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AKSHAT S. PATHAK (2006 -) an Indian classic writer, widely popular for his dark plots and tragic stories of love, pain, psychological tendencies; started writing literature in 2021;


Grown in the womb of an obscure lady, Akshat Shekhar Pathak was born to a young literary graduate, Swapnali in Washim, India on the night of 17th February. He pursued his first few hours of life in the ‘Reynolds Memorial’ hospital and later travelled back to his hometown, Nagpur, for the next fifteen years of his journey. Akshat was always a profound scholar of interest in the matter of studies at the school level and did well in his historical academic performances quite a lot of times. His father and other members of the family wished him to pursue his further career as an engineer or doctor in his middle times of teenage – but that venture did not last long as he chose to become a writer of destiny, rather than a scientific scholar with no inventions.



His alliance with his family members, made him shake the shackles in the early days of the year 2022, months after the sudden turnaround of his life, back in June. In 2021, Akshat underwent a traumatic event in his life, which caused his living a difficult change he found hard to accept. The loss of one of his close loved ones put him in a manic mental state which in the later months, found him hard to suppress. 12th July was the day he published his first title – Before I Turned Evil!! and its story had a significant role in his initial recovery from this same incident.



Later, successively, Pathak also published more novels such as the likes of; Loving her Ruptured Soul! and You Murdered My Marriage!! which are today considered some of the best emotional rollercoaster story-tellings - by him. His most loved book sold around 350+ copies internationally and was loved by readers from the United States, India, Germany, and Japan. Before turning into a full-time writer, Akshat also contributed to several arts and sciences, such as logic, philosophy, and psychology.



He also maintained a persistent belief of accord in his high school at Hislop College where he pursued academics later, after surviving the mourning of his good friend’s loss, from life. Later as the days of his reprisal in the family came closer, he decided to pursue Literature as his primary subject in the university and took over the family’s ambitious offensive, in silence. By the middle edge of the year 2024, in May – he published another yet distinguished piece of literature, in name with his adult novella titled Her Heinous Defloration which was distributed in central Europe, United Kingdom, and the United States, in a timeframe fewer than three months.


Although, throughout his three years of writing; he did not get any award or recognition for his works, he marked a sense of pride through dark works of literature, targeted at young as well as mature audiences.





Praise for the book








“A vanquishing sequel to the book Before I Turned Evil. The way Heath, the protagonist of this story turns into the antagonist of the story gives you goosebumps and makes you realize that at some point things can go in ways you would never be able to imagine though. I would surely recommend that this book is worth your time with me talking from the angle of its worth in terms of money.”


“The only thing I found wrong with it is that the storyline in between seems like little confounding which makes it weird but at the same time more interesting as the Joker sets his feet in the deeper grounds of Gotham city. And so you must take this note in your mind that it might be quite bewildering for you to understand the story at first but if you did so you would say that this is certainly one of the best stories ever written in the genre of Psychological thriller…”

-Swapnali – Reader

“The author's efforts are highly appreciated. Each and every line left me curious about what was going to happen next?! It kept me engaged. Keep up the good work!”

-Rachana – Reader


Preface










This sequel is one of the biggest achievements in my writing career. Until now, I had never believed that I had the charm to continue writing this far. Full of obstacles and inevitable circumstances shaping my path, this book was one of the toughest tasks for me, but I am delighted and grateful to have finally reached this point and to have made it so far in life.


This sequel to my debut book Before I Turned Evil is a reminder of how 'pain' shapes mankind towards 'evil' among 'us' - human beings, and how easily it can become a part of our nature and ultimately - our destiny. It is a reflection of the 21st-century world we live in today and portrays itself as the ultimate possible consequence of our continued sins.


To Heath Ledger,

May this book bring peace
to his soul resting in heaven...
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Prologue

The last night was descending towards the city of Gotham! Everywhere where one could look there was a thick layer of black clouds surrounding the sky which could burst open with droplets of rainwater at any moment.. Lightning was striking through the air like a jolt as though it had freshly found its new home in this city and destroying it seemed its only aim. It was quite a dark atmosphere and it was hard to guess whether what was going to happen but one thing surely seemed clear... and that was that something dark was going to take shelter in the very roofy house that laid in the south-east of this city which was home of none other than the Catwoman!

