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“Life is a book of
unfinished chapters,
where destiny writes some stories,
time erases others,
and we learn to embrace
the beauty of what remains”


Prologue
Some people are good at making decisions. I’m not one of them. Every choice I’ve made so far has somehow turned into a disaster.
Hi, I’m Vishwa. I’m 23, living what most would call a pathetic life in Chennai. I live with my parents, my father runs a small business, my mother is a housewife, typical Indian family. And then there’s my younger sister. No, scratch that. She’s a poison bottle. 
I don’t have a million friends, but I do have one friend worth a million. Literally, he’s a millionaire. My family thinks I’m a loser. And they’re not entirely wrong. I am a loser. Ambitious plans for a bright future? I don’t have any.
And then I saw her. When exactly did I fall for her? I can’t say. She’s my colleague, two years older than me, and completely unaware of the chaos she’s about to bring into my life. According to my family’s rules, I shouldn’t even think about her. But, of course… I did.

It’s my third year of college, and while everyone else seems to be securing their future, I’m still standing at the crossroads, unsure of where my life is meant to lead.
I’ve never really cared about my future, or much of anything at all. I’ve been drifting through my days, laughing, clueless, living as if the world owed me happiness. Maybe that’s why I call myself a spoiled brat.
I joined college in 2019, wide-eyed and eager, but fate had other plans. I barely completed my first semester when the world came to a standstill. At first, the idea of a fifteen-day break thrilled me, it felt like a stolen holiday. But those fifteen days bled into weeks, then months, until two whole years slipped away in the shadow of the pandemic. Just like that, I lost two years of my college life.
Back then, I had only a handful of friends, three who felt like my whole world. We walked through the college gates together, laughed through lectures, and shared secrets between classes. But after the lockdown, silence grew between us. They didn’t reach out, and neither did I. Somewhere along the way, the closeness we once had faded into memory.
Finally, in my third year, the college reopened. I was so excited to go back, because I thought I’d see my friends after such a long time. But they didn’t share my excitement. They were like, “What the hell, I don’t want to come to college again. I was planning to finish everything through online classes and exams.”
By the time my third year rolled around, placements had become the centre of everyone’s world. Everyone except me. I carried myself with careless confidence, certain that my father’s influence would open doors for me. But as one by one my classmates celebrated their offers, a quiet unease began to creep in. The confidence I once wore like armor started to crack, and for the first time, I thought, maybe I should try to earn a place on my own, through my college’s recruitment.
When I enrolled in an additional course offered by the college, I never imagined it would change my life. There were about sixty of us in that class, but that’s where I met him. Gokul. My classmate, my friend, and someone I hadn’t spoken a word to since our first year. I thought he was a nerd, and probably wouldn’t want to talk to someone like me. So, I never initiated a conversation. So, I kept my distance. But fate had its own plan. We were seated side by side for the entire course, and little by little, conversation found its way between us. I didn’t know it then, but I was meeting the person who would become my best friend for life.
And then there was Arun. How should I describe him? A pervert? I’m kidding. He was actually one of the nicest guys I knew, with a heart that always leaned toward helping others. He once had a crush on a girl, just the usual kind of college crush. But I manipulated him into falling for her even deeper, and in the end, he really did fall for her. The problem was, he’s a total weirdo when it comes to girls. The poor guy didn’t even know how to speak to her properly, so I “helped” him. And in the process, I’ve completely ruined his love life. Revenge accomplished. Why? Because he and one of my other friends had this habit of ditching me during snack breaks, and someone had to pay for that.
By the end of my third year, I finally began taking the additional course seriously. I pushed myself to learn, sharpen my skills, and prepare for placements. And through it all, my bond with Gokul grew stronger. We discovered countless things in common. Most of all, our love for anime. We were weebs through and through, and that shared obsession pulled us closer.
Soon, we began hanging out outside of college, sharing our secrets, our fears, and pieces of our lives. That’s when he told me something that left me stunned: he had a girlfriend. I never would have guessed it. Someone I had once thought of as a quiet weirdo had been in love for two whole years. She was his relative. I never really believed in the idea of soulmates, but looking at them, I couldn’t help but think they were made for each other. Still, I’ll never get over the shock that he, of all people, beat me to it.
And then came the nightmare, final semester exams of my third year. I was terrified, because I hadn’t attended any of my academic classes. I was sure I would fail at least one or two subjects. So, I hit pause on the additional course and tried to focus on my academics instead. The problem? I had no clue what was even in the syllabus. So, where do you go when you’re drowning in subjects you don’t understand? To a nerd’s house, of course. And lucky me, Arun was the perfect nerd. Sure, he was a hopeless perv secretly longing for a woman, but when it came to books, he was married to them. Zero fun, a walking, talking library. So, I crashed at his place to study. We opened our books, and I lasted… one hour. That’s it. After that, I did what I do best. I manipulated him into shutting his books and coming out with me for some actual fun. Poor guy never saw it coming.
Somehow, Arun managed to convince me to focus on studying, and soon the first exam day arrived. The campus was buzzing, everyone was buried in last-minute notes, desperately trying to memorize something new. I hated that. I’ve never believed in last-minute prep. While others rattled off “important topics,” I just stuck to revising whatever I had already studied.
So, I walked into the exam hall with only what I knew. And by some miracle, the question paper was filled with exactly the topics I had prepared. Lucky me! Well… kind of. Because the moment I saw them, my excitement wiped half the answers from my brain. Still, I tried to scribble down everything I could remember. And let’s be honest, engineering is less about knowing the answers and more about writing pages and pages of words that look like answers.
So, I filled my forty-page booklet with thirty-nine pages of random-but-relevant nonsense. I walked out of that hall with supreme confidence: even if the examiner gave me just one mark per page, I’d still pass. That became my strategy. For some subjects, I prepared properly and wrote with confidence. For the others, I unleashed my “fill-every-page” survival method. Either way, I walked out of every exam smiling.
Later, I was so happy, not because I was in love with someone or anything dramatic like that, but simply because exams were over. Freedom tasted sweet, and I was already daydreaming about my semester holidays. And then… disaster. My college announced “special coaching” for all the unplaced students. Guess who was on that list? Yep, me. I had planned a vacation, and everything was ruined. That was the moment I truly regretted not getting placed earlier. 
So, I started applying to every opportunity I could find. Rejections came faster than my exam results, and for a while, nothing worked out. But finally… Finally! I got an offer. That day, I wasn’t just happy. I was ecstatic. Not because of the job offer, but because I wasn’t the only one left out in my class. I was proud of myself. Inside my head, a little voice whispered, well done, my boy. You actually pulled it off. And I believed it.
Getting placed didn’t stop me, I still went back to the additional course. Why? Because for once, I actually liked the domain I had chosen. So instead of dropping it, I kept going, curious to see where it might take me.
And then I saw her. My first crush. Everyone has one in college, right? This was mine. Her name was Jude, and we both attended the same course. She always sat right in front of me, and for some strange reason, it wasn’t her looks that caught me, it was her name. Just her name was enough to make me fall.
