


Another year is now coming to an end,

A new one coming up like before it did......

The only promise I make this time is to not make any at all if it is gonna 

break!



Me and My Body



He was in my class, Dheeraj. I didn't talk to him much as he was constantly surrounded 
by girls. Girls whom I secretly wanted to talk to were his buddies. I admired him with 
hidden jealousy. Whenever I looked at him I realised how much I lacked in what he 
had in abundance. I was a loner bum all through my school life. I didn't know what I 
had done to myself until that day. 

"You sitting alone?” spoke Dheeraj in his heavy duty tone. 

"Yeah", I replied and shifted to the side. 

I won't say he was attractive in looks because he really wasn't. He was a plump fair 
skinned guy who was tall and had no facial hair what so ever. I was square jawed well 
built guy who was into swimming for more than a decade. He got what I always 
desired, the tender touch from the opposite sex. If deep voice maketh the man, I was 
the one. If beautiful woman maketh the man, he was the one.

The class proceeded and with our teacher facing the board, Dheeraj faced Pooja. 
Pooja smiled at him and threw a paper chit in his direction. I was actively observing 



what was going on among these hormone filled seventeen year olds. He opened the 
chit and it had a drawing. I turned to have a look at Pooja and then saw what she had 
drawn again. This was the first time I saw a woman open her heart. What I had always 
seen was a woman opening her legs, that too on a screen.



What the hell was going on? Did girls really open that much with a guy they liked? I 
wondered looking at that drawing. I didn't say anything since Dheeraj was more of a 
man in this scene than I was. Though I shaved that very morning and he hadn't 
probably felt his first whisker grow. Life is not just ironical, it merely laughs at losers. 

When I was in seventh grade, I used to sit with Raghav. He was a small statured nerdy 
guy with thick spectacles. He didn't study well but had a PC at home. The guy your 
parents would ask you not to talk to, he was that guy. He was the one who used to get 
game CD's in class and give it in exchange for ₹10 to kids. I always wondered what he 
did with all the wealth that he amassed. 

"What do you do with this money?” I asked him one day during lunch. 

"Go to cyber cafe", he replied.

"Why do you go to cyber cafe when you have PC?” my curiosity grew.

"For internet dude....” he replied while swallowing his cheese toast.



I could not stop myself from asking him what he did at the cyber cafe. 

"Fun stuff... you know", he replied.

Now I wish I hadn't asked him the next question. It was too late to step back. 

"You mean multi player gaming?” my twelve year old mouth came up with this.

"No man. Hot things", he looked around, came close and said in my ears the four 
words that ruined my psychosexual development... "Stuff that happens in bedrooms". 
They are five words actually. 

I always wondered from where I came in this world. My father told me to ask my 
mother. My mother replied I was god gift. My grandfather just simply smiled and said I 
would understand that later. I wish I had waited for that time and wisdom to come. 
My eagerness to learn wasn't satisfied at that moment as my libido isn't in the present 
moment. How come the gift of god reaches the body of a woman and makes her 
abdomen progressively large until the body of another human comes out of her. And 



why not a man gets to give birth to a child? I came to know about the answers to 
these questions not in my sex education class or reproduction chapter, but from 
Raghav. He knew what he was saying but it wasn't right way to explain what I wanted 
to know. Teenagers aren't as smart as they think they are. 

"You see this....” he whispered while I focussed with my eyes glued to the screen, 
"....this is vagina, also called pussy. You put your tiny pencil in here in the sharpener of 
the girls you like". 

This is how I began my journey into knowing about sexuality and women. We were 
sitting in a cyber cafe. At the mere cost of ₹15, we could satiate our teenage fantasies, 
I thought to myself. This was just another way to give rise to some more fantasies, I 
never thought that.

Then we changed the pic and saw a man fucking making love to a woman. Her pussy 
was dark. The previous one was pink. 



"You have skin colour, you have sex organ colour. See this.....", and we saw a black 
woman's genitals. There were different categories. All the woman you see in the day, 
you could see them naked in evening. That was freedom of choice for me. And it didn't 
even require getting to know them; I was simply amazed at that.

Raghav and I went to the cyber cafe in evenings on the pretext of playing with our 
friends. Later we went to either his home or mine to play with puzzles. I now seriously 
wish we had played. Played with a bat and a ball and not with a bat and two balls.

