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An
                affix means an addition.
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
In
                Mathematics, it denotes the gauss-plane equation
        locating
                displacement. In English, it stands for prefixes
        and suffixes. I
                love it for both.
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
What
                is life if not a series of affixes? Things come
        finding and leaving
                us all the time; their bold imprints left
        behind.
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Every
                writer, every book read, every word learnt, every
        person met, every
                emotion felt, each mile walked, every day lived,
        everyone who has
                opened their heart to me and you, dear life!
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
This
                book is rooted in some of the noteworthy affixes
        from my life! This
                book is for you all.
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        
 



        

        



        

  

    

      

        
Love,
                
      
    
  

        

        



        

  

    

      

        
Deepti!
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Fake
                  Posh 
        
      
      

        
her
                second book. Her debut novel
      
      

        

          

            

                    Li
          
        
      
      

        

          
tany
                  of Woes
        
      
      

        
,
                was about a rebellious author and her perilous life
        encounters.
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Sharma
                hails from Jaipur, Rajasthan, where she lives with
        her small family,
                including her parents and two younger siblings.
        It’s her
                literature-oriented childhood that she regards
        instrumental in her
                writing journey. Her favourite authors are Ruskin
        Bond, Saadat
      
      

        

          

                  
        
      
      

        
Hasan
      
      

        

          

                  
        
      
      

        
Manto,
                Jhumpa
      
      

        

          

                  
        
      
      

        
Lahiri,
                Khaled
      
      

        

          

                  
        
      
      

        
Hosseini
                and Mirza
      
      

        

          

                  
        
      
      

        
Ghalib.
                She loves to teach, read books, write, learn
        languages and play
                guitar!
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        
 



        

        



        
 



        

        
                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Table 	of Contents
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    
        



        
 





        

        


        

  

    

      

        

          
Book
                  Description                                    
          1
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        

          
Fake
                  Posh                                           
          4
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        

          
Circus                                                
          7
        
      
      

        

          

            
3
          
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        

          
Mr
                  Touch Me Not!                                  
          
        
      
      

        

          

            
80
          
        
      
    
  



  

    
Stand-Up
Comedian                                        138
  




 











        


                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Book 	Description
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    
        


        

  

    

      

        

          

            
Fake
                    Posh
          
        
      
      

        

                is a short-story collection consisting of four
        stories.
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        

  

    

      

        

          

            
Fake
                    Posh
          
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Besides
                our ideal and real, co-breathes another sense of
        self of what’s
                that is practical, profitable and sustainable. Two
        boys toiling over
                their dream of having a music band, a union rooted
        in differences
                and a wise affair blooming over a dissertation
        thesis.
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Three
                parallel plots mingled with a desert music
        festival, the story looks
                subtly into our primal human nature in different
        forms.
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        

  

    

      

        

          

            
Mr
                    Touch-Me-Not
          
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
An
                MBA student anonymously hosting a late night radio
        show on weekends
                is living the life of her dreams. Though she speaks
        her mind instead
                of heart on the matters of love, her show is a rage
        among teenagers
                who come looking for ways to channel their juvenile
        rebellion or
                escapes out of toxic relationships. All Hell breaks
        loose as her
                preaching turns predatory to her own love life.
        Standing on the
                crossroads of what she’s always known and what she
        knows now, will
                she find a way out?
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        
 



        

        



        

  

    

      

        

          

            
Circus
          
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Circus
                is about two sisters lounging on sofa discussing
        the younger one’s
                bushy eyebrows. The conversation escalates to
        debating the current
                stance of social media in our world. This rant lets
        their lava of
                disgust and sorrow out, as does their concern for
        and against people
                treating the Internet as their personal dumpster.
        With no end and no
                judge to our acts of virtual vulnerability exposé,
        their chat draws
                an analogy between the social media and a
        circus.
      