Of course, I made the mistake of telling my friends. Big mistake. From that moment, they turned into my personal embarrassment committee. Whenever Jude walked past, they’d nudge me and whisper, “There goes your girlfriend, Vishwa. Go confess!” Or worse, they’d shout my name in front of her, just to make me squirm. Every time it happened, my heart raced. Not because of her, but because of their ridiculous antics. That’s when I learned an important lesson: never share your crush with your friends. Keep it a secret until it’s permanent.
Day by day, our eye contact continued, and every time it happened, my heart would skip a beat. Still, I was far too scared to actually ask her out. Eventually, I got to know about her personal life. She was a hosteler, living on campus, and she was from Kerala. The moment I heard that made me so excited. She was a Mallu. And if you grew up as a teenager in Tamil Nadu, you’d know exactly what that means. Mallu girls? They’re the dream. The ultimate crush material. And suddenly, my dream girl was sitting just a few feet away from me.
I could never talk to her like a normal human being. My feelings for her had me tongue-tied, while my friends chatted with her as if she were just another classmate. That’s when I decided I needed help. Enter Abhinav, the so-called villain of this story. Back then, I didn’t know he’d ruin everything. To me, he was just a trusted friend, the guy I asked for a simple favour: to introduce me to her.
Our college was hosting departmental symposiums, and Abhinav thought it would be the perfect chance. I didn’t even attend my own department’s symposium, but I turned up for hers. Me, the guy who never showed up at culturals, never bothered with events, was suddenly standing in college on a Saturday, heart pounding, waiting for an intro.
When I met Abhinav, he said, “Don’t be nervous. I’ll handle it. Be cool.” I tried to act confident. “Yeah, no worries. I won’t embarrass you.” Inside, though, I was panicking.
We headed to the cafeteria, where she sat with her friends, laughing, carefree. And then I saw her. She was wearing a saree. Just like that, my brain short-circuited. The world around me blurred, and in my head, I was already married to her, living some perfect, delusional life.
And then the moment I’d been waiting for. I was sitting across from her at the cafeteria table. The second she noticed me, she stopped fooling around with her friend. Just like that, she went from carefree and clumsy to a little awkward. And I couldn’t help it, I loved that about her. My heart pounded so hard I thought it would break through my chest. I was thirsty, but I didn’t even have the courage to ask for a water bottle.
Our eyes met. Just for a second. A thousand thoughts raced through my mind, but not a single word left my lips. Me, the guy who could joke his way through anything, was suddenly mute.
That’s when Abhinav stepped in and made it easier by introducing us to each other. Her friends, already aware of the situation, were encouraging her to at least say a word or two to me. Honestly, it made me even more uncomfortable. Finally, she started talking. Just a simple question about the Pondicherry trip my friends and I were planning for the next day. That tiny spark of conversation was all it took.
When Abhinav and I finally left, I turned back. And there she was, waving her hand, smiling, and saying, “Bye, Vishwa.” In that instant, it felt like a thousand arrows were fired at me, all hitting at once. Painful? No. Perfect.
Soon after, I found her Instagram profile. My fingers didn’t even hesitate, I sent her a friend request. And to my utter shock, she accepted almost instantly. Not just that, she followed me back. For a second, I thought I was dreaming. My happiness? Off the charts.
Of course, the next step was obvious: stalking. Yes, I admit it. I went through her posts, her highlights, her captions, basically her entire digital life. Just to get to know her better.
What I discovered was a girl far more jovial and lively than I had imagined. And like the certified stalker I was turning into, I didn’t stop there. I liked every story, every random note she posted, secretly hoping she’d notice me. Please notice me, I whispered to my phone screen like some lovesick teenager.
The day finally came, our secret trip to Pondicherry. To our families, we were “going to college.” In reality? We were on our way to Pondicherry. Surprise, parents! We bunked college and rode off like outlaws. If you grew up in Tamil Nadu, you know Pondicherry is basically our Goa, a mini-paradise just a few hours away.
We left at 5 a.m. on motorcycles, six of us in total: me, Gokul, Arun (who needed some serious brainwashing to tag along), Abhinav, and two new additions Harris and Bino. At first, the ride was full of excitement. But halfway through, the sun hit hard, our throats were dry, and our energy was gone. We were practically crawling, but somehow, we made it.
Then came the real problem: we had to be back home by 10 p.m. the same night. No luxury of beach naps, no lazy stretches on the sand. Just pure adventure on a ticking clock.
Everyone was drained, but I kept pushing. “Come on, guys. If we don’t make it back, our parents will kill us.” After a quick fifteen-minute nap, we were up again, running around Pondicherry like maniacs. Churches, beaches, French pastries. Every corner felt magical, like we were squeezing a whole vacation into a single day.
By 4 p.m., we’d covered most of the city and turned our bikes toward Chennai. We rolled back into our homes just in time, wearing our “nothing special happened today” faces. Inside, though, we were buzzing with victory. We had cheated death or at least avoided a solid beating. Lucky, lucky us.
And now you know why I called myself a spoiled brat earlier. Because honestly, this trip says it all.
The next day, I dragged myself to college, still dead tired from the Pondicherry trip. The moment I walked in, I ran into Gokul and, of course, forced him to come with me to see Jude. He resisted, but you know me, I always get my way. I’m an expert at it.
We searched the whole college, but she was nowhere to be found. Finally, I asked one of her friends, and she told me Jude had gone back to Kerala because of some family urgency. My heart sank. I was so disappointed I couldn’t see her that day. Upset and frustrated, I even bit Gokul’s hand out of pure madness.
And then, like a miracle, she showed up. She had just been teasing me, using her friends to play along. I swear, I blushed like a little girl. Gokul gave me this look like, “What the hell is wrong with you, man? You’re a psycho.” I just hugged him and said, “That’s how it’s done, my friend.”
We headed to class, and from then on, whenever she glanced at me, I’d do silly, clingy things to Gokul just to make her notice. He was absolutely sick of me by the end of the day.
Days went by like that for a while, until one evening Gokul called me and said, “Come with me to the ECE department symposium tomorrow.”
I was stunned. Gokul was just like me, he never attended any culturals, fests, or events in college. So naturally, I was curious. “Why suddenly?” I asked.
He hesitated a little and then admitted, “My friend is coming… I need you there for company.” He even begged me. I couldn’t refuse, so I agreed.
The next day, he called me and told me where he was sitting. The moment I reached, my jaw nearly dropped. He hadn’t brought just any friend, he had brought his girlfriend to the symposium. Inside my head, alarms went off. Something’s about to go down.
This was the first time I saw her in person, and I felt so awkward I could barely sit still. After a while, I introduced myself, and she introduced herself back, and soon a casual conversation started. That’s when Gokul, being the devil he is, began roasting me in front of her, telling her about all the silly things I did for Jude. I sat there blushing, with the most awkward smile plastered on my face.
Later, we all went to the cafeteria, had lunch, and chit-chatted for a bit. Afterward, I left the lovebirds alone to enjoy their time together. Me? I went off to hunt for my lovebird.
