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To those who stood at the edge,

made the choice,

and learned what it truly costs to survive.
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Before the First Shot

This story did not begin with a gunshot.

It began with a question.

What happens when fear becomes louder than truth?

When power hides behind patriotism?

When justice is no longer about what is right—but about what is convenient?

Target is not a story about terrorists and heroes alone.

It is about choices—made in silence, under pressure, and in moments when no one is watching.

Every nation has its enemies outside its borders.

But the more dangerous ones often live within—

inside systems, inside institutions, and sometimes inside ourselves.

This book walks into that uncomfortable space.

It asks what it costs to wear a uniform.

What it costs to pull a trigger.

And what it costs not to.

You will meet officers who want to do the right thing—

and discover how difficult that becomes when truth threatens power.

You will meet civilians whose ordinary lives are interrupted in a single violent moment—

and realise that courage does not always wear a badge.

And you will meet fear—

not as a scream,

but as silence.

Target is a political thriller, yes.

But more than that, it is a moral reckoning.
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Why This Story Needed to Be Told

I have lived in a country where headlines move fast—

but questions linger.

We debate security.

We debate nationalism.

We debate justice.

Yet rarely do we pause to ask:

Who pays the price when decisions are made in the shadows?

This book was written from that pause.

Not to accuse.

Not to glorify.

But to observe.

In the world of intelligence and counter-terrorism, victories are rarely clean.

Truth is often classified.

And justice is negotiated more than delivered.

I wanted to tell a story where:


	Good people are forced into impossible choices

	Violence does not bring relief

	And survival itself becomes a moral burden



Target does not offer easy villains or spotless heroes.

Because real life doesn’t.

Some characters will unsettle you.

Some will disappoint you.

Some will stay with you long after the last page.

If, at any point, you feel uncomfortable while reading—

that discomfort is intentional.

Because silence is comfortable.

Truth is not.
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1.The Morning of Decisions
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Some lives break with noise.

Others fracture in silence—

when a choice is made before the world is awake.

Morning arrived quietly in Anita’s room. Sunlight slipped through the curtains in thin, golden lines, warming the walls, touching her face. She slept on, wrapped in the last comfort of dreams, as if the world outside had agreed to wait.

A knock broke that agreement.

Anita groaned and pulled the pillow over her head. Just a little longer. Just a few minutes more. But the door opened anyway, slow and careful, and her mother stepped inside. She stood there for a moment, watching her daughter breathe, then spoke—gentle, but not indulgent.

“Anita. It’s morning.”

“Five minutes, Mum,” Anita mumbled, her voice thick with sleep.

Her mother didn’t move closer. She crossed her arms instead. “Enough. Get up. We need to talk. You came home very late last night.”

Anita sat up reluctantly, rubbing her eyes. “Manshi was getting married. She’s my childhood friend. It was her bachelorette. You wouldn’t understand.” She tried to sound casual, dismissive, as if that might end the conversation.

It didn’t.

“This isn’t about the party,” her mother said. “Your Uncle Mahaveer has found a boy for you. From our community. Educated. Respectable. They’re coming tomorrow to see you.”

The sleep drained from Anita’s face. She stood up, anger rising fast, sharp and familiar.

“Why do you all decide everything for me? Let me live my life, Mum.”

Her mother’s eyes softened, but only briefly. “Your father was martyred,” she said quietly. “After that, Mahaveer has taken responsibility for us. We owe him respect.”

Anita turned toward the washroom, her back stiff. “And what about my life? My choices?”

Her mother’s voice hardened, just enough. “Mahaveer is the head of our community. People listen to him. His decisions aren’t questioned.”

Anita turned back, desperation slipping into her voice. “Doesn’t my choice matter at all?”

Her mother looked away. “If you refuse, there will be consequences.”

“Mum—”

But her mother had already stepped out, closing the door behind her.

Anita stood alone in the quiet room. The light felt dull now. The walls seemed closer. She paced, then stopped, her breath uneven. Something inside her settled—not calm, but resolve.

She picked up her phone and dialled.

“Rahim,” she said the moment he answered. “I need to go to Mumbai tomorrow. Urgently.”

“So suddenly?” he asked.

“Don’t ask questions,” she said. “I’ve got a new job. I have to leave.”

“But last night—”

“Last night you said you were going to Mumbai,” she cut in.

A pause. Then, “Yes. My father’s better. I’m leaving tomorrow morning. Train’s from Ratlam.”

“I’ll come with you.”