    
  


        



        
 



        

        



        

  

    

      

        

          

            
Stand-up
                    Comedian
          
        
      
    
  


        



        

  

    

      

        
Forty-something
                Kunal’s world has come crashing down over his new
        found
                information. Broken-hearted and inconsolable, he
        doesn’t know
                where to go and whom to turn to, with all this
        pain. His enormous
                sense of loss and sheer longing to hold onto his
        daughter remain
                veiled in his silence behind the cacophony of his
        souring
                professional acumen, best friends from college with
        their moral
                compasses now hanging just as loose as their
        bellies, denial,
                destiny and endless what if’s.
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“

  

    

      
Why
      don’t you go and talk to him then?” Naseem exclaimed loud
      enough
      to get Shubham’s attention this time.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Are
      you kidding me? We are 
    
    

      

        
The
        Silent Killers
      
    
    

      
.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
We
      don’t need some old bug’s recommendation to show how talented
      we
      are.” He smirked.
    
  





“

  

    

      
C’mon,
      man. His son is the organizer. We will get to perform in the
      desert
      festival! What it takes for you to drag your ass to his room
      and ask
      for his help this one time?”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        rolled his eyes. 
      
      

        

          
Are
          we seriously having this conversation? 
        
      
      

        

          
“
        
      
      

        
I
        doubt if those musicians even understand Sufi, first of
        all.” He
        brushed his fingers through his hair before continuing with
        a
        straight face. “And secondly, I am NOT going to beg to that
        nut
      
      

        

          
-
        
      
      

        
bag
        again.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Shubham…”
      Naseem began.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
“I
      think you forgot that every decision is ours, before it’s
      yours or
      mine. We NEED to get that ticket and for that you NEED to put
      your
      ego aside, go to that nut
    
    

      

        
-
      
    
    

      
bag
      and ask for his help like a gentleman. You understand me?” He
      was
      ready to give out puppy eyes. 
    
    

      

        
What’s
        needed is needed
      
    
    

      
.
    
  





“

  

    

      
God!
      I am telling you this festival is overrated. You sure you
      really want
      to participate? We have inter-club football campaign coming
      in
      November and of course, your girlfriend. Will she let you to
      go for
      an entire week without her?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
What
      do you mean by ‘without her’? She is coming with us.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        bit his lip, trying not to freak out. “No! Please say
        ‘no’!”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
What
      do you mean by ‘no’? Guess who is the lyricist of 
    
    

      

        
The
        Silent
      
    
    

      

        

          

          
        
      
    
    

      

        
Killers
      
    
    

      

      now?” Naseem winked and folded his arms.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        looked agape at him. “What happened to Shruti?”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Naseem
        exhaled, “Ah! She didn’t tell you?”
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
He
        let out a proud smile. “She topped the semester and got the
        highest
        placement.She’s an IT engineer at Google now. She put her
        creative
        writing aside and leaving for San Francisco on 13
      
      

        

          
th
        
      
      

        
.
        Life is changing, son. People are getting serious for
        things we used
        to laugh about like six months ago.”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        couldn’t recall any of this. 
      
      

        

          
When
          did this even happen?
        
      
      

        

          

            

            
          
        
      
      

        
He
        shook his head. “Wait. Did you sit in any of the
        placements?”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Naseem
        stared distantly over the players running aimlessly on the
        field.
        Shubham’s eyes widened. “Such a cheater!
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
You
        broke the bro code! What happened to the pact of not
        getting trapped
        in corporate jobs and focus on music like good country
        boys?” 
      
    
  






“

  

    

      
Well,”
      Naseem cleared his throat. “Yes. And for that we need to
      participate in the festival, so I have something to show to
      my family
      who are dying to send me off to Jamnagar. I don’t wanna work
      in a
      cotton factory, man. But I respect them, okay? And I am not
      rich like
      you. Understand this, Shubh. I need a backup, okay?
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Which
      is why I sat in those interviews that I am not even sure I am
      going
      to pass through. I need this chance. I need this, okay? We
      need this.
      So, are we doing this or not?”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        puffed. “First of all, you need talent to be successful not
        money.”
        He shrugged. “
      
      

        

          
A
        
      
      

        
nd
        stop saying okay after every word…
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
Alright!
        Stop staring at me like that. Yeah, yeah.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
I
        will go and ask for his help. But that guy! I tell you even
        my father
        hates him. He is a literal boot-licker.” 
      