Yes, Catwoman was the person with whom something monstrous was going to take place and fate had indeed decided something really cruel for her which was maybe worse than death! Yes, death was a worse part but what was more worser than that was surely a mystery. But no matter what, that mystery was soon going to resolve anyhow, either by hook or by crook.

The atmosphere in the roofy house of Catwoman was quiet and still, as the time turns around to be midnight and there is hardly any visitor or neighbour present around her like they usually do in the daylight. Voice of water clinking down the stony surface of the fountain that laid in the center of Catwoman’s house could be heard in the ears from a short distance outside the main entrance gate and the hooting of owl could also be heard in the air that would sound quite awkward and creepy to anyone who would try to settle himself/herself in such a atmosphere. There was greenery everywhere around the cemented fences of the roofy house of Catwoman, encircling it in a square shape from every side and building a strong wall of defence as though the Catwoman had herself built it.

It seemed that something very peculiar was soon going to take shelter in the surroundings of this small, roofy cemented house and the mirrors present inside this once upon a time beautiful home would witness it with their own eyes out of pure guilt.

A smell, or you may say foul odour of something dead was flowing here and there in the air, and the winds were too feeling really ghastly because of it! Certainly, a environment of darkness was spreading everywhere and the same applied to the atmosphere inside the house which was intense and highly pressurized with lack of light and enough of darkness that would just kill anyone’s soul. There was foggy air nurturing itself in the surrounding of the living room which was neatly arranged, properly in its order and the fish pond which was set up on the table along the wall was glooming around with dark black coloured piranha fishes which could eat any human within a fraction of second.The environment in the room adjacent to the living room was quite the same and the rest of the house was too at its proper place as usual except one thing. And that thing was the happiness, the cherishment that once nurtured in this house when those two people who meant everything to Catwoman were alive, those two people who were the loved ones of Catwoman and were the home and heaven for her! But by devil’s choice they weren’t alive anymore and the joker was the reason for it. The Joker had troubled both of them, and even murdered one of them who was no one but her forsaken father. She had always wondered why she didn’t kill the joker at seeing him at the very first sight and had always regretted her decision by listening to Batman because he had advised her not to kill him at any cost even if he deserved to loath upon the demon of death! But now it was too late because that moment had passed on and she had lost the chance to kill him, to kill him and finish him once and for all, with God’s grace.

There’s one thing I want to quote in such a situation and that is “A Devil once set loose would destroy everything that would come in his way”.. And this is the best quote that might be commendable for such a pitiful situation created out of your hands.

Catwoman’s room, set upon the first floor of her roofy house, was looking a bit awkward and unusual by the look of it, and the door along it stood open ajar, making some space for her to come into view and keep the scene clear. Her back was towards the door and she was sitting on her bed holding a birthday wishes card in her hand. It seemed like a small card but looked very beautiful from all its corners because of its dazzling designs and mind-blowing patterns. By the way she was holding it in her hand, it appeared as it was very precious to her and was something she cared a lot about and was something she would give her years of dedication to save from any scratch either by hook or by crook. Because it was just not a simple ordinary birthday wishing card, it was a handcrafted card she had received on her recent birthday from the hands of her own son, her own small baby boy.

Her own baby boy had gifted it to her and had given his everything at such a small age to make his mumma happy and cherishing like always. Catwoman was not just the protector of this city but was also a mother, and she too had a heart that was getting drenched every second under the pain of loosing her baby boy in a very little time. If by any chance she knew how she could bring back him from the dead, she would cross off her every limit to do it so.. But the truth was, there was no way she could bring him back, because in this world the truth is that we can’t bring someone back from the dead even if we try a million times, and that’s a fact, that’s a fact for sure!!