While I was searching for Jude, Arun suddenly came up to me, literally in tears. Because of the girl he liked. He had no clue how to impress her, or even how to start a conversation. Looking at him, it felt like I was staring at my own reflection.
So, I made a decision right there: no matter what, I’d help him. Even though I had no idea how to fix my own crush story, I decided to fix his.
I grabbed his phone and started texting her, pretending to be him. Arun was terrible at chatting, so I stepped in. I was ridiculously curious about how she would reply, so I kept at it. Sure enough, she replied, and slowly I got the conversation rolling. All while pretending to be Arun.
For a while, whenever Arun was with me, I’d chat with her on his behalf. And then one day, the miracle happened. She asked him to meet at the cafeteria.
Arun was both nervous and excited. I gave him the classic “bro, you got this” motivational speech to pump up his confidence. Blindly trusting me, he marched off to meet her. I sat at a distance, watching like some undercover love agent.
After an hour, I got tired of spying and dozed off on a nearby bench. Finally, after one and a half hours, Arun came back. I jumped up, dying to know how it went.
Arun sighed and said, “I barely spoke more than one or two words. She did all the talking—told me about her life, her situations, even her past love stories. In the end, she said she needs some time to understand me. Once we know each other better, then maybe… we’ll take it to the next level.”
I just stared at him in shock. What the hell? Did my help actually work? I couldn’t believe it. Me, who can’t manage his own crush, just set someone else’s love story in motion.
The moment Arun’s “love story” took off, I ran straight to Gokul and spilled everything. And of course, he burst out laughing. “So, you can play Cupid for Arun, but you can’t even manage your own crush?” he teased. Honestly, it stung. I really did feel pathetic.
That’s when I pulled the ultimate move: I begged him to set me up with Jude. At first, he refused. But you know me, I don’t take no for an answer. So, I did the only smart thing I could think of: I got his girlfriend involved. With her on my side, poor Gokul had no choice. In the end, Somehow, I managed to get him on board.
During our coaching classes, Gokul would often call Jude over to clear a few doubts. But the sly genius didn’t stop there, he made her sit next to me. Slowly, those little moments turned into small conversations, and before I knew it, we were actually getting along.
Day by day, our talks grew longer. After I went to home, we were chatting, like we couldn’t get enough of each other. That’s when things started to feel real. Somewhere along the way, I realized, I’d actually fallen in love with her.
But here’s the problem: I had no idea if she saw me the same way. And the thought of confessing? Terrifying. So, I kept it buried inside, carrying the secret like it was both the sweetest gift and the heaviest weight.
One day, I got a call from Abhinav, the so-called villain of my story. But this time, the “favour” he asked wasn’t really for him… it was for me. Jude had an interview in just two hours. She’d overslept, was running late, and desperately needed to get there on time. Since my house was close to the college, Abhinav told me to pick her up and drop her off.
I had just woken up from his phone call. I brushed my teeth, took a quick bath, and rushed out to pick her up.
And then it hit me. Today, Jude was going to be my pillion rider. My heart was racing faster than my bike. I wasn’t just giving her a lift… this felt like the beginning of something I’d been dreaming of.
I waited at the college gate and called her. A moment later, she appeared wearing a sleek black coat. For a second, I swear time froze. She looked stunning. But before I could even take it all in, she grabbed my shoulder and hopped onto the pillion seat.
That’s when it hit me, her hand on my shoulder, her presence so close. My heart started pounding like an engine of its own. Breathing suddenly felt like heavy. Every nerve in me was screaming, but I had one mission: get her to that interview on time.
I revved up the bike and sped toward the location, cutting through the roads as fast as I could push it. Halfway there, she leaned close and said, “Even if I don’t make it, it’s okay. Don’t drive rashly, it’s just an interview.”
But for me, it wasn’t just an interview. It was her dream. And in that moment, I knew I’d do whatever it took to get her there.
I got her to the interview not just on time, but ten minutes early. She looked at me with that grateful smile and said, “Thank you, Vishwa. If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have made it. Thanks a lot.” Then she waved goodbye and walked in.
Just before stepping inside, she turned back smiled at me, waved again and honestly, that one gesture sent a thousand butterflies exploding in my stomach.
A little later, she called to check if I’d left. I told her, “I’ll wait. Once you’re done, we’ll head back together.” She insisted, “No, you go. I’ll come on my own.” But there was no way I was leaving.
When the interview was over, she came out with a smile, she walked straight to me, gave me a light slap on the head, and laughed. “Why didn’t you leave, you dummy?” she said.
And me? I just blushed like an idiot, mumbling, “It’s not a big deal.” But inside, it was the biggest deal in the world.
After that, I picked her up and we went to a restaurant for lunch. We had a great meal, and then I insisted on going to the beach for a walk. She didn’t refuse, so we headed straight there and began walking along the shore.
While walking, our hands brushed against each other. In that moment, all I wanted was to hold her hand and walk with her until the sun disappeared beyond the horizon.
Eventually, we got exhausted and decided to return to college since the gates would close after 5 p.m. On the way back, she talked about her family, her sister, and her sister’s marriage story. She shared some funny memories with her friends and even showed me some of the reels she had made with them. In return, I told her about my family, what my parents do, and about my sister, the venomous one.
When we arrived back at college, she gave me a handshake and said, “Thank you.” I replied, “No problem, it’s not a big deal.” She smiled, and I started blushing. Deep down, I was dying to confess my feelings to her.
We had fallen into a rhythm. Long phone calls late at night, sharing random thoughts, silly jokes, and little pieces of our lives. Day after day slipped by like that, easy and warm.
But peace never lasts forever. Then came the hurricane, exam results.
I was terrified. My blind confidence during the exams was now haunting me. Even the class topper’s grades had slipped, and that made my stomach twist.
And then there was Harris, my friend who’d walked around declaring he’d get O’s and A+’s across the board. The guy was so sure. But when the results dropped? He failed a subject. FAILED. That alone was enough to send me into panic mode.
I didn’t even have the guts to open my results. I begged Gokul to check them for me. And when he finally did, I braced myself for the worst.
But then, the plot twist. I had managed to clear all my subjects, with average grades.
In that moment, I felt like I was flying in the sky, with the victory music playing in the background. And somewhere inside me, the devil was smiling, especially when I looked at Harris.
My happiness was overflowing, so I decided to celebrate. A small treat for my friends. And of course, I invited Jude, I couldn’t let a single chance to see her slip away.
I picked her up, and together we went to a little chaat shop near campus. Soon, Gokul, Arun, Harris, and Abhinav joined us. We shared plates of chaat, laughed over silly jokes, and for a while, everything felt perfect. But perfection has a way of shattering.
As we were about to leave, Abhinav walked over to me. His eyes flickered between me and Jude. “So,” he said casually, “everything’s turning out great for you, huh?” I smiled and replied, “Yeah, quite perfect.”
And then he dropped it. The confession I never expected. “I don’t have a problem with you dating her,” he said, “but the truth is… ever since you two became close, I’ve felt something. At first it was just jealousy. But then it grew into something else. A feeling I didn’t know was there before. And now… I think I might like her too.”