    
  






“

  

    

      
I
      am not asking you to marry him. Just go with some bread and
      sugar,
      offer him a toast like a good girl and come back with the
      entry
      form.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Why
      don’t you go and offer him your ass, instead.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Naseem
        sighed. “I would, but my girlfriend has left it
        useless.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
And
        believe me, she has never even touched it.”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Both
        grinned.
      
    
  





 “

  

    

      
Cool,
      I will go. I hope he just doesn’t exaggerate the entire scene
      to my
      dad,” Shubham said.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Naseem
        stretched his arms. “You are overthinking now. Your dad
        knows you
        love music. What’s the problem?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Problem
      is with his business. If I take up music, the entire business
      goes to
      my uncle’s son. Till college, my passion for music was fine
      but now
      he just behaves like our warden. 
    
    

      

        
If
        you don’t plan your life now, life will make plans for
        you
      
    
    

      
.”
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Shubham
      aimed his finger and eyes to the ceiling.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Dude,
      you have started to talk like a parrot these days! And not a
      good
      one. I say desert festival, and you imitate your dad? Just
      think of
      all the opportunities that will follow us back once we
      perform
      there!”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Shubham
        ran his fingers through his hair again and looked at Naseem
        who was
        literally pushing him out of the green room. “You don’t 
        want me
        to go right now, right?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Nah.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Next
      life maybe!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Sorry
      but I have a match to play!” He smirked and ran to the
      playground.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Naseem
        smiled and kept staring at the blue jersey numbered 
      
      

        

          
four
        
      
      

        

        with the caption ‘
      
      

        

          
Raghuvanshi
        
      
      

        
’,
        till it mixed with the similar hue.
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
***
      
    
  





 









  

    

      

        
She
        looked up from her screen and there he was. 
      
      

        

          
Why
          doesn’t this man take a leave and not return. Ugh. 
        
      
      

        
Grinning
        at him, she let out “Good Morning, Boss”, and got her eyes
        back
        to the desktop.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
The
        least interaction, the best. Cannot risk letting out the
        real abuses
        her heart carries for him.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
She
        opened her drawer, collected all her files and papers for
        the damned
        meeting that just doesn’t make sense. What do the daily
        progress
        reports even show when the works assigned are exactly the
        same
        everyday?
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
As
        she was organizing her papers, a pop-up appeared on her
        laptop. 
      
      

        

          
You
          have been matched. 
        
      
      

        
She
        chose to ignore her boss and opened the pop-up. Raj Greval;
        owns
        restaurants in Delhi, Mumbai and Kolkata; loves
        horse-riding, gymming
        and travelling. There was a message from him. She quickly
        opened it
        with a tinkling in her stomach. ‘Hi. I need a partner who
        loves me
        more than anything in this world. As cliché as it sounds,
        it’s
        every human’s desire and I am not shy of expressing my
        dreams.My
        golden rule of successful business.’
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
She
        couldn’t help but smile ear-to-ear.There was a palpable
        desperation
        to check his pictures out but she dropped the idea as soon
        as she
        realized all her team members had already gone to the boss’
        cabin.
        
      
      

        

          
Later,
          Mr Cliché.
        
      
      

        

          

            

            
          
        
      
      

        
She
        jumped from her desk and rushed to the meeting.
      
    
  





 









  

    

      

        
The
        meeting was about the sales progress. Just what that bored
        her the
        most.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        

          
Why
          is anyone interested in keeping a daily record of how
          much business
          the team did the previous day, what were the targets of
          the day and
          the month, individual targets of each employee, meetings
          of the day,
          calls for the day and obvious fake promises of bonus. Cut
          the crap
          and let me go rub my ass on the desktop till the clock
          strikes 
        
      
      

        

          

            
six.
          
        
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Payal
      Mishra!”
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        looked up after the boss mentioned her name. “Yes,
        Sir?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
You
      need to go to Agrawal
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
&
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Co.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
with
      Mahesh for a meeting. I want no if’s and but’s here.Make sure
      you
      buy the largest bouquet and don’t forget 
    
    

      

        
laddoos
      
    
    

      
;
      
    
    

      

        
motichoor
      
    
    

      

      to be specific. Hand them directly to Mr Agrawal yourself,
      with the
      warmest smile. You hear me? Tell them I am not well else I
      would come
      myself. Before that, complete the remaining calls. Also, call
      that
      guy what’s-his-name to collect the cash.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Payal
        nodded along like a puppet.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
DO
      YOU HEAR ME, Ms Mishra?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Y-Yes,
      Sir.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Any
      doubts?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
No,
      Sir.” 
    