It was time for her medications and she needed to take them in order to stay awake tonight and go out in the dark to protect everyone from the joker’s anarchism! But in her mind, she was still quite unsure if she should continue taking these medications because in the past they had stopped her in carrying forward her duty and had troubled her inner self despite the doctor’s positive advice. And indeed, this was the main thing that was making her question everything, whether she should continue the in take of these tablets or just let go of them.. Because for her, now the duty of gotham seemed more important than her health but on the other hand she could also understand that her health would play a great role in letting her powers out in front of the joker! And so accordingly, it was hard for her to make a choice but still taking the medications seemed the only way open in front of her! Hundreds of questions of disapproval were arriving in her mind but at the same time she could also hear her doctor making her feel relieved by her words and advice which were to continue the in take of these medications and follow up the change she had made in it.. And so in order with that, in the end she had to take these medications at any cost.

She turned up from her bedside table and looked outside in the dark sky which was deeply enlightened with a thick layer of black clouds that were enough to predict an upcoming rainfall. Inside, she was feeling quite nervous and she didn’t know the exact reason behind it whether it was the hesitation to take up these medications or to stay away from them.. But anyway she had finally decided to take them up and she was preparing herself to do so.. She slowly whispered something in the air, looking outside in the sky as though she was praying to God to save her any further torture or any further damage that would stop her from letting her carrying forward her duty which was immensely to protect the people of this city which was once a lovely home to so many people.

Her mind was obsessed in thoughts but now she was trying to control herself and that appeared raw and clear by the way she caressed her hair around from her face and washed it with a splash of water that would refreshen her and prepare her to finally go forward for it. She was ready, the God was ready and Harley’s plan was ready too.. She didn’t exactly know if this decision was going to favour her but it was obligatory for her to go forward with it and so she did so...

She cautiously moved forward towards the table where her medications were lying open ready to be intaken inside her body and give her a shock that she never thought she would have to suffer through in her whole life as the Catwoman. Her hands and her feet were both trembling with utter confusion and she was merely lost in a stigma that was controlling her and her emotions in an emotional way. Inside her, feelings full of emotional damage were nudging and she could do nothing to stop them from occurring so because for her it was anyhow crucial to move forward and ignore them for a while in the best way possible... Her eyes looked dense with darkish black colour enlightening in their depths, spreading darkness all over her mind as though she would faint with mere confusion any second.. Her insides were screaming towards her soul to dismount her next steps but she was firm on them for the sake of her city, for the sake of her people who were dying in vain from so many months. And so in that affirmation of hers to go forward and carry on with her, she at once reached the table in front of her with stumbling footsteps and later on with ease, looked at the envelope inside which her medications were enclosed! She could see that from every corner, the packet was sealed and on the seal there was a phrase which instructed “Do not open until instructed to do so” in black bold letters which looked quite alarming!

Catwoman knew about this seal very well because everytime she would do take medicines from her doctor, the packet would contain this seal which was in fact very odd but still a part of the process of her secret medication which was kept upfront only upto the patient and the doctor. She was not at all shocked to see this seal enclosed upon it and that was okay because she very well knew about it.. But the fact that mattered here was she was feeling somewhat restless and uneasy at the sight of these medication this time which was quite unusual and odd of all. Becaiuse like you see, it never happened to her that she would hesitate to take her medications on time even if they troubled her but this time the scene was something different. And so her mind was still getting dazzled with lots of thoughts that needed some punctual answering as soon as possible! But in the end, she thought that this was just her own traumatism and had nothing to do with confronting the medications which were somewhere going to cure her as she was thinking.

Slowly, looking either side here and there, she took the packet of the medications in her hand and slowly with a slash cut it open from its medication and the moment she did so, she noticed only a single tablet strip present inside it which confronted her mind into more thoughts that would lead to disaster and make her feel a little pathetic because in the end, all she could think about was something negative and feel a vibe that would not really go with her. Her bizarre mind was fuming thoughts such as they were going to kill herself alive and make her feel dead even if she is not dead in reality! She could sense that there was something wrong with the situation she was dealing with right now and she needed looking whether what she really do! But, of all, considering all situations.. only one choice was left in her hand and that was to follow up her medications as per her psychiatric therapist’s advice and do as she was told to.