His words knocked the air out of me. I stood frozen, unable to think, unable to react. That was the moment I realized. Why, in this story of mine, Abhinav would become the so-called villain.
I’d known Abhinav for three years. He already had a girlfriend. Hell, he even had a side-chick on the side of that. And yet, this same guy comes up to me and says he has feelings for Jude.
What the fuck? Are you kidding me, bro?
I wanted to scream at him, shake him, call out his hypocrisy right there. But instead, I swallowed it down. I didn’t say a word. Just passed the moment, saving it for later.
I went back to Jude, picked her up, and rode silently towards the college. The words stuck in my throat; my mind was in a storm. She noticed, of course, she always noticed. But she didn’t ask.
When we reached the gate, I forced a smile, dropped her off, and simply said, “Bye… we’ll talk later.” Then I headed straight home, carrying the weight of his words with me.
I had no idea how to handle it. My mind was blank, my chest feels heavy. I was lost, utterly clueless about what to do.
And where does a broken heart go? Always to a best friend.
So, I went straight to Gokul. The moment I saw him, the words just spilled out. Everything Abhinav had said, every detail. Gokul’s face darkened. He was furious, just as mad as I was.
That’s when it sank in, heavier than before: Abhinav wasn’t just a friend acting out of confusion. He had crossed a line. He had betrayed me.
I shared the whole situation with Arun too. Honestly, I didn’t expect much of a reaction from him, but he exploded. He was furious, ready to fight Abhinav. He even called him up and scolded him for crossing the line. I never imagined Arun had this fire inside him.
Later that night, around 8 p.m., I called Arun again. My voice broke, and before I knew it, I was crying to him. In the middle of it, he hung up. My heart sank. I tried calling him back, but he kept rejecting my calls. Finally, I gave up.
Then, a few minutes later, my phone rang. It was Arun. He called and said, ‘Come out of your house, bro.
I rushed outside, and the moment I saw him, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I hugged him and cried like a child. He held me, gently patted my back, and consoled me, encouraging me to overcome the situation.
In that moment, I realized how blessed I was. Friends like Arun are rare.
Arun and I went to meet Abhinav in person to settle the conflict once and for all. Arun told him, “Whatever happened before, let it go. Don’t take it so seriously that it ruins your friendship. Just end this problem right here.”
Abhinav lowered his head. “I know. I’ve been thinking about it… and I feel terrible for doing that to my friend. I promise, I won’t interfere anymore.” 
Hearing that, I felt so relieved. I was happy he didn’t do anything stupid to ruin my relationship. For a moment, I believed things could go back to normal. But the truth is, they never did.
After that, Abhinav and I still crossed paths in college. We would sometimes exchange a small, awkward smile, but the friendship was never the same. Talking to him felt uncomfortable, like there was always something left unsaid.
Days passed like that. Eventually, Abhinav completely stopped talking to me and Jude. I felt terrible, we’d been friends since first year. And now, we just passed each other like complete strangers.
Jude noticed something was off with Abhinav. She asked him directly, but he didn’t say anything. So, she turned to me. I made up a story, telling her, “Maybe he’s dealing with some family issues. It’s better to leave him alone for now. He needs space.” She believed me and let it go.  
Since it was our final year, we decided to give ourselves one last big memory. A trip to Varkala, Kerala. People call it “Kerala’s Goa.” Actually, scratch that. For us, it was Goa, just with fewer tourists and more secrets waiting to be made.
We started asking everyone in class who was willing to join. Of course, I asked Jude. She smiled and said, “I’ll have to check with my parents first. I’ll update you later.” I tried to play it cool, but my heart did a little backflip. “No problem,” I said casually. “Take your time.”
Meanwhile, my squad Gokul, Arun, Harris, and Bino were already on board. The trip was shaping up perfectly.
The planning began in full swing. Stays, train tickets, sightseeing spots in Varkala, food, and every tiny detail that could burn a hole in our pockets. After hours of scrolling through travel sites and arguing over chai, we finally came up with a budget that wouldn’t scare anyone away.
We made a pool of names, everyone who was in. With that, the trip started to feel real: tickets, hotels, the works. Then came Rakesh. He wanted to join so badly, but his family’s financial condition held him back. For a moment, it felt like he’d have to miss out. But not on our watch.
Each of us pitched in a little, enough to cover his share. And just like that, Rakesh was back on the list. When he smiled and agreed to come, the joy in our group doubled. It wasn’t just a trip anymore, it was all of us together.
After a long discussion with her parents, Jude finally convinced them. The moment she said yes, I felt like the happiest man alive. As if the entire trip was already perfect, just because she was going to be there.
But then came Abhinav. He backed out, tossing around one excuse after another. Guilt weighed on me, so I went to him personally, trying to pull him back in. He resisted, stubborn as ever.
Eventually, Jude came to know that Abhinav had refused. She called him herself and tried to convince him. In the end, he agreed to come.
At the time, I thought it was a relief. I didn’t realize he was bringing along more than just his luggage. He was bringing chaos.
Finally, the day we had been waiting for arrived. My bag was packed, but I kept fussing over last-minute checks, making sure I hadn’t forgotten anything. With my heart racing, I set off for the railway station.
A few friends had already reached when my phone buzzed, it was Jude. “Hey, since we’re from the same side, why don’t we head there together?” she suggested.
So, there we were, side by side on the metro, laughing at the thought that the trip had already begun even before the train ride. Meanwhile, Gokul, Bino, and Arun travelled together, while Harris and Abhinav came as a pair. One by one, we all gathered at the station. The whole gang was finally there, ready for the journey.
There were eighteen of us in total, eight girls and ten boys. Two months earlier, we had booked the train tickets so we could all stick together in the same compartment, and it turned out to be the best decision ever.
The moment we got on board, the compartment looked less like a train and more like a college festival. Bags were tossed onto racks, snacks were passed around, and within minutes the air was filled with chatter and laughter.
As soon as the train pulled out of the station, the madness officially began. Someone cranked up a Bluetooth speaker, and suddenly the aisle turned into a mini dance floor. A few of us sang at the top of our lungs, off-key but without shame. Someone started a contest to see who could make the funniest Instagram story.
At one point, Arun leaned out of the window, shouting random song lyrics into the rushing wind, while Harris filmed him, pretending it was a music video. The girls stole snacks from the boys’ bags and laughing, while the boys swore, they’d “get revenge at Varkala.” Every moment was chaos, and every second was pure joy. It wasn’t just a journey, it felt like the entire train belonged to us.
The entire compartment was ours, except for a handful of strangers tucked away in corners. We were blasting music and singing until our throats went dry, for two hours straight. After that, everyone was exhausted, so we decided to eat. Once dinner was over, we sat and chatted for a while.
That’s when it happened, I caught myself stealing glances at Jude. And every time I looked, I caught her eyes waiting for me. A smile here, a quick look away there. It was like we were having a secret conversation without a single word.
Eventually, we all went to our seats and tried to sleep. Sometime past midnight, I woke up, stepped out to the restroom, and on the way back I stopped at the door of the train. The night air rushed in, cold and refreshing. I stood there, breathing deeply, watching the blur of trees and tiny lights flashing by.