    

      

        
Yes,
        just one. When can I punch you in face?
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Good.
      Why are you wasting time then? Get back to business.”
    
  





 









  

    

      

        
Payal
        always nodded off in meetings like these. But she smiled
        every time
        she got a chance to go out of the office be it for a
        meeting.
        According to her, that was the only thrill in her job. Her
        day was
        hectic, than she expected. They were supposed to leave the
        office by
        
      
      

        

          
twelve
        
      
      

        

        noon but a client, who came to renew his health policies,
        forgot his
        papers at home. Then she started to finish all the calls.
        By then the
        cash-guy came and she got busy with the calculation of
        missing notes,
        extra notes, and rotten notes and before she could complete
        it the
        same client came back with his papers. Since he was getting
        late for
        his office, he just signed the papers and requested her to
        fill the
        forms. When she went to take the print-outs of the forms,
        she
        realized the printer isn’t working for the last two days.
        She
        called a guy from an online website and went downstairs to
        take the
        printouts. She came back and saw everybody was planning to
        have
        lunch. She too joined and finished her lunch, before they
        finally
        left for the meeting at 3 PM. When they came back at 6 PM,
        she saw
        the mechanic waiting for her, the client whose form she
        filled
        complaining about some information put up in English
        instead of
        Hindi, and the boss looking at her with the list of calls
        she had to
        finish. She started with her work again and it was 8 PM
        till she
        finished everything. One hour more than her office timing.
        Even the
        office guy had left. She locked the office and took the
        lift and was
        about to book a cab when a call flashed on her screen.
        “Hi
      
      

        

          
,
        
      
      

        

        baby. No, I just left. Cool, pick me up.”
      
    
  





 









  

    

      

        
Payal
        stepped out of the building and a guy in the red shirt was
        just
        waiting right there. She hugged him, jumped  behind him,
        holding
        tight, resting her head on his shoulder. “Ah. I so needed
        this.
        Today sucked.” “Don’t you say that like every single day?”
        He
        laughed. “Shut up, okay? My boss is a real pain in the ass.
        I swear
        this company can’t survive a day without me.” He turned
        back and
        held her face in his palms and kissed her forehead. “That’s
        why I
        am proud of you, Mishraji. 
      
      

        

          
Ab
          chalein?
        
      
      

        

        (Shall we leave now?)”
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
They
        went to the-place-with-the-thing and relaxed themselves in
        their
        usual corner. It was the roof-top restaurant close to her
        office
        where they have been going for ages. Payal lit up a
        cigarette as she
        took a walk noticing the people around. Most of them were
        couples, so
        she was relaxed. After she finished the smoke, she came
        back, sat
        next to the guy, put her head in his arms and exhaled, “Oh
        man, I
        needed this fresh air so bad!”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        saw him staring at her. She knew that look. She slide in
        and they
        indulged themselves in a wild kiss. They stopped after the
        waiter
        came to take the order. They ordered two beers and some
        chicken
        nuggets. “I hate my job!” she exclaimed.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Then
      leave it.” The guy said playing with her hair.
    
  





“

  

    

      
And
      what will I do to survive? Whore around?” 
    
  






“

  

    

      
As
      long as I am your only customer, I won’t mind.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
How
      much will you pay?”
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
She
      raised her eyebrows.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Depends
      on your performance,”he winked.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Oh
    
    

      

        
,
      
    
    

      

      honey
    
    

      

        
.
        Y
      
    
    

      
ou
      will lose all your money.” 
    
  







  

    

      

        
He
        grinned. She pulled his chin and kissed him till the tiring
        day took
        a back-seat. She sipped some chilled beer and got so
        relaxed that a
        smile started to dance on her lips. “When will you start
        that
        business?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      am planning but the...”
    