There was no why left in her plate and that was the reason why she with a pinch, unwrapped one tablet from the strip of these 10 tablets of almost 500mg which indicated possibly a lower dose than the previous ones but still was there to create doubts in her mind.

She at once looked down at the glass of water that was present on the table in front of her, and took it in her hand to gulp a mouthful of the same to vanish her medicine deep inside the depth of her stomach. She was ready, the environment around her was ready and everything else around her was ready too.. It was just a matter of seconds that would decide what fate had really planned for her and what really lied in her destiny. Her years of devotion towards the city of Gotham were on the pendulum of losing itself over something terrible and maybe she was indirectly aware of it, but in the end she could do nothing else but do what was planned in her destiny! Inside her, her whole world was going crazy with thoughts of killing herself because this was a tough thing to do and even a more difficult situation to face in her life! She always wondered what would happen to the city of Gotham and its people, if even by mistake she leaves them on their own facing the joker who was a bloody rogue that would kill anyone who would come in his way..He was mad, he was psychopathic, and he was every kind of bad or better say worse kind of entity that a person can represent himself to be..

She took the tablet in her hand and slowly and slowly with the seconds passing by, brought it closer and closer towards her mouth which was ready to in take something it wasn’t eager to do so.. The scene was quite milder than usual and the atmosphere outside was now thundering with jolts of lightning that would thrash the sky apart into pieces of pain that would feel really hurtful to anyone who would look and sense it! It was made clear that something terrible was going to take place and this was the moment for it, when it was clearly midnight and everywhere there was silence except the piercing hooting of the owls of the night sky! There were also some bats flying up towards the darker side of the trees which were situated in darkness near Catwoman’s roofy home and their screeching noise could be heard in the ears and felt every moment as every second passed by.. This was it, the time for Catwoman’s life turning point and a turning point which would decide her fate and indeed the fate of the people of Gotham city!

Inside her, millions of thoughts were emerging but at this point in her life, she was confident enough to take the tablet up towards her mouth and with a rough patch, slowly slide it down her throat as if it was the thing that was going to decide what would happen next! What would happen next, if the medicines were going to cure her and rip her apart like they had did in the past few days..

The moment she gulped the tablet down with a mouthful of water, she looked outside in the sky and wished to God for help as though she was praying that nothing should happen that would tamper her and her health because she anyhow wanted to stop the joker and for that she needed to be okay and normal like before. And in the end this was going to decide the fate of the people of Gotham because their only protector who was there for them was Catwoman and it seemed that Batman would never ever emerge once again as the caped crushader of this city because inside he was afraid to do so..

God! Please save the people of Gotham from the demon of death, because they all deserve to live.. she exclaimed inside her own heart after minutes had passed by and looked outside in the sky with hope! Her insides were now feeling a bit better but there was a certain feeling that was going inside her chest that was feeling a little and little obnoxious moment by moment and was increasing little by little with every second that was passing by.. It was quite awkward and she couldn’t understand what was really troubling her chest and making her feel so pathetic for the first time in her whole life, because whatsoever never before in her life had she felt something like this! It was like her insides were slowly praying her to let the blood that was pumping in her heart flow out through some sweat pores in her body and make her feel better again but there was no way this was going to happen anyway. The situation was just like, the blood that was getting pumped throughout her whole body by her body was mixed with a thick layer of poison which would kill her slowly and eventually! Her head was going bizarre with heaviness of depression and her face showed expressions of quite disgust that conveyed that she was utterly tired of whatever was going on inside her body!! She wanted herself to get away from this situation and her soul was craving to get out from her body but there was no way it could because inside it was trapped between the poison that was slowly circulating in her whole body and she was totally unaware of it!

Yes! You are right! She had not consumed a simple medication of antidepressant but a very highly destructive antidepressant that often kills people if taken in more than a dose of 100 mg and that was the reason she was slowly starting to eventually feel worse and worse with time. And maybe her death was very close to her and she was totally unaware of it because she had trusted someone she ought not to in any condition possible. And that’s the thing about ‘trust’, once you give it someone who doesn’t deserve it, it eventually kills you and gives you a wound that lasts for a lifetime.. And perhaps so was going to happen with her, because her death was now possibly just seconds away!

