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Hayabusa dreams
Ah, the age-old question. Who am I? A simple question with a tangled web of answers. If you ask society, they might define me by where I come from, what I own, or how much I earn. But if you ask me? I’m just another dreamer, an ordinary kid with an extraordinary number of dreams—2,000 to be precise, bouncing around in my head like an untamed stallion racing against the wind.
I was born into the great middle-class universe—a world of careful calculations, where every penny earned was stretched to its maximum potential. A place where joy could be found in small wins, like an extra scoop of ice cream on a hot day or the excitement of a ‘Buy 1 Get 1 Free’ deal. The streets I grew up on were lined with people who had their own versions of success, and they were eager to pass down their wisdom, sometimes uninvited. Their words? A roadmap. Their intentions? Mostly good. But their guidance? More like an old GPS that kept recalculating and sending me in circles.
I was surrounded by many—a mix of well-wishers, advisors, and a few who simply pretended to care. Everyone had an idea of who I should be, what I should do, and how I should walk the tightrope of life. They spoke of stability, a well-planned career, and a future that followed a predictable arc. And yet, in the middle of all that predictability, my mind wandered into places that were anything but.
Then there were my friends. Some were like me—middle-class, making do with what we had. But then, there were the other ones. The ones with high-end cars, extravagant parties, and vacations in places I’d only seen in travel magazines. They measured life not by experiences but by possessions, by the speed of their cars, the weight of their wallets, and the unspoken competition of whose father had the biggest empire. And there I was, the kid who loved speed but was stuck on old, muddy tires, watching as they zoomed past, leaving trails of privilege in their wake.
I won’t lie. It stung. It made me wonder. Why not me? Why was I destined to be the observer, never the driver? The more I thought about it, the more jealousy seeped into my veins, whispering things I wasn’t proud of. It wasn’t just about wanting more—it was about wanting it now.
And then, imagination joined the party. What if I were invisible? Oh, the possibilities! I could slip into a bank, take what I wanted, and no one would ever know. I could sneak into a corrupt politician’s mansion and redistribute the wealth. I could finally get the dream ride I’d always wanted, no longer bound by the limits of money. It was the ultimate loophole, the perfect fantasy.
But then, reality knocked. Hard.
Even if I were invisible, how would I carry the money without it looking like a floating bag of cash? How would I drive my new dream car without people wondering why an empty driver’s seat was zooming down the highway? The more I thought about it, the more absurd it became. I wasn’t thinking of changing the world—I was just indulging in a temporary escape from it.
And that’s when it hit me. The truth.
Jealousy is a mirage. It promises an oasis, but when you get closer, it vanishes, leaving you stranded in a desert of discontent. I could spend my life wishing for shortcuts, dreaming of ways to fast-forward my success, or I could do the hard thing—the real thing. Work. Build. Create. Earn. Not through tricks or fantasies, but through grit, perseverance, and determination.
One day, I heard the story of an old farmer. He had two sons—one who always dreamt of riches, and the other who quietly tilled the land every day. The first son envied the wealthy traders in town, wishing he could be like them without the years of effort. The second son focused on his work, tending to the soil and planting seeds. Years passed, and while the first son still dreamt of an easy fortune, the second son stood in his own vast fields, ripe with golden crops. He had built something real, something lasting.
And that’s the lesson.
Imagination is powerful. It can inspire. It can innovate. But if it’s fueled by envy rather than vision, it becomes a trap. A cycle of longing for what others have instead of working for what you want.
So, moral of the story? Jealousy might entertain you, but it won’t elevate you. Hard work will. Dreams will. And next time, if I must dream of superpowers, I’ll choose to be a hero, not a ghostly bandit. A creator, not a thief of imagined fortunes. Because building something real? That’s a story worth living.
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Invisible Love