  





“

  

    

      
What?”
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Payal
      was tired of hearing these never-ending but’s.
    
  






  

    

      

        
He
        cleared his throat and said, “The investment is big.
        And-and I
        don’t have any money saved.”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        sat straight. “But you had around three lakhs saved up, I
        saw that
        myself.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Yeah
      but…” he stammered.
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        spoke a little louder this time. “But what?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
But
      my brother had a stone surgery last week and I gave him half
      the
      amount.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Her
        smile disappeared. “Aakash, man! How could you do this
        without
        asking me?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
He
      needed it and how could I say ‘no’?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
And
      what about us?” She could feel her face getting hot-red.“You
      know
      I was planning to leave this job because I hoped we will
      start our
      business soon. But I don’t think you are serious about it.
      Take
      some loan or whatever, I don’t care but start it. I have told
      all
      my friends about it!” 
    
  






“

  

    

      
Sorry,
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Payal.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
But
      I won’t take the loan. And we can start this after six months
      also.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
You
      said the same SIX MONTHS AGO.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
So,
      don’t you think I am trying? And who asked you to tell your
      friends
      before things were finalized?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Oh!
      So, it’s my mistake? You save money for us and your family
      just
      swarms in with a stone or hernia and shovels off our dreams
      with it.
      He is your elder brother, right?
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
And
      instead of helping you out, he is always asking money from
      you. Where
      does all his money go?”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Aakash
        was tired of this conversation. “It's not like that. He
        handles all
        the household expenses. I just like to help. He is my
        brother after
        all.” There was softness in his voice as he held her hand
        in his. 
      
    
  







  

    

      

        
Payal
        wanted to be furious but she gave up. Her eyebrows were
        stretched in
        a frown and lips in a smile. 
      
    
  







  

    

      

        
He
        leant in and kissed her lips softly with his hands tickling
        her ears.
        He knew this always worked, and now Payal wanted him more
        than he
        did. They went to his room and made love to each other.
        Every stress
        and fight always ended with these passionate moments and
        that’s why
        they were together. He held her face in his palms and said,
        “I want
        you to be my strength, Payal. If my family needs me, I want
        you to
        support me and motivate me so I earn enough to fulfil all
        your
        dreams. I will start my business, I promise. And once I do,
        you can
        proudly tell your friends about it.”He kept making love
        with her
        until he fell asleep.
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Payal
        finally opened her laptop and found the pictures waiting in
        the
        notifications right there. 
      
      

        

          
Raj,
          the cliché guy
        
      
      

        

          

            
.
          
        
      
      

        

        
      
      

        

          
S
        
      
      

        
omething
        about him made her curious. Twelve pictures from twelve
        foreign
        trips. Most of them were clicked in restaurants but one was
        by the
        beach in which he was riding a horse. 
      
      

        

          
Who
          is this guy living the best life?
        
      
      

        

        There was another message from him. 
      
      

        

          
‘
        
      
      

        
Hi,
        can we talk?
      
      

        

          
’
        
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
She
        felt a weird kind of happiness in her eyes. She instantly
        sent him
        her number and within a minute there was a call from him.
        “Hi.”
        Payal maintained a soft voice that won’t break Aakash’s
        sleep. 
      
    
  






“

  

    

      
My
      God! You have a beautiful voice. Can’t believe my luck that I
      got
      to hear it myself.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        chuckled. “How many women have heard this line from
        you?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      never kept the count.”The voice on the other side of the
      phone was
      bold and proud. She liked that.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Well,
      I shouldn’t be talking to you then. You know, like parents
      teach us
      to stay away from guys like you.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
No
      problem. Just marry me.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        laughed. “You are talking to me for the first time and you
        ask me
        to marry you.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Of
      course. Why waste time in unnecessary things? I know what’s
      in the
      future?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Which
      cheap astrology course you did?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
It's
      a businessman’s eye, my love!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
My
      love?” He made her want to know more about him. He was
      good.
    
  





“

  

    

      
If
      you don’t like it, I will cut the call right now.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Hmm,
      apology accepted.” She was enjoying this conversation.
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      saw your pictures on Facebook. You seem to have spent many of
      your
      evenings in 
    
    

      

        
Peas
        and Peanuts
      
    
    

      
.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Favourite
      restaurant chain?” he said.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Yeah,
      it’s close to my office. I am quite regular there.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
You
      know you are talking to its owner right now.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
WHAT!
    