She looked for a glass of water and at once drank it, thinking that it would make her feel better but still it made no effect on her and she was just feeling worse than before! Her death was close and even she could sense it by the way her insides were screaming and begging for help to God and anyone around... It was true that death was scary, but what was more scarier was the thing that killed you alive and the thing that was now killing her alive was the thought of losing her vigilance over the city of Gotham and trying to protect it against all the odds from the last so many months. And only this thing was enough to make her feel defeated in her life and let her down on upon the doorstep of the demon of death so easily without any fight!

Her eyes, her face, her looks, her hands, her legs were all looking stiff and were making no moment except signalling to fall down any moment out of unconsciousness which was rising in the Catwoman’s whole body! She couldn’t fight this off, fight this pain off and win because it was something she had never expected to occur in her life and her ability to fight pain off was not of that level as it was before years ago.. She couldn’t resist this and so the only thing she did at last was slowly fall down on the ground upon her knees and with a splash spit up a mouthful of blood soaked in poison upon the cemented floor of her room in front of her, by just averting her look outside in the sky as though she was saying that she had never expected death until she had accomplished her mission! But in the end, this was her end, her end and beginning of a new reign which was of the joker’s reign which could last for a lifetime until someone like Catwoman herself invades between it and does something spectacular to finish the joker up on his/her own! But now, as the Catwoman was dead, it almost seemed impossible that anyone would stand up and face the joker on his own because even the name of him is feared to speak by the people of Gotham because every one of them knew how psychopathic he really was...

And this really ends the story of Catwoman, a mother, a daughter and a protector who gave her everything for the people of Gotham city, but in the end failed to cope with her own mental health that destroyed her and in the end, killed her....


A Murderous Night

(Someone sooths the atmosphere with his thorough maniacal laugh)

What's so funny, huh? What's so funny? You Remember?

Do you remember the way you killed those people, those innocent happy people.. and destroyed the life out of them... You killed the happiness out of them, and finished apart their each and every family member with a single flick of your bloody knife. And you know.. what's the funniest thing:

You even killed my father! (the officer screamed loudly) But still even after all the things you did with my people, with my city of Gotham.. I never thought of killing you, never thought of kicking your ass out from this city, and that's what Gotham resists till the end. I know I can't even hang you up in these bars but still I will do whatever I can, to drift the cold air of death inside your nose, until the day you yourself beg to die..

The Joker slowly opened his eyes and looked at the officer with a teardrop lopsiding down his fake smile.

The officer was standing upright just steps away from the Joker's shadow of darkness! He was looking straight into his eyes with an emotion of anger and pity, and just couldn't believe what the Joker just told about his past.. He couldn't believe the tragedy the Joker had faced, throughout the early phase of his life and so unfortunately also couldn't accept that his father's killer was once the True Victim of his own story.

He rapidly looked into his swolen eyes and out of subconsciousness, a teardrop dropped down through the Joker's eyes. He couldn't believe that the person, the devil, the freak, the scoundrel who led other's life to death, was himself the Victim of Satan for the entire fucking second of his life.He couldn't believe that every inch of him was covered in darkness because of the losses he had suffered. He couldn't believe that this person, this villain too had a story, this villain too had love present inside him at one time..

You know.. The Joker whispered with a cold voice.. You know, Everybody's gotta story they don't wanna read aloud.. They don't!!

Maybe you were innocent, but does that mean that mass murdering people will satisfy the demon inside you, uh? The Officer asked with a mild low voice.

Maybe.. Maybe yeah, Yes! the Joker exclaimed with a casual face.

Oh Really? Then why don't you remove that Makeup and show us off who you really are?

Well.. Its fun to wear this clownish makeup you know! I, I...I love it, the Joker replied with a curt emerging inside his throat.

The officer looked at his face with a sole feeling of hatred and slowly turned around to walk away from the cringey sight of the Joker. He was just on the verge of stepping out of this old cellar, when something hard notched his ankles, and tied them up together, making it impossible for him to move any further.