Where does it strike you? The heart? The soul? Or does it simply creep into your life, unnoticed at first, only to turn everything upside down? Love is a question, a paradox, a force both gentle and wild. And if you ask me, it’s the one thing that has the power to make or break a person.
As I grew older, love took on different forms—some fleeting, some haunting, and all of them lessons I never signed up for. But then, there was her. The kind of love that doesn’t knock politely but crashes into your life, unapologetic and unfiltered. She was quiet, yet her presence spoke volumes. She observed the world rather than trying to change it. And that’s what made her different.
When I met her, I thought I had everything figured out. Life was a structured path—duties, responsibilities, the expectations of being a "man." Provide. Protect. Be strong. Suppress emotions, ignore vulnerabilities, and keep walking. But she? She existed in a world of soft pauses and deep reflections, a stark contrast to my world of deadlines and logical choices.
At first, I was intrigued. Why was she so silent? Why did she let people overlook her? Why did she downplay her brilliance? And with each passing moment, I realized—she was a reflection of the person I once was, before the world forced me into its mold. She made me question things I had accepted without thought. She made me feel things I had buried. And before I knew it, love wasn’t just an idea—it was a living, breathing force inside me.
But love is never simple.
With her, time lost meaning. Logic faded. The rules of the world blurred. And yet, reality stood firm, whispering reminders of responsibilities, consequences, and the weight of choices. And in the middle of this chaos, I wished for one thing—to be invisible.
If I were invisible, there would be no rules, no judgment, no fear. I could exist in her world without explanations. I could watch her when she wasn’t aware, listen to the sound of her heartbeat when the world was silent. I could laugh with her in stolen moments, uninterrupted by the constraints of reality. The thought consumed me. The desire was relentless.
But then, a darker truth emerged.
What if this power of invisibility wasn’t used with love? What if it fell into the wrong hands? The ability to move unseen—how tempting, how dangerous. Wouldn’t people exploit it? Wouldn’t the world become a place of fear rather than freedom? Love, when pure, desires presence. It seeks connection, not possession. But the very act of wanting to be invisible, of wanting to watch without being seen, was a violation in itself.
And isn’t that what hypocrisy looks like? We justify our own desires in the name of love, but when others invade privacy under a different pretense, we call it a crime. Love is not about control. It is not about ownership. It is about choosing to stand beside someone, seen and acknowledged, vulnerable yet strong.
There’s an old story about a man who found a ring that made him invisible. At first, he used it for noble deeds. But soon, temptation took over. He stole. He spied. He played god. And in the end, he lost himself. Because power, without responsibility, is a curse disguised as a gift.
And so, the truth is this—love is not about disappearing into someone’s life unnoticed. It is about showing up. Fully. Completely. Without masks, without illusions. Love is not about wanting someone so much that you erase yourself. It is about being seen and still being chosen.
So, the moral of the story? Love is not about control. It is not about hiding in the shadows. It is about standing in the light, unafraid. Because if you truly love someone, you won’t need to be invisible. You’ll want to be seen, flaws and all, and still be loved for who you are.
Go Together with others ,if you do 100 miles feel like 10!
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Invisible illusion of power
When I was younger, I used to believe the world was simple—good people did good things, bad people did bad things, and justice always found its way. But as I grew older, that illusion shattered. I saw the guilty walk free, the innocent suffer, and corruption thrive in broad daylight. It made my blood boil.
One day, I sat in a dimly lit café, overhearing a conversation between two men. They spoke in hushed tones, their words laced with greed and power. One of them, a man I had once respected, laughed about how he had “taken care” of someone who stood in his way. No remorse. No hesitation. Just a transaction. And in that moment, a dark thought crept into my mind—what if I could erase people like him? What if I had the power to make justice unstoppable?
That’s when the fantasy took hold.