    

      

        
?
      
    
    

      
”
      She almost forgot that someone was sleeping in the same room.
      “You
      are kidding me!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      am serious.”
    
  





 

  

    

      
She
      jumped in excitement. “My God! How did you find me?”
    
  






  

    

      

        
He
        maintained the same normal pitch. “Just saw your profile on
        the
        matrimonial site and it was love at first sight for
        me.”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        blushed. “Stop it.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      am serious. I have worked hard to achieve everything in life.
      Just
      need a woman whom I can enjoy it all with. You seem just my
      type.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
If
      you are lying, you are a damn good actor.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Give
      me one reason why.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        could hear him smile. “Nobody is that blunt and honest
        about their
        feelings to a stranger.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Hmm.
      True that. But I am an honest person, Payal. Can we meet
      tomorrow?
      I’ll show you how honest I am.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Aren’t
      you a player?” She couldn’t process what was
      happening.
    
  





“

  

    

      
No.
      I mean, I am leaving for Delhi for some official work and
      then
      Jaisalmer after it. It’s the desert festival.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Wow!
      Sounds horrible.”
    
    

      

        
No
        way I’m letting him see me drooling over his lifestyle.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Have
      you ever been to one?” He continued after her low ‘no’ that
      was
      barely audible. “Then you don’t know anything about it. I
      think
      you should come. It will be fun. Desert, sunsets, music. We
      will book
      an entire camp-villa.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Her
        eyes broadened at the last word. “I-I think I can.”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
***
      
    
  





 








 “

  

    

      
He
      is nice.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
He
      is gay!” Riya grinned.
    
  





“

  

    

      
WHAT!
      No way!”Ananya
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
couldn’t
       believe. She looked back at the dashing tall and handsome
      guy,
      scanned him from head to toe. He doesn’t look gay
    
    

      

        
.
        
      
    
  







  

    

      

        
Ananya
        and Riya were having the laziest autumn afternoon. The
        whole pressure
        of entertaining them was on the
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
pista
        ice-cream that had already melted and the random guy across
        the
        street who was probably waiting for someone.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Yeah.
      He is. I know the trick.”Riya said, licking her lips.
    
  





“

  

    

      
What
      trick?” Her voice got scratchy. 
    
  






“

  

    

      
Sandeep
      taught me.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Why
      don’t my boyfriend teach me things like these? Teach me
      too!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Some
      other time!” she said, pointing to the clock which was for
      the
      commencement of their lecture. “Also, refer to him as my ex!
      Its
      final, this time.” 
    
  







  

    

      

        
Ananya
        felt bad. “Do you want to talk about it?”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Sure,
      but first go attend your class.” She patted her on the
      shoulder and
      left.
    
  






  

    

      

        
While
        walking out of the public library, Ananya turned back to
        see the guy
        hugging another guy who was fondling his cheek. She bit her
        tongue.
        “Ugh. You were right! I want to learn the trick too! Teach
        me after
        the class?” Ananya shouted.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Cool.”
      Riya yelled back and entered her class.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Ananya
        settled on the last seat and dialed Daman. “When can I have
        them?”
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Daman,
        who was watching something on YouTube, couldn’t comprehend
        at one
        go. “Sorry?”he said.
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
When
      can I have my notes?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Oh.The
      notes. Yeah, I will get them for you as soon as I make
      them.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
And
      when will you make them?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
As
      soon as I am done with this series.” He grinned.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Ananya
        knew the series never end. Her boyfriend started a new one
        as soon as
        he finished one.“Daman.
      
      

        

          

          
        
      
      

        
C’mon,
        man. You know the submissions will start soon.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Baby,
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
relax.
      The submissions aren’t going to start before the next three
      months.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Baby,
      you don’t understand. I have to write a thesis! You know how
      difficult is that?”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Hmm,
      I have just written three of them. So, yeah. I have some
      idea.” He
      smirked.
    