Then, out of nowhere, Jude appeared. No one else was awake, it was just the two of us, standing side by side at the open door, watching the world rush past. We didn’t speak at first; only exchanged glances, shy smiles, and the faintest blush. She blushed, I blushed. It felt unreal.
Then she broke the silence with random questions about my interests my favourite food, colours, and places. The questions were simple, even random, but her voice carried a sweetness that made the moment unforgettable. We whispered back and forth for a while, like two kids sharing secrets in the middle of the night, until eventually we returned to our seats. The whole thing felt like a scene lifted straight out of a movie.
By morning, we reached Varkala. We took cabs to our hotel, unpacked, and split into rooms. I shared a room with Arun, while Jude stayed with Swetha, one of our classmates who had also joined the trip. After refreshing ourselves, we all got ready to explore Varkala.
In Varkala, our grand plan was to rent bikes, nine in total. Eight boys, eight girls, paired off perfectly like a scene from a college trip movie. Well, almost perfectly. The only exceptions were Gokul and Arun, who ended up tagging along without partners. Poor guys. But honestly, after some of their unforgettable past “mischiefs,” it felt like karma serving them a playful dose of revenge.
Of course, Jude and I paired up, and seeing her hop onto the bike behind me was enough to make my heart race. Meanwhile, Abhinav and Swetha matched up too, looking unexpectedly comfortable together.
With everyone geared up in their “beach-trip vibe” outfits, the gang roared onto the roads. The engines buzzed, the wind rushed past us, and the whole ride felt like freedom itself, leading us straight toward the sea.
Thanks to Google Maps, we somehow found our way to the beach. A couple of bikes lost the route, so the rest of us waited by the shore, engines cooling, hearts racing for the fun ahead. When the whole gang finally reunited, we dropped everything and ran straight into the sea.
The first wave kissed our feet, and that was it, chaos began. Water splashed everywhere, laughter filled the air, and the beach became our playground. I made sure to aim a few teasing splashes at Jude, just to watch her squeal and chase me back with that half-annoyed, half-smiling look.
But before I could enjoy my victory, Gokul and Arun ambushed me. They grabbed me by both arms and dragged me straight into the waves, ruining my perfectly chosen outfit. I stood there, drenched and defeated, but deep inside, the devil in me refused to stay quiet.
So, I bided my time. Then, when they least expected it, I lunged. Pushing both of them into the water with all my might. They came up sputtering, clothes ruined, looking exactly like me. Revenge served cold… or in this case, salty.
After splashing around in the waves, we trekked up to a cliff and saw the most breathtaking view of the beach from above. Me, Gokul, and Arun. Still dripping wet, looked at each other and burst out laughing at how ridiculous we must have appeared, clothes clinging and shoes squelching with every step.
Back at the hotel, we changed, refreshed, and got ready for the night. By 7 p.m., the real adventure began, nightlife in Varkala.
Our group of eighteen split into three squads for café hopping. My squad was a mix of chaos and fun: me, Jude, Gokul, Swetha, Arun, and Bino. We picked Cafe Sarwaa, a cozy little place with warm lights, wooden decor, and an aesthetic charm that made it feel straight out of Pinterest.
We ordered some drinks, lounged on beanbags, and drifted into lazy conversations. Then something unexpected happened, a few foreigners sitting nearby struck up a conversation with us. They were curious about our culture, and soon we were explaining everything from Tamil traditions to Kerala’s unique flavours. Laughter, stories, and cultural exchange filled the night, making it feel like more than just café hopping, it was connection.
After wrapping up at the café, our team headed to a small restaurant for dinner. We ordered plates of authentic Kerala food fluffy appams, spicy curries, and seafood. By the time we finished, our stomachs were full, our energy drained, and the only thing on our minds was sleep. So, we went back to our stays and crashed into our beds.
Meanwhile, the other two teams had a very different night. Instead of heading back, they stumbled upon a beachside party. By coincidence, both groups ended up at the same event music blasting, lights flickering, waves crashing just a few feet away. They danced, laughed, and lived the kind of wild night we only heard about the next day. But us? We were the “responsible” ones, fast asleep while the real party happened without us.
Our last day was fully packed. We rode out to Lotus Lake, and the moment we saw the water covered in pink blooms, everyone went crazy with excitement. We rented paddle boats, and that’s when the real fun started.
Gokul and Bino, as usual, couldn’t sit straight for even five minutes. They kept ramming their boat into ours, shouting like pirates on some mission. Harris, who had zero balance, nearly toppled into the lake twice, and the whole group laughed so hard our stomachs hurt.
Jude sat next to me in our boat, pointing at random flowers and making fun of how bad I was at paddling. She leaned over, picked up a lotus petal from the water, and put it in my head with a playful smile. “Here’s a souvenir,” she said. It was such a small thing, but I caught Abhinav watching from the next boat, his smile became a bit tight. I acted like I didn’t see it.
After the chaos at Lotus Lake, we headed to the Jatayu Earth Center. The climb up was brutal, half of us were panting like old uncles halfway through, while Arun kept making lame jokes about how he was “training for the Olympics.” Gokul kept trying to race everyone, but tripped so many times we lost count.
When we finally reached the top, the view was insane. The hills rolled endlessly, and the massive sculpture of Jatayu towered above us like something out of a fantasy movie. We clicked group photos, took goofy poses, and even tried shouting contests to see whose voice carried the farthest into the hills. Bino nearly lost his voice, but he claimed victory anyway.
Amidst all the noise, Jude and I somehow ended up standing next to each other, leaning against the railing and quietly watching the view. For a second, it felt like the world slowed down. Just us, the breeze, and that endless horizon. I caught Abhinav looking at us again, this time not even trying to hide his discomfort.
Of course, before things could get awkward, Gokul barged in between us with his usual “macha, selfie time!” and dragged everyone back into the chaos.
Later, we went back to our stay, tired but still excited. Everyone took out their phones, and we sat together sharing all the pictures and videos from the trip. The room was full of laughter as we watched funny clips like Gokul almost falling from his boat or Harris making weird bird sounds at Jatayu. In no time, everyone’s Instagram was full of stories.
Meanwhile, a few of us had already started half-heartedly packing. Stuffing clothes into bags while still scrolling through pictures. The room was a mix of chaos and calm. Some lying flat on the bed, some folding clothes, and others just sitting around, clinging to the last bits of the trip.
Our last day came too quickly. We had one more adventure with local shopping and street food. Everyone bargained, took photos, and bought trinkets they might never use. By the time we packed and left for the station, we were all tired. But as the train moved, we looked back for the last time. Varkala wasn’t only about beaches, cliffs, or cafés. It was about the eighteen of us making memories together.
The next day we reached Chennai at 5:50 a.m. I can never sleep properly on trains, I always wake up to check if we’ve arrived. So, I was the first one to wake up and start checking things in the morning.
The train compartment was a mess. Harris was lying across two seats, Gokul was hugging his backpack like it was a pillow, and Arun was snoring loudly. I tried to wake them up first gently, then with more force because we needed to take our bags and leave before the platform got crowded. But no one moved. Not even a little.