He was feeling tightly glued with pain, and the blood in his legs was shutting its circulation. His feet was slowly starting to feel cold and all he wanted to do was get rid of it..

He knew how and because of whom this had happened and so with that, he turned away to look at the dimly smiling face of The Joker! He was smiling widely with pride and his dirty soul was craving to whisper those words of hunger again. He was locked up in this cellar, in this cellar of 'Arkham asylum' from the last 7 years, since the fall of The Dark Knight, and the rise of The White Knight.. His whole body was feeling a vibe, a vibe, a different vibe which it had not felt for the last 7 years.. He could feel and sense that, the time has came.. the time has finally came and all his psychopathic endeavours were soon going to be fulfilled.

How about another Magic Trick? he said with a vicious smile and looked point to point into the petrified eyes of the Officer, standing in front of him.

~

Breaking News: "Murder in Arkham asylum"(First in 7 years)

The Gotham Central News Ltd today reports that yesterday night at around 11 pm, an on-duty Officer named "George Marshall" was found dead on the 13th Floor, in Jail No: XXXX(Must not be named) of the Arkham asylum, lying down on the ground in a horrifying position! The Officials of the Central Jail of Gotham has confirmed that the consequence was a brutal murder, and the inspection team believes that "The most fearful enemy of our Gotham city, 'JOKER' might be behind it.. The Officials also confirm that the suspected i.e. The Joker is fortunately still under Custody, and there's no breakout in Arkham asylum.

I don't think this is worth taking lightly anymore, we need to control the Joker before he controls us Commissioner.. a lady dressed in a white coloured uniform expressed with a look of concern and sat on the chair beside the Commissioner.

The Commissioner slowly opened his eyes, and directed them upon the every single person sitting beside him on the conference table. The look on his face was utterly bewildered and a sign of worry could be judged by the look of it. His mind was dazzling with thoughts of utter confusion and he couldn't find a way out of it. His decision making ability was vanquishing under the fear of a new challenge, a challenge Gotham had faced before!!

He closed his eyes for one last time, and somehow with a lot of courage took his final decision.

We will perform the Electro Convulsive therapy, tonight! Commissioner Zaid exclaimed with a lot of energy and finally took a cool breath of relief..

~

The time was around 12 a.m. midnight!

Everywhere the clocks were tickling with their smashing sound, and its echo was flowing around in the air just like a powerful whirl of wind. Its cold nature, cold vibe was creating everywhere the atmosphere full of darkness, and nothing ever felt more dark and spine chilling like it!!

And in the center of this darkness, there laid a room which almost everyone feared, which almost everyone in arkham asylum feared about and where screams of pain and petrified yells of agony rised in the air. It was the room for people who would cross their limits, it was the room for people who were a threat for others..

It was the room of the "Shock treatment!!"

Everywhere around the room there were different units of convulsive treatment, which could give anyone a dark bad vibe.. It was very uncomfortable to look around because there were drops of blood and sweat everywhere around the instruments on which the shock therapy approved.

Everything looked horrifying and there was nothing here that could feel pleasant except pain and misery.. The smell of heated iron was lurking in the air, and honestly there was no means of escaping this chamber except the door that opened in the far middle of this room! The door of this room looked very old, and a layer of rust was accumulating on it in a linear way.

Whereever one could look, he could find that this room was tight of security and there wasn't a single gap in it. The cameras, the guards, the security alarm, etc. were all tight in their position, and were eagerly waiting for their prey to step into this room and give him what he deserves..

~

Come on man, don't push me like that.. The Joker exclaimed loudly as he was being dragged along by the security cops, towards the electro consulsive therapy session.

Shut the hell up you clown! Or you better know what we would do.. the cop snapped back and dragged the joker along his way..

You know, you have nothing to threaten me with, nothing! The Joker hiccoughed with a maniacal laugh and looked into officer's eyes.

His eyes appeared red in colour and were expanding darker and darker with every passing second. He was continously staring in the officer's eyes who was holding his collar tight in his fist! There was something different about him and that could be defined by the way he spoke, he wrote and did things in his own unique way..
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