  






  

    

      

        
Ananya
        smiled sheepishly. “Three of them! Wow! You are a
        genius.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Yeah,
      that I am. Anyway, you should watch this psycho thriller,
      man. This
      is amazing. And you know what? It can even  help you in your
      research
      on, what-was-it,
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
‘The
      Impact of Pain on Human Mind’.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      hate psychology!”
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Ananya
      announced for the hundredth time.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Huh.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Coming
      from a clinical psychology student who is soon going to start
      practi
    
    

      

        
s
      
    
    

      
ing
      as a legal psychologist. This is interesting.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
I
      took it because of you!” She bit her lip and said,
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
“You
      wanted to study Sigmund and work in mental hospital. What
      option did
      I have? I had to come.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Daman
        laughed. “And you have to come with me to desert festival
        too.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
What
      desert festival?” She knows why she loves him. These
      unexpected
      plans just when she needs a break.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Nope,
      no more details. Just starting thinking about the excuses for
      your
      family and tell them you won’t be home on the New
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Year’s.
      We are going to Jaisalmer.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
This
      sounds fun. And, baby, can we take Riya too? She is in a bad
      place.
      She finally broke up with Sandeep.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Hah!
      She said that the last time too. I don’t know why she is
      addicted
      to that asshole.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
She
      says, she can’t imagine her life without him. Childhood love
      bullshit. But she is done this time. You know, that jerk
      slapped her.
      She didn’t tell me but I overheard on a call.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
God!
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Why
      do you girls bear such things in the name of love?” Daman was
      clearly shocked and pissed at the same time.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
“The
      very first thing she should have done was to call her father.
      He
      would have fucked that asshole’s life. But these stupid
      love-stories they show in movies have spoiled the entire
      generation’s
      mind. Compromising with yourself-worth is not love; you need
      to know
      that! But all of
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
this
      ‘love conquers all’, ‘it’s all about love’, ‘you only
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
find
      true love once’ feed shit to young minds. To hell with love
      if you
      can’t respect an individual! She’s stupid to sit and cry
      about
      him.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
Ananya
        smiled. “How lucky I am to have you. If only she too had
        someone
        who could talk her through this.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
Same
      shit again! 
    
    

      

        
Arrre
      
    
    

      
!
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Ask
      her to talk to her parents for God’s sake! Tell them about
      everything. There is no truer friend than parents!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
She
      isn’t close to them.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
She
      is their real daughter, right? What bigger relation she is
      looking
      for?” Daman couldn’t understand why talking to parents was
      that
      big of a deal.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Will
      you talk to her?” Ananya knew Daman was THE person for this
      task.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
“Please
      
    
    

      

        
push
        
      
    
    

      
her
      on this. She literally cries all night. And I can’t focus on
      my
      research. I have to sit and listen to her shit. And you are
      free
      these days too. So, I guess you will also get a
      companion.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Wow.
      What a smart plan to avoid me.”
    
  






  

    

      

        
She
        laughed. “No, baby. You know, research needs attention.
        Like a 100
        percent of it. Riya and I are roommates, so I can’t just
        leave her
        alone at this time too. But if you talk to her and motivate
        her to
        get out of this negativity, then that would really help
        her.”
      
    
  





“

  

    

      
But
      I have never talked to her.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Oh.
      No problem. I have told her so many good things about you, I
      am sure
      she will be happy to have a friend like you.”
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Ananya
      felt proud saying that.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Madam,
      I was talking about me.”
    
  





“

  

    

      
What
      about you? You are a guy. And your girlfriend is allowing you
      to be
      friends with a girl, what won’t you like about it?” She
      laughed.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Ha-ha!
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
What
      a sexist comment!”
    
  





“

  

    

      
Oh,
      please.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
You
      are the third semester topper in psychology.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Now
      is the time to be a real psychologist for a while. Okay, I
      will share
      her number. Just call her when free, cool?” She hung up the
      call
      without even listening to his response as the professor
      entered the
      class.
    
  





“

  

    

      
Nevermind.
    
    

      

        

        
      
    
    

      
Yeah,
      cool. See you, bye.” Daman said to himself.
    
  






  

    

      

        
***
      
    
  



 






                    
                    
                