The stuff that once was interesting was now hampering how I looked at women and 
people. To me every girl was in some way, shape or form a body from a porn category. 
Black. Amateur. Teen. BBW. Brunette. Men were my enemies. Especially the ones who 
were getting access to the private places of females whom I masturbated to day in and 
day out. I didn't ask questions to people who might give me right answers, but to 
those who I expected to tell what I wanted to hear. Human nature is simple. We only 
listen to what we really want to listen to, all else is hearing.



"Does masturbating hurt my growing height?” I asked Raghav.

"If you do in excess, it will", he replied and we went to the toilet. We were at his home 
in his bathroom. This was ninth standard. He had now collected more than fifty porn 
videos and kept them hidden in his PC. We used to watch them first and masturbate 
together later.

"Not so fast, you don't wanna tear the goddam skin.....” he whisperingly shouted, "see 
me do it". I saw his tiny one. His was little darker than mine. Although our skin on the 
top was pink and similar, the skin colour of our tiny one's differed. Some days we 
would use Vaseline to make our dick slippery, other days we would rub one out with 
raw hands. I was more concerned about getting an erection than marks. What 
mattered was to wash hands after masturbating rather than before or after having 
food. I lost my childhood manners but acquired new ones. The ones that I now regret I 
have. That was what I was growing up with.



I always had a hidden shame of watching porn in private. About masturbating also. I 
rationally knew everybody does it and knows about it, but despite that I was the one 
who was scared of being caught. I always felt somebody would read on my face which 
porn star did I jerk off to last night. I wanted to talk to girls and hold their hand but I 
was scared that they would be disgusted to shake hands with me. I mean, why they 
would shake hands with me who used those hands for dirty work. My whole life 
revolved around porn, jerking off and learning about sexuality from magazines and 
books than from psychosexually healthy people. 

Then I talked to Dheeraj about Pooja. Not about Pooja, but unconsciously about my 
shame and lust.

"Does Pooja like you?” I asked faking up a smile.

"Yeah she does", he smiled back.

"Have you fucked her?” I asked.



"Who are you to ask that", and I felt belittled with the look of disgust and anger on his 
face. 

I didn't talk to him until the final period. Insecurities are loud, confidence is silent, a 
wise man once said. Then I swallowed my spit as the porn stars swallow semen, and 
said, "Sorry. I was not intending to hurt you. I'm sorry". It takes no guts to ask for 
forgiveness when you don't feel sorry. Maybe that's why he didn't reply.

I was finishing up my diary when he spoke the first word after three whole hours of 
silence.

"It's ok. You shouldn't be rude in your words". And then I thought in my filthy head 
how would he react to when he would get to know how rude my thoughts were as 
compared to my words. I had been jerking off to Pooja for more than three years. 
Before she began developing her boobs and I first ejaculated, we were friends. We 
were together in grade four and five and used to talk to each other. I never felt lustful 
towards her, I just liked to be with her and we rode on our bicycles in the evening. 



Then things started changing as we began to grow physically. She became even more 
attractive and I was just another guy with pimples. While she used to get attention, I 
used to sit alone with my fantasies. She got new friends and I became alone. I quit 
cycling as my cycling partner was more involved in hanging out with new friends and 
not me. I wish I was as handsome as those guys who used to get ice creams for 
attractive girls. I wish I was that worthy of such a company of outgoing people. In 
between this period of desperate wishing and self loathing, I met Raghav and found 
solitude in that closet of shame. The same closet that became the biggest demon in 
my life.

The day went on and in evening I rubbed one out to MILF porn. Then one to gang 
bang. After dinner, to Surbhi, my hot neighbour aunt.

When I was small, I carefully observed my teachers who were obviously all females by 
heaven's grace. That time my observation was out of curiosity, innocence and joy. 
Now it is based out of desire, hormones and deep sense of lack. I saw one of my 
teachers with some vertical marks on her belly. She used to wear a saree and near her 



navel and in surrounding area were some lines. I suspected her kid was born when her 
tummy was cut and sewn apart. I didn't ask this from anyone, I made it understood. 
Too much of schooling makes you think whatever is feasible with logic is also 
sustainable with rational brain. It isn't. Although my connection between the stretch 
marks and child birth was wrong, I felt a sense of shame in asking my mother about 
that. She too had stretch marks on her belly that I saw whenever she wore saree. I 
didn't see any of those marks in porn though. 