Another pause, longer this time. Then, “Alright. I’ll take Salim’s bike. Drop it at Mansoor Chacha’s shop in Ratlam. Be ready by five.”

“Thank you,” she said, and ended the call before doubt could creep in.

The network faltered, the signal weak, but her decision was clear. She packed quickly. Only what she needed. Nothing that tied her down.

Before dawn, the street lay still. The main door creaked open as Anita stepped out, a small backpack slung over her shoulder. The air was cool, the sky pale. She didn’t look back.

Bhola, the milkman, slowed his cycle as he saw her. Too early. Too quiet. Then he noticed Rahim waiting on the bike. Anita climbed on behind him, holding tight as they disappeared down the lane.

Bhola watched until they turned the corner. His unease sharpened into certainty. He took out his phone and dialed Mahaveer.

On the other end, Mahaveer listened in silence. The girl leaving was one thing. The boy she left with was another.

Nothing was said. But something had already begun.
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2.Whispers at the Border
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Night had settled fully over Attari.

Beyond the tall windows of the surveillance room, the Wagah–Attari station lay bathed in artificial light—rows of sodium lamps casting a muted amber glow over concrete, steel, and waiting faces. The darkness beyond the platform pressed close, thick and watchful, broken only by the low hum of generators and the occasional metallic echo of boots on stone.

Inside the observation room, Ajay stood still, eyes trained on the platform below. Beside him, Sushant leaned against the railing, arms folded, scanning the scene with habitual alertness.

The Samjhauta Express rolled in late—as it often did.

Its arrival was never punctual, never predictable. Tonight, it glided in close to midnight, its wheels screeching softly as it slowed, carrying with it not just passengers, but history, suspicion, and old wounds that never quite healed.

Doors clanged open.

On the Indian side of the border, travellers disembarked cautiously—some stiff with exhaustion, others alert, guarded. Their movements were slow, deliberate, as if every step had been rehearsed. Officials watched closely. So did the guards, moving in disciplined patterns, eyes flicking from face to face, trained to read hesitation, fear, calculation.

Routine—but never ordinary.

Tonight, the air felt heavier.

In the observation room, Ajay’s phone vibrated. He raised it to his ear without looking away from the platform.

“Intel confirms it,” said R&AW Director Subhmoy Chatterjee, his voice calm but edged with urgency. “ISI believes their man is onboard. He will cross at Attari tonight.”

Ajay’s grip tightened slightly. “We’re scanning every passenger, Sir.”

“This isn’t a courier,” Chatterjee continued. “He’s a handler. Sleeper cells are resurfacing—quietly, methodically. One mistake, Ajay, and we lose the thread.”

“I understand.”

There was a brief pause. Then Chatterjee’s tone softened—just enough.

“We’re proud of your father’s legacy.”

Ajay’s jaw set. “Thank you, Sir.”

“I pulled strings to get you this assignment,” the Director added, the steel returning to his voice. “Don’t repeat past errors.”

Ajay inhaled slowly. “I won’t.”

“And remind Sushant,” Chatterjee said, “this isn’t a battlefield. We need evidence. Not martyrs.”

The call ended.

Ajay lowered the phone but didn’t move. Below, passengers filtered into queues, documents checked, bags opened, closed, waved through.

Sushant handed him the binoculars without a word.

“What did the boss say?” he asked quietly.

Ajay exhaled. “They still think your methods are... excessive.”

Sushant’s lips tightened. “Do terrorists surrender politely now?”

“This isn’t about force,” Ajay said evenly. “It’s about control.”

Sushant met his gaze. “I’ll die for this country.”

Ajay didn’t flinch. “We’re not here to die, Sushant. We’re here to make sure others don’t.”

Silence stretched between them—not hostile, but weighted.

As Sushant raised the binoculars, he broke it softly. “Why did you join R&AW?”

Ajay considered the question. “My father believed the country came first.” A faint pause. “I believe survival matters just as much.”

Sushant nodded. “Fair.”

Ajay smirked. “And the salary doesn’t hurt.”

Before Sushant could reply, Ajay’s phone vibrated again.

A photograph appeared on screen—a man wrapped in a white shawl, seen from behind, moving through the platform.

Sushant glanced at it. “Your mother’s calling.”

Ajay answered, his voice shifting instantly.

“Hi, Mum.”

“You never call,” she said gently. “I worry.”

“I’m fine.”

“Just like your father,” she said. “Always fine.”

He smiled despite himself. “Where else would I be?”
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