't have any humility and surely no modesty. I am not saying this 
to brag, people have complimented me on this. Whatever anybody says or does, it 
doesn't matter to me. I have my things to handle and I care for myself. Is that 
arrogance? No you dumbass folks, it is taking care of self and not arrogance. 

The last time I said sorry was way back when I was small. We say sorry so often that it 
loses its value. And when the time comes to really feel sorry, we can't feel it. Sad 
truth, but real truth. If somebody passes from my back and they touch my bag, they 
say sorry. What the fuck you mean by that? You were passing, I was in between... Why 
the hell are you sorry about that? It doesn't even matter to me whether you pass 
behind my back or not, and then you say sorry. What is that, I mean? It makes no 
sense from my uncaring, ignorance and plainly self invested heart. Then they say I'm 
cocky. Okay, I’m and it’s a great thing to know. 

"You have to greet your grandmother's sister when she arrives at our home in the 
evening", said that man who is legally the husband of the woman who gave birth to 
me.



I didn't greet that old fucking lady. What do I have to do with greeting somebody who 
doesn't even matter to me? I know I have the mindset of caring only for those who 
matter to me, but that's what life is. That old lady who I don't know and don't plan to 
know in near future, she doesn't deserve my greetings. Not to say that I'm some super 
rich lady whose greeting is given to worthy people, but to an extent it is true. 
Everybody is equal even though we have these biases of seats and stuff. But still, at a 
human level, all people are equal as human beings. If I have a life, I have a choice. And 
I make my choices to make myself happy. It makes me arrogant, doesn't it?



I think my mother is going out. I better close the door before she bombards me with 
her shit. My boyfriend is also gonna call me in the evening. Let's see what he has to 
say, I am already occupied with my stuff from school. I wish he was not so caring and 
let me live my life with no care from his side. He deserves to care for me that's why he 
does. And I also allow him to do that even though I don't like it. It is confusing but 
anyways, I'll get ahead with my work. I hope momma leaves before I see her. I don't 
wanna listen to her saying me bye while she waves her hand in the air. 

I don't think I can ever land a job with this attitude. Who is gonna have a woman as an 
employee who is self invested and not a sycophant submissive meek whore. 
Whatever, I'm fine the way I am, the world will manage.



Pride goes before a fall, Shakespeare wrote in Julius .... whatever that was. 

I hope I know when my time comes so that I can make a giant leap and save my pride. 
And yeah, I may not be modest, but I'm not arrogant even.

Fuck you if I am.



Well, that’s me, the author
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