If I were invisible, I could invade the lives of wrongdoers, track them down, and wipe them off the face of the earth. No more crime. No more corruption. No more evil. I would cleanse the world, one bad soul at a time.
But where would I start? My town? My country? The entire world? The deeper I thought, the more tangled the mission became.
Like any great undertaking, I needed a strategy. I envisioned a detailed planner, listing every crime, every corrupt soul, drawing connections like a master detective. It felt thrilling. Righteous. Like I was about to play god.
Then, reality struck.
Two major incidents unfolded at the same time, at opposite ends of my town. Two lives in danger. I had the power to intervene, but I couldn’t be in two places at once. My mind raced. Who should I save? Who deserved to live?
And then, a chilling thought—what if one of them was my father? Would I still hesitate? Would I still weigh my options? HELL NO. I would save him, no matter what. No matter who was on the other side.
And that’s when it hit me. Even with all the power in the world, I was still human. My choices weren’t just about justice—they were driven by attachment, by bias, by love. Humans aren't gods. We aren’t selfless beings making perfect, righteous decisions. We are creatures of emotion, tangled in our own contradictions.
The truth? Power isn’t the answer. Even the mightiest force in the world is useless if the heart guiding it is flawed. And no matter how much we claim to seek justice, when faced with the hardest choices, we will always choose the ones we love.
So, moral of the story? Power doesn’t make you just. It just makes you more of what you already are.
[bookmark: _cuua0o42j9qb]
[bookmark: _2pit8zh0141j]
[bookmark: _otiyvudlox19]
[bookmark: _lip8qybn5gxr]
[bookmark: _9mgw98b5hsxi]
[bookmark: _mrpoyp1u8z8n]Chapter 4 
Invisible Beyond Emotions
They say life is simple—you do good, you get good; you do bad, you get bad. Karma keeps the scoreboard, right? Well, if that were true, half the politicians and rich brats I knew would have been struck by lightning by now. But here they were, sipping on expensive whiskey while the honest guy down the street struggled to afford tea.
So, naturally, I did what any rational person would do—I started wondering if I could fix things. Maybe not in a Gandhian, "be the change you wish to see" way. No, I was thinking more along the lines of becoming an invisible, all-seeing vigilante, swooping into the world’s mess and cleaning it up like an ethical Thanos (but with better PR).
That’s when I thought of my friend. A guy who had everything—a good life, a sharp mind, and the emotional stability of a cat on caffeine. He was in the land business, and in that field, let’s just say "negotiation" sometimes involved either burning your own hands or ensuring someone else got an early ticket to the afterlife. He did what needed to be done, whether right or wrong.
And I, from my morally superior couch, thought, He should be punished. What he’s doing is wrong. Justice should prevail. The law should catch up to him. But then, a tiny, inconvenient voice in my head asked, But what if it were your family?
And boom—moral dilemma.
Would I still demand justice if the person in question was someone I loved? Would I want them behind bars, or would I cook up a heartfelt speech about "circumstances" and "misunderstood intentions"? Would I fight for truth or quietly whisper, "Let’s keep this within the family, officer?"
That’s when it hit me—justice isn’t just about right and wrong. It’s about who is involved. We like to think we’re fair and unbiased, but when emotions enter the chat, our moral compass suddenly starts acting like Google Maps on a bad signal—constantly rerouting to suit our convenience.
And that’s the truth—humans aren’t designed to be purely just. We are emotional, selfish, and spectacularly hypocritical when it suits us.
Some bonds, no matter how flawed, override logic. And sometimes, the hardest thing to accept is that right and wrong aren’t set in stone—they bend, twist, and reshape themselves depending on where our heart lies.
Moral of the story? It’s easy to demand justice when it’s not your loved one on trial. But when the tables turn, suddenly, "justice" starts looking a lot like "forgiveness in disguise."
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Life is a long, winding road full of contradictions. As kids, we believe the world is simple—right is right, wrong is wrong. No middle ground. But then we grow up, and suddenly, life throws us into situations where those neat little rules don’t seem to apply anymore. And just like that, we become selectively righteous.