"You better mend your ways, you pervert", Ritu shouted at Vikram and slapped him. 
He tried to grope her when she was playing basketball with him. He didn't turn up for 
class for a week after that incident. Then his photo came in newspaper. 



While I was growing up, all through my teenage years I jerked of and lived in shame. I 
wanted to do something in life while at the same time was a slave to my addiction 
towards lust. I didn't know the answers would lead back to questions. The only reason 
I went outside was to look at women and see what was hidden behind their clothes. A 
flash of their breasts while they picked the nail paint bottle from the vendor sitting 
below made my evening. The sight of a saree wearing woman's leg while she stepped 
on a rickshaw made my pencil tip instantly wet. I used to see the bra colour of girls in 
school when they wore white shirt every Saturday. 

"How are you so good with girls", one day I asked Dheeraj when we were in the toilet. 
I knew he knew how desperate I was while asking that question.

When we finished washing hands, he faced me and said what I always longed to hear 
from my parents, "Why do you think you are not good?” He turned it onto me. Smart 
people always do that, turning onto others. But as dumb as I was, I felt even smaller 
than before at that remark of his.



"I don't understand why I don't talk to them. I want to but I can't. I feel very self 
conscious and think that they won’t like me anyways since I don't have anything good 
to talk", the loner loser inside me was now out for Dheeraj to witness.

"You gotta spend some time to with girls rather than on pornhub", I lowered my eyes, 
"Why don't you come to cycle with us today evening? We will begin from the sector-
14 Rama stationary", he said. I knew he was a good guy and trying to help but I felt he 
was way better than me to understand my thoughts.

I thought for a while and nodded. I had never listened to what my head said, but I 
came to know what the gut says is what actually matters. I was not surprised that he 
knew I watched porn and jerked off; he was a guy after all. Everybody knew that. Was 
it on my face? I don't think so. Masturbating is healthy, Dr. Prakash Kothari says that. I 
shut the inner monologue. 

"See you dude!” he said and left the toilet. I wiped my hands and left thinking whether 
I should jerk off before cycling with him in the evening or afterwards. 



I was physically fit. I did my swimming four times a week. Was state level swimmer 
and had a nice set of abs. When I went to the pool in my swimming costume, all eyes 
stared at me. Specifically at my body. My school teachers and girls used to look at me 
and I wondered what the hell they are looking at. Is there something wrong with me? 
Having a pretty face is a curse for vagina owners just as having a muscled body is to 
penis owners. I never felt safe in my body. I was always scared that somebody might 
pull down my shorts in the locker room. I waited for everybody to leave when it was 
time to change the clothes. I could not pee with somebody looking at me. Whenever I 
went to toilet, I waited for everybody to leave as I could only pee alone. Or I went to 
the shit toilet to pee.

Raghav was in arts now. We were in grade 12 although our interests were same 
irrespective of our subjects. Whenever we talked, it was mainly about girls and their 
lack in our pathetic lives. Misery doesn't just invite company, it leads to self 
destruction. Who was the cause of my ruined model of sexuality; he was the one with 
whom I loved to spend my time with. I greeted him despite that and took my pen 



drive back home without asking him to fill it with latest hot stuff. Dheeraj's *four five* 
words ringed in my filthy head. 

I am only as good as the bad choices I refuse to make.

I had the impulse to jerk off and to satisfy my craving, I went to the bathroom. I was 
initially erect when I remembered Shubham's distant cougar resembling aunt, but 
soon I lost my boner. I never had erection issue when I masturbated after porn. But 
without porn, it took some time. Today, it was taking long, way long. I came out 
disappointed with my cannon relaxed and cannon balls hanging loose. Just as there 
are bad days in training, there are in masturbating.

I took out my cycle from the store and dragged it to the repair shop. The man there 
oiled it thoroughly and filled air in its flat tyres. For the first time in years, I was going 
to cycle with anybody else. I looked at that man and wondered how simple his life 
was. Most of the time I went to gym to exercise because there were some girls with 
well maintained body in there whom I used to see in evening and later jerk off 



remembering them at night. Holding all my insecurities in my shame ridden heart, I 
paddled my cycle and went to the venue. 

Dheeraj was there. Pooja was there. There were two more guys and three girls. And 
last one was me. I was feeling as if they were already judging me. They all were having 
ice cream with their cycles parked nearby.