I didn’t wake Jude; I just watched her sleeping, she slept like a kid. For a moment, I just watched her, thinking how a trip that was full of noise and chaos could suddenly feel so quiet.
Then I remembered, the station was only five minutes away. I turned into an alarm clock, shaking everyone, calling names, even hitting pillows. Slowly they woke up, looking confused. We grabbed our bags, put on our shoes, and rushed out to the platform. We were tired but smiling, each of us carrying memories of the trip.
The trip ended the way all good trips do with hugs, rushed goodbyes, and one last chaotic selfie where half of us weren’t even looking at the camera. Then, like scattered puzzle pieces, we each went our separate ways.
Jude was heading to her sister’s house, so I booked her a cab. She slid into the backseat, and just before the door closed, she turned, smiled at me, and said nothing. No words, no promises just that smile. And somehow, it carried more weight than a full conversation.
I caught the metro back home. As soon as I stepped through the gate, my dog Inba came charging at me, tail wagging, tongue attacking my shoes like I’d been gone for years instead of three days. That messy, unconditional love hit harder than anything else.
My mom took my bags and tucked them away like she always does. I showered off the dust and sweat of travel and then sat down to breakfast. After three straight days of outside food, that first bite of home cooking was pure heaven.
With my stomach full and my body finally clean, I collapsed into bed. The city was awake, trains were running, people were rushing to work. But I let the world spin without me.
The next day, I went to college and headed straight to the lab for my additional course. Everyone else came a little later, and once the lab was full, one of our faculty members walked in and asked us to come back to the classroom immediately.
I was terrified. For a moment, I thought they had called us because all eighteen of us had been absent for a whole day. The trip had been planned for Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, with Monday being a government holiday, so we could rest before returning to college on Tuesday. Still, I worried that they might punish us for being absent on Friday.
But to my relief, it wasn’t about that at all. The faculty had called us to form teams for our final year project. Since we were in our last year, they didn’t even bother about the absence.
I was paired with Gopi for my final year project. If you know him, you’d get why it felt like both good luck and a risk. He can turn even a serious meeting into a comedy show. After the announcements, we all walked back to the lab. The day went on as usual, but in the evening, Gopi came and sat next to me, with a serious look he doesn’t use often.
We began talking about ideas like where to start, what path to take, and how much money we could spend without going broke. Then he leaned in and said, “Why don’t we join one of our professor’s research projects? It’s solid work, costs less, and we’ll get a good grade.” For once, the goofy guy was making perfect sense.
When it came time to meet our project in-charge, I was nervous to speak with him. After all, he was our HOD. One stern look from him could freeze you in place.
But Gopi? The brave warrior Gopi stepped forward confidently and asked, “Sir, since you’re in charge of the final year projects… if you have any ongoing research, please let us join you.”
I sat there waiting for rejection, maybe even a lecture. Instead, the HOD didn’t hesitate. He nodded, agreed, and immediately walked us through the details. Just like that, what I thought would be the hardest step was done in minutes.
Everything went smoothly. While the rest of the class was sweating over topics, hunting for ideas, and running around for guidance, Gopi and I were already halfway through our project. It felt like we’d skipped the line while everyone else was still stuck at the entrance.
Here comes a new character: Karthi. He’s a certified nerd of our class, but also the kind of extrovert who could strike up a conversation with a total stranger in the canteen line.
One day, he casually mentioned to Harris that he was planning to attend ISRO’s upcoming PSLV rocket launch. Harris brought the news to me, Arun, and Abhinav, and within seconds we were hooked. Rockets, space, ISRO. What teenage boy wouldn’t go crazy about that?
Later, we cornered Karthi and spoke to him about the plan. He just grinned, like he’d been expecting it all along. ‘I’m in,’ he said. ‘But just so you know, one of our juniors is tagging along too.’ None of us minded, so we went ahead and started booking the slots for the launch.
Everything had gone according to plan, until the actual day arrived. Abhinav had promised to bring his dad’s car. To get the keys, he told his father the most believable lie he could think of: “I need to carry my project to college.” Simple, convincing, and it worked.
The rest of us had agreed to meet near my house. Arun came over first, and we walked together to the spot. A few minutes later, Karthi and the junior showed up. But there was one problem. The driver of the day, the one with the car was nowhere in sight. Of course, Abhinav hadn’t even woken up.
After waiting impatiently, we finally sent Harris on a rescue mission to drag him out of bed. By the time Harris returned with a very sleepy-looking Abhinav, we had already lost one and a half hours. So much for a smooth start.
After finally meeting up, we all left together and began our journey. For the first half hour, we vibed to some Tamil kuthu songs, but soon the energy started to fade. We took a short break, then began chatting with the junior. His name was Yuva another certified nerd, just like Karthi. No wonder the two were friends.
There were six of us crammed into a car meant for five. The four of us me, Arun, Yuva, and Karthi managed to squeeze into the back seat, shoulders pressed together. The space was so tight that we had to stop every now and then just to stretch our backs and laugh at how ridiculous we looked.
After the break, the ride went on peacefully until a couple of reckless drivers overtook us. That’s when Abhinav lost it and went full throttle to chase them. Arun and I were cheering him on, yelling, ‘Go get them, macha!’ like we were in an F1 race, while Harris kept shouting at us to stop egging him on. Eventually, we all calmed down and continued the journey without any more drama.
Then we went near Sriharikota. If you’re from India, you’d know that’s where ISRO is located. The view along the way was breathtaking water stretched out on both sides, sunlight bouncing off the surface, and the long road ahead looking like a bridge to an island. We rolled the windows down, letting the salty breeze brush against our faces.
By the time we reached ISRO, the place was alive with energy. Cars packed in every corner, people rushing around with excitement. We parked, left our bags in the car, and headed toward the viewing point.
The place was packed and no surprise, since this was the first launch open to the public after COVID. Somehow, we managed to claim a small patch of ground for ourselves. We sat there, hyped and sweaty, waiting for the countdown to begin. That’s when we spotted a well-known TV anchor, Gopinath. He’s quite popular on a major Tamil channel. We took a few selfies with him and headed back to our spot.
The crowd erupted into the countdown “TEN! NINE! EIGHT!” and the ground seemed to vibrate with every number. By the time everyone shouted ‘ONE!’, I already had my phone up, ready to capture the big moment.
Except… I couldn’t find the rocket. Everyone around me was cheering and pointing at the sky, and there I was spinning in circles like an idiot. By the time I finally spotted it, it was already halfway to space, just a tiny white streak fading into the blue. I missed the whole thing and ended up recording… clouds.
After leaving the place, we headed back to our homes. Everyone was starving, so we decided to eat some Andhra food since we were still in Andhra Pradesh. We searched for a good roadside restaurant but couldn’t find any. As we got closer to our homes, we decided to stop at our favourite restaurant.
We ordered our food, and once everything arrived, we started eating while sharing pictures and videos from the trip with each other. After finishing, we went to a tea shop for a cup of Chetta’s tea. Once everyone was done, we called it a day and went home.