The Balcony Tree Incident
When I was growing up, we had a tree on our balcony. It started as a small plant, but over time, it grew, its branches spreading into the balcony, creating a beautiful green canopy. I loved that tree. It felt like a part of our home.

One morning, I woke up to the sound of chopping. Rushing outside, I saw my dad had called a few workers to cut off the branches. I was furious. “Why, Dad? Why did you do this?”

He looked at me, calm as ever, and said, “Son, I love trees too. But the branches were bringing in red ants, insects—things that could harm you, your mom, our family. If I hadn’t cut them, they would’ve made life difficult for the people I love.”

And that’s when it hit me. My dad, who always preached about the importance of nature, had just chopped down part of a tree. A hypocrite? Maybe. But in his eyes, the choice was clear—love for his family trumped love for nature.

The Superpower Dilemma
Now, imagine this: what if I had the power to be invisible? At first, it sounds like a dream. I could go anywhere, do anything. Maybe even get close to the most beautiful woman in the world without her knowing.

But then, a thought hit me—how many crushes would I follow around? Would it be just one? Or all of them? Would I be satisfied, or would I keep looking for more? And even if I had access to everything I ever desired, would it really mean anything without true emotional or mental connection?

I realized something that moment—even unlimited power would eventually become meaningless. If you can have everything without effort, without permission, without respect, then nothing really holds value. Would I ever be satisfied? Or would I just get bored, moving from one thing to the next, never feeling fulfilled?

And boooom, just like that, the fantasy shattered. Being invisible wouldn’t be a gift; it would be a curse. I’d lose more than I’d gain. I’d struggle with choices between right and wrong, only to realize that in trying to do right, I’d end up doing wrong, and vice versa.

The Ultimate Hypocrisy
And that’s exactly what life is. We pretend to have morals, to follow rules, to always do what’s right—until the situation affects us.

As kids, we cry foul when someone lies—until it’s us sneaking cookies from the jar.
As students, we call others cheaters—until we’re the ones whispering answers during an exam.
As adults, we demand honesty—until a little white lie saves our own skin.
We want justice—until someone we love is on the receiving end of punishment.

The truth? Humans are walking contradictions.

We think we want absolute power, but power without limits makes us lose our sense of value. We think we stand by morals, but our morals are often dictated by personal gain. Right and wrong? They’re not universal truths. They’re shifting, bending, changing—just like us.

And so, the real challenge in life isn’t just knowing what’s right or wrong. It’s choosing what’s right even when it doesn’t serve us. Because justice that only applies when it's convenient… isn’t justice at all.

And on that note—if you ever catch me breaking my own rules, just let it slide. After all, I’m only human. 😏
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Hayabusa dreams
Who am I?
Oh, great question! I’m just your average kid with 2,000 dreams bouncing around in my head like a hayabusa on nitro. What a delightful combo, right? 
I grew up in a middle-class society—you know, that magical place defined by working hard, saving pennies, and occasionally splurging on “Buy 1 Get 1 Free” deals.
And also around a thousand people who either loved me, liked me, or pretended to shower me with wisdom. These delightful humans wanted nothing more than to shape how I see the world and “guide” me on life’s path. Sounds helpful, right? Spoiler alert: it wasn’t.
The “path suggestions” felt like being at an airport where every flight is delayed, canceled, or rerouted. Confusion? Check. Profound jealousy? Oh, absolutely. Attachment? Sure, let’s throw that in, too.
Friends. You know, those rich friends. Rich—as in, “Let’s measure worth by the thickness of your wallet, the horsepower in your car, and how many zeroes your dad’s bank balance has.” There I was, the certified middle-class kid who loved wheels but was stuck riding old, muddy tires. Everyone else zipped by in high-end cars and bikes while I stood there, questioning every life decision I’d never made.”pun intended”
“Why am I not part of this rich gang?” I asked myself. (Well, I didn’t really have to; society made it painfully obvious every single day.) That’s when the Big Green Monster—a.k.a., jealousy—waltzed into my brain and set up camp. But hey, jealousy wasn’t done yet. Oh no, it brought imagination along for the ride.
And what did I imagine? Oh, nothing major. Just being invisible.
Let’s pause here for a second—can we acknowledge how genius (and mildly criminal) this idea was? I mean, if I were invisible, I’d have the ultimate cheat code. I could rob a bank, sneak into a corrupt politician’s mansion (because obviously, they’ve got oodles of dirty money), and buy the wheels of my dreams without breaking a sweat. No more muddy tires for this kid.
But then, reality—oh, that wet blanket of life—slapped me in the face. Sure, invisibility would make me unseeable, but the logistics? Oh, honey. You still need to open a vault, carry a bag full of cash, and somehow avoid looking like a ghostly heist in progress. Imagine the headlines: “Floating Bag of Money Caught on CCTV. Is it a Ghost or Just a Middle-Class Dreamer?”
And don’t get me started on how I planned to “fix the world.” Oh yes, I’d use my invisibility powers to create a utopia where everyone gets what they want, no one’s rich or poor, and green notes don’t define worth. Sounds noble, right? Until you realize the world is a chaotic circus, and you can’t just waltz in with your invisible