"Which one will you have", asked Pooja while I shook hands with Dheeraj and other 
guys standing there. 

"I didn't get any money with me, I won't have", I replied and felt so small inside that I 
felt like crying in my mother's lap. 

Pooja wrapped her arm around my arm and pulled me towards the ice cream vendor. 

"One butterscotch cornetto", she said to the vendor. Before I could say thanks, "No 
need for thanks. We are buddies since childhood", she said. I smiled back. 



"I saw you that day doing something..... I guess it was backstroke. You are good at 
swimming", said that girl with cat frame spectacles and slender figure.

I already had somebody to admire my shitty life and stupid activities. I allowed myself 
to absorb what I was listening to. Sometimes we have to let others decide our worth 
as they know us better than we know ourselves.

"Yeah, currently I'm working on that", I said. She carefully looked at my lips. She was 
trying to visualise my words, I thought. I wasn't bad with girls or with anybody so as to 
say. It was just that I was more in my head than in the moment.

"We will take a lap around the sector and then another one in opposite direction", 
Dheeraj said. 



We began paddling. This time I hoped that in my friend circle I would learn to be a 
better human being. I sincerely wish I do, because living this dual life of manliness is 
difficult. When I ejaculate, I feel like a man. When I can't feel comfortable around 
females, I don't feel like a man. What this crisis really is, I have no clue. But one thing 
is clear. To get my way out of this shit hole I'm in, I have to change the inputs. Because 
what goes inside, that is what cums comes out after being processed. No pun was 
being intended, spelling mistake it was.  



Searching Among Stars



Sitting here under this dark sky on a winter night I remember my father. He was a 
smart man, he still is I am sure. When I was young, he used to take me on the terrace, 
and we used to gaze at stars. 

"You see that in the sky. That is a constellation. It is called Sapta Rishi", he said. 

Looking up I nodded and asked, "What is a constellation? father....".

"It is a group of stars that come together and form a shape", he replied. 

I nodded once again. 

At that time I was seven year old. Now, three decades have passed. Everything has 
changed but that constellation hasn't. It is staring down at me while I wonder what my 
life has been until now.

It doesn't matter. Nothing actually matters. What I have experienced in my life is all a 
moment, I feel. When I was young, I wanted to grow old and accomplish things in life. 



Now sitting here alone in this park, listening to the youthful voice of the couple 
walking by, I wish I had a life I expected. Not wanted, but expected. 

There is this strange thing that happens once you do things that you wanted to do. 
You get praise, approval, credits and fame. All that only led me to feel alone and 
empty. The child within me desired to make love to a woman when I was young. 
When I was a teenager, I wanted to break free from my parents. After college I 
wanted to create a life of excitement. After that I wanted to be in love. Sometime later 
around my thirties, I craved for a purpose. Now, I feel what would have happened had 
I made choice to be my own lover in the first place. 

The cigarette pack is lying beside me. I smoked one a few minutes ago. Now that 
moment is gone. I'll smoke another one and some more time will pass. That is what 
life really is I have come to realise. It passes. It can't be stopped. 

"What do these stars do to get in that shape?” I asked my father. It was a curious thing 
to ask about that constellation.



"It is visible as the earth rotates. It stays there. Some days later you'll spot it in that 
direction", he pointed to a place in sky.

The sky and stars are same, Earth rotates. A person remains same, things change. All 
through my life I was trying to be like Earth. Now I regret not being a star. The more I 
tried to be something, the more distant I felt from myself. 

"Can I touch the star?” I asked. 

He smiled, "It is far, very far to reach. The star is a fire ball that sparkles and twinkles. 
You can't touch that even if you reach it. You won't reach it anyway, so the idea of 
touching a star is dismissed".

"Haven't we made a spacecraft to reach stars? What if I make it...?” I said pointing to 
the middle star out of the three congruent ones in that constellation.

"Don't say what you can't say", he replied. 



I shut my mouth. He never understood me and he never lied to me that he did. I 
wanted him to understand me, but I never told him so. Many times in life I have made 
it clear that I don't care while I crave for care in the inside. I hate to say that now, but 
much of my life has been lived in my own head than in the present moment. The 
misery of my life is not that I lived a sad life, but that I never spoke up to ask for my 
happiness.