Once I got home, I took a shower and went to my bed, phone in hand. I wanted to talk to Jude, we hadn’t really spoken properly after the final project, and I was craving a normal conversation with her.
I tried calling her. Call cut. I tried again. Cut again. Panic mode: activated. What did I do? Did I say something wrong?
I sent her a text. She read it… and left me hanging. Just “seen.” My mind was spinning. I replayed everything I did until today, trying to figure out why she was upset. It was like being stuck in a puzzle I couldn’t solve.
The next morning, I went to college with one goal: find Jude and figure out what I’d done. But she was nowhere to be found. Her best friend gave me a gentle warning don’t push it, she said, and I still didn’t understand why Jude was so distant.
Then our first-semester final exams started. I decided, reluctantly, to stay away from her. I wouldn’t call or text, I would give her space during the exams and deal with things later. So, I focused on studying with Arun, who helped me concentrate. Still, seeing her in the exam hall hurt. She turned her face away, like I was a stranger. I could hardly read a single line. If Arun hadn’t been there to help me, I don’t know what I would have done.
As soon as the last exam ended, I ran to find her. I asked for answers, but she tried to walk away. I didn’t let her. I needed to know the truth, and finally, she told me quietly and painfully. Abhinav had called her. He said, “I didn’t feel this before, but now, seeing you close to Vishwa, I feel jealous. Maybe I have feelings for you. I don’t want to cause problems, but you should know why I’ve been distant.”
The words hit me hard. I felt anger burning inside me. I didn’t think, I went straight to Abhinav and yelled at him. Our words turned into pushing, and then into a fight. For a brief, chaotic moment, I couldn’t control myself. All my anger, hurt, and betrayal had finally come out.
Abhinav hadn’t said a word about any of it while we were at Sriharikota. Finding out afterward felt like being stabbed from behind, betrayal burned hotter for having been hidden. Around us, other students shouted and tried to separate us, but their voices were muffled by my anger.
I lost control. All my frustration, and fear burst out at once. I hit him. It wasn’t a small push. It was blind, angry, and stupid.
Jude ran into the chaos, screaming for us to stop, her voice cracking with panic. For a second I noticed her, and then I didn’t. Everything narrowed to one thing: Abhinav. I wanted him to feel the same hurt I did. That need to hurt him eclipsed everything else in that moment.
Arun and Gokul came rushing through the crowd and yanked us apart. “Stop it, da! HOD’s coming this way!” Gokul shouted, his voice half panic, half authority. “Go to the restroom now. We’ll deal with this later!”
We didn’t want to risk suspension. Even on the way there, Abhinav and I kept shouting and pushing each other until we reached the restroom. The moment the door slammed shut, the shouting began again.
I was shaking not from fear, but from anger. “Three years, da. Three years of friendship, and this is what you do?” My voice echoed off the tiles. “I was ashamed to even call you as my friend!”
Abhinav stayed silent, his head hanging low. That made it worse. “You already have a girlfriend and a side-chick too! Now you’ve got feelings for Jude? How’s that even possible?” 
No answer. Just silence. He didn’t even look at me. The silence was heavier than the fight. I stared at him for a long moment, waiting for some kind of explanation that never came. Finally, I gave up. Straightened my shirt, ran a hand through my messy hair, and walked out. Each step away from that restroom felt like walking away from something I couldn’t fix.
When I started my bike and was about to leave the college and all that chaos behind, when I heard someone calling my name. I turned and there she was. Jude came running toward me, her face a mix of anger and fear.
Before I could say a word, she shouted, “Are you mad? Why did you beat him like that? You looked like a freak, Vishwa! Don’t ever talk to me again. I’m scared of you now, I didn’t know you could be like this. Even if he was wrong, you should’ve talked it out, not fought like some street thug. You made a big mess today… one that’ll never be fixed. Goodbye. Don’t ever come near me again.”
Her words hit harder than any punch I’d thrown. My eyes blurred with tears, and before I knew it, I was speeding away, my bike roaring through the road like it shared my anger. The wind couldn’t dry the tears inside my helmet.
When I reached home, I didn’t speak to anyone. I went straight to my room, locked the door, collapsed on my bed, and stared at the ceiling. Everything around me was quiet, except for the sound of my own broken breathing.
After that day, something in me broke. I couldn’t face people anymore. I went to college, but I was just… there. I didn’t talk to anyone not even to Arun or Gokul, the two people who’d always been there for me. I walked through the corridors like a ghost, pretending everything was fine while feeling completely empty inside.
I stopped going for the additional course too. I knew she’d be there, and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. So, I quietly stepped away.
When the exam results came out, I opened the portal with trembling hands. My grades were terrible, barely a pass in most subjects. It wasn’t a surprise. My mind had been anywhere but on studies.
Sometimes in class, our eyes would accidentally meet, but she would quickly look away. I never tried to talk to her again. I didn’t want to disturb her peace, not after everything.
Then life started to move again, even if I didn’t want it to. Our final-year project presentation date was announced, and I had to call Gopi to discuss it. Around that time, the company that had offered me a job began its training sessions. Between the project and the training, I buried myself in work because staying busy was the only way to stop thinking about her.
Life moved on, but I didn’t. After everything that happened, I made a silent promise to myself. Never get close to anyone again, it wasn’t worth the pain. 
Gokul and Arun kept trying to reach me. They called, they texted, they even waited for me after class. But I kept my distance. I wasn’t ready to face anyone.
Something inside me had changed after the fight with Abhinav. I started seeing people differently. Every smile looked fake, every word felt temporary. I didn’t know who to trust anymore, so I stopped trusting altogether.
That day, I was the last one leaving the classroom when Gokul suddenly shut the door behind me. “Sit down,” Arun said, blocking my way. I could tell by their faces, this wasn’t going to be just another talk.
They started yelling, both of them at once about how I’d been ignoring them, avoiding calls, pretending they didn’t exist. I kept trying to walk out, but Gokul pushed me back and, out of nowhere, slapped me. “You idiot!” he shouted, voice cracking. “Do you even know how much we missed you?”
And just like that, the wall I’d built for months came crashing down. I broke. I cried like a kid, right there in the middle of the classroom. All that pain I’d been carrying alone finally spilled out. Gokul hugged me, and I couldn’t stop crying.
Arun, being Arun, wiped my tears, messed up my hair, and said, “Enough drama, da. Let’s go eat.” We went to the cafeteria, grabbed some snacks, and they started talking about everything I’d missed the inside jokes, the random fights, the lunch box wars.
Sitting there with them, laughing again, I realized how much I’d missed this “my friends, my people, my peace.”
After college, we rode to the lake near our campus, the one where we used to hang out after classes. The breeze was calm, the water shimmered in the evening light, and for the first time in months, I felt a little peace.
We walked along the sides of the lake when Arun suddenly asked,
“Will you ever forgive Abhinav?” I didn’t even have to think. “No,” I said. “If he’d told me the truth before the trip, maybe. But after everything that happened… never.”
Gokul looked at me quietly for a few seconds before asking,
“What about Jude?” I sighed. “I don’t know, da. I don’t want to disturb her anymore. Maybe I’ll just stay out of her life.”
Gokul nodded slowly. “Maybe. But you should at least tell her how you feel. One last time. Maybe she wanted to say something too but couldn’t. You’ll never know unless you try.”
His words made sense, but I didn’t have the courage. After all that happened, how was I supposed to face her? 
The next day, Arun pulled some strings again. He went to Jude’s best friend and convinced her to bring Jude to the cafeteria. She pretended it was just a casual break, but I was already waiting there, trying to calm my heartbeat.
When Jude walked in, she looked surprised to see me. I took a deep breath and said softly, “I just need a minute, Jude. Don’t worry, I won’t take long.”
At first, she tried to keep it casual “How are you, Vishwa? Are you doing okay?” But soon, she stopped pretending and asked, “What do you really want to talk about?”
My mind went blank for a second. But I knew if I didn’t say it now, I never would. “I don’t know how you think about me after everything that happened,” I said, my voice trembling a little, “but I just want to tell you that… I like you a lot. No, actually… I love you. I know what your answer might be, but say whatever feels right to you.”
She looked down for a moment and said quietly, “No, Vishwa. It won’t work out between us. I’m a Christian, and you’re a Hindu. My parents will never agree to this. It’s better if you forget about it.”
It felt like a lame excuse, but I didn’t want to argue. I just nodded and said, “It’s okay. I’m just glad I got to say what I feel.”
Then I walked out of the cafeteria, my chest heavy but my heart strangely lighter as if I had finally closed a chapter.
I walked out of the cafeteria with a weird calmness like the storm had passed. My chest was heavy, but my heart felt lighter. I saw Arun and Gokul waiting near the bike parking, both pretending to scroll their phones but clearly waiting for the “big news.”
Gokul spotted me and grinned. “So, Mr. Loverboy, did the lady of your dreams accept your Oscar-worthy confession?” I sighed, “She said it won’t work out. Religion stuff, she’s Christian, I’m Hindu.”
For two seconds, they both went silent. Then Arun burst out laughing.
“Brooo, you got rejected for a future wedding before even getting into a relationship! Gokul jumped in, “Yeah da, even TATA motors take longer to reject a loan application!”
I tried to look serious but ended up laughing too. My heart was broken, but these idiots somehow made it bearable.
Arun put his arm around me and said, “Forget her, machan. You launched your emotions like a PSLV rocket, and she sent them straight to orbit. Time to come back to Earth now.” Gokul nodded wisely, pretending to be serious. “Next mission: Operation Move On. Target: Mess food and chai at Chetta’s.”
We all laughed like old times. That evening, sitting at our favourite tea shop with a cup of hot chai, the world didn’t feel so heavy anymore. For the first time in a long time, I felt like myself again.
After that, everything went smoothly. I was focusing on my training and preparing for my final-year project review. Since it was our last semester, I rarely went to college anymore. I had completely stopped talking to Jude. I hadn’t seen her in weeks, maybe even months. I didn’t know where she was or what she was up to.
Most of my days were spent hanging out with Gokul. We’d roam around theatres, beaches, malls, anywhere that kept us from thinking about how our college life was coming to an end.
One day, my uncle handed me two IPL tickets. I’d never been to a single match before, so I grabbed them and took Gokul with me. We reached the stadium early, all hyped up, only to realize we had no idea where to park the bike. The roads were packed, horns blaring, people rushing, it felt like the entire city had shown up. We roamed for almost an hour trying to find a spot. The match was about to start, and in the end, we gave up and parked the bike all the way near Marina Beach.
From there, we had to walk nearly three kilometres. Actually, we ran most of the way. The sound of the crowd echoed from a distance, and our excitement pushed us forward. We missed the first three overs, but we made it inside just in time to feel the pulse of the game.
The atmosphere was electric. The DJ kept the crowd alive, blasting hype tracks between overs, the lights flashing like we were at a concert. It was Chennai Super Kings VS Punjab Kings, our first match ever. And of course, both Gokul and I were die-hard M.S. Dhoni fans. When Dhoni walked out to bat, the stadium exploded. The roar was deafening. For a moment, it felt like the world had stopped, and every single person in that stadium was living the same heartbeat.
The match was intense, a real nail-biter. But in the end, CSK lost by just three runs. We sighed, clapped, and started heading out, still buzzing from the experience. That’s when my phone rang, it was my dad. He didn’t even say hello. “You went to the stadium and CSK lost? Don’t ever go again!” he barked, then hung up. I just stood there staring at my phone, half amused, half confused. What did I even do? I just went to watch the match, how was that my fault?
We started walking back toward Marina Beach, exhausted but laughing about it. A few people noticed our jerseys and stopped us on the way. “Bro, who won? What happened in the last over?” they asked eagerly. We told them the score, exchanged a few laughs, and kept walking.
By the time we reached our bikes and rode home, my voice was gone, my legs were aching, but my mind was still stuck in that stadium. For the first time in a long while, I’d actually felt alive.
After that, the project review day finally arrived. Everyone was busy preparing for their presentations, rehearsing like it was a TED Talk. Meanwhile, I was completely zoned out in the group, humming some random song in my head as if I were auditioning for Indian Idol.
Then I looked at Gopi. He had the same blank, lost-in-space expression. I swear, we were made for each other — at least in this project.
Our project coordinator helped us prepare the PowerPoint presentation and guided us through the report format. So, on paper, we were ready. In reality… not so much.
When our turn came, I confidently walked up to the stage with Gopi. The confidence lasted exactly 3.5 seconds. The moment I clicked to the first slide, the animation went rogue. All the text came flying in from every direction like a PowerPoint explosion. The other students looked confused, our guide looked shocked, and Gopi looked at me like “Bro, what have you done?” I tried to play it cool. “As you can see, sir, our project has dynamic transitions,” I said, pretending it was intentional.
Halfway through, Gopi forgot what to say and started reading verbatim from the slide, including “Thank you” even though we were only halfway through the presentation. Everyone laughed, including the panel. I quickly jumped in and said, “That was just a trailer, sir, the full movie is yet to come.”
Somehow, through pure chaos and accidental comedy, we managed to finish it. When the panel finally said, “Good job,” I almost wanted to thank the universe for not letting the laptop crash too.
Gopi and I walked out of the hall after our presentation like champions, puffing our chests out and pretending we’d won Olympic gold. Feeling victorious, we headed to the cafeteria to grab some food, ready to bask in our glory… and absolutely do nothing productive.
That’s when I saw her Jude, running like her shoes were on fire. My curiosity got the better of me, so I followed her. Yep, just as I thought, she was the next one scheduled to present. But fate had other plans, she didn’t make it in time, and the next team had already started.
The faculty scolded her mercilessly, and then she started crying, apologizing through tears. My chest tightened. I wanted to run up to her, tell her it’s okay, but I stayed put. I just watched, feeling helpless but also… something else stirring inside me.
Once she finished the presentation, I didn’t approach her. I quietly walked away, feeling that weird mix of relief and frustration, and went to join Gopi for lunch, though half my brain was still replaying her tearful eyes.