We laid there on the grass looking at the sky, wondering about something we didn't 
share with each other. I knew my friend's fathers did lot of good things with them, but 
my father was busy as far as I remember. His work mattered to him more than me. I 
desperately wished if I could be a person at the place he worked so that I could see 
him more often. To listen to his voice, I craved. To feel his aura of strength, I craved. I 
regret not asking him to play ball with me every Sunday when he was at home. He 
played with me once, but the next Sunday he didn't. And never ever after. I wanted 
him to play with me. I liked when he intentionally threw ball to the far so that I would 
run and catch it. It felt so safe to be around him that I was not afraid of losing a catch. I 
knew he would throw once again. I never found a partner to play with me the next 
time. I never felt a safe space to try things and not worry about another chance.

I wish I had a father who understood what I could never say. What if... 



The Unsent Love Letter



I don't remember the day I first saw you but I am pretty sure I saw you before I sat with 
you in the class. I am feeling hesitant to go ahead and write this all because I have 
never told this to anyone, not even to you. But this joy in solitude with your memories 
will now come to an end with my broken heart exposed for just another wound. After 
all those years of sadness and regret, reliving some moments with you in my fantasy 
feels like a holy dip and I shall fully immerse myself into romance.

I don't know what made me attracted to you. I now know that attraction is not a 
choice, it just happens. What we have choice over is to stay attracted, I believe. You 
were so pretty, I mean, I masturbated to you a number of times and still I smiled when 
I imagined holding your hand. And still I wanted to be with you, listen to the words 
coming out of your mouth. The only test for true love is to masturbate to your assumed 
lover and see if you would want to still see them after you ejaculate fantasizing them. 
If the answer is yes, that's love. Otherwise it is craving for bodily satisfaction. That's 
the test of love, especially if we confuse it for true love.



I liked your eyes, they resembled that of cat. I never trust those people who have those 
kind of eyes, but I mistrusted my rules to follow my gut. I still don't understand 
whether that decision was right or wrong. In matters like this, all is what it is without 
any judgement. I always search for those kind of eyes but everytime I find them I get 
disappointed. They are always below those eyebrows that do not have even a fraction 
of amazement as yours had.

I also liked the way you spoke with innocence in your words. I wish sitting here with my 
memories that I could have some of your innocence in my soul that was corrupted with 
cultural rules and crap. You also reminded me of my lack of acceptance by the world 
everytime I listened to you talking. I wish I had told you this but the reason I listened to 
you talk was that I never got listened to myself.

Your hands still make me feel an un-nameable feeling in my gut. They were so sweet 
and your almond shaped nails were the best part. I remember when you used to tell 
me things while pointing my hand on notebook with your hand holding mine. It was so 



warm to be held like that. I always saw you as someone who could help me out feel 
better about myself. 

When I used to get home from school, I used to wonder how you would be doing. What 
would a day in your life would be like. The line of my class was adjacent to yours. My 
day began when I saw your face. My day ended when I imagined your face.

I'm not an admirer of makeup but I liked your mascara and kajal and eyeliner. Your 
eyes with them looked so pretty, I felt like drowning in them. I know that's not possible 
though but dreamers have their own world, and there are no boundaries to what is 
possible there. Before I forget, your lip line was amazingly perfect and I wanted to kiss 
you but I didn't. I couldn't, actually.

I used to do poetry just because I did it. I saw some of your work and thought if I could 
do it that way, how great it would be. And to my surprise, our English teacher praised 
me. I didn't know whether that praise was good or bad but it made me create a poem 
diary. 



You did poetry on bonding, romance and nature. My themes were more rational, I 
thought. What I didn't know was that emotions bypass logic and rational thinking. So I 
got into writing poems like that. They were not very good but I began practicing and 
got better. When you have the muse, you create great art. When you have a lover, you 
create even greater art. 

What began as me looking at you and masturbating in bathroom at the pretext of 
taking shit, which turned into something deep. You became a point of fixation for me 
just like we have that black coloured point in the eye doctor's chart. I used to imagine 
you sitting beside me with your hand on my knee, and poetry flew on those sheets in 
that diary. It was not a diary to be clear. It was a small size notebook that I covered 
with sky blue chart paper. I used my Add Gel Cat pen to write in that. If that seems too 
much detail, I'm sorry, I care for things that matter to me and I remember them 
carefully.

Our classes changed. I wished we would come together again sometime. I desperately 
wished we would talk but you got other friends. In between this time of nearness and 



separation, I grew more close to my poems. When we fantasise about somebody for 
long period of time, we lose our motivation to act and express ourselves when they are 
near us, as we feel contented enough in our fantasies. The same happened to me a 
number of times. I saw you walking with a girl and I just smiled and went by. I was 
getting late for something that didn't even matter as much as you did. And I took no 
shot while still wanting to hit a basket. But I do remember those gray coloured tight 
shorts that revealed your shapely legs and thighs. 

Then one day finally, I called your name while you were going away with your friends. I 
was not expecting you to get back as I was afraid that the distance of bad experiences 
among us would be too far for you to cover. But you came. I was scared the whole time 
I confessed about the mistake that I never made. Not to shine in your eyes but to have 
the courage to be responsible for our future irrespective of our past. You listened and 
accepted my apology. You gave yours. We looked at each other. 

I would have asked you to meet me in the evening for a walk across the market. I 
didn't. The exams were over and so was the school. A new life was waiting for us and I 



was waiting for you to not go back with your friends. It didn't seem you came there to 
listen to me say sorry. Your eyes were searching for an answer I could not find a 
question to. I went without even saying goodbye only to regret about what I had done. 

I wanted to write some more poetry in your name, but I burned my notebook that day. 
I tore off all the pages and poured some mustard oil on them and put it on fire. My 
terrace was the place where I promised myself looking at those poems in ash and fire 
that I would never ever write poems in my life. I saw love as a way to feel good about 
myself. It doesn't work that way. When you feel good about yourself, only then you are 
capable of love, now I know that. 

I wish I had given you that notebook. I would have kissed you that day when you 
waited for me to say something and take things further. I was too scared. Not because 
you would say no, but what would I do if you say yes. I lived my teenage years feeling 
sad, undeserving and small inside. We were right people to be together, only my 
righteousness was not that very high.



I know where you live. I have been from the outside of your house a number of times. I 
wonder what would have happened if I had placed my poetry notebook in the hands of 
your mother. I still want to come there and give this letter to you but I won't. The time 
to do that has gone, the desire still remains though.

For every action there is a time, and for corresponding reaction there is some more 
time. I wish I had learned that before. The window of opportunity opens for a tiny 
moment. Afterwards, it shuts and we keep on waiting. Sometimes I think what I would 
do if we see each other face to face sometime. I don't know, but if we do, I'll remember 
the promise I made to myself. 

I won't write poem(s) to the same woman for the second time once I give up. And at 
this stage and this point in my life, I have somebody to write poems for. 

Thank you for making me realise how it feels when you feel loved and in love. It didn't 
make me open up my heart to you, but I gave the gift of my hurtful experiential 
learning to somebody who now loves me. 



You come in my dreams once in a few days. Everytime I see your face, I see those 
innocent eyes staring back at me with a hope and longing of sweet talk that we used 
to have when we were together. I never told you this but if I had we would have been 
together. There was a person who made me feel how it feels to be loved. It was my 
grandma. But it was you who made me feel how it feels to love someone. I don't know 
why we stay separate together while I still see you in my dreams. I remember those 
shapely legs of yours and how your hips moved when you walked. It would have been 
so great if our feet pointed in the same direction, sadly they don't. 

I wish you the best in your life. Have a lovely journey of romance and learning 
wherever you go. I don't miss you because your memories are still stuck in some 
corners of my heart just like tiny cobwebs in the corners of a room. I have built myself 
enough compassionate and integrated to live with it and not let that impact the lives 
of my dear ones.



And yeah, I did my test for true love once again last night. I had the desire to talk to 
you after masturbating while imagining making love to you, but then I realised...... It is 
not about others making you feel good about yourself but how we treat ourselves. And 
now that I have developed some understanding of my emotions, I need not be in love 
to merely seek that good feeling. 

I am enough, you are enough whether we are together or not, all what was there is 
just enough.



My name is Arpit Chhikara. I love to write and tell stories that leave people wondering 
whether they were experiencing fiction or reality. I move around in search of learning 
and experience but end up gaining a lot of stories to share and not share. I have my 
own censor rules. Anyways, if you like the stuff I wrote, don’t tell me it was great, I 
know that. If you have something to share of your own do get in touch with me at:

asafoetidafenel@live.com / 9711370566

mailto:asafoetidafenel@live.com


All the stories were original but did they really happen...... I hope they 

don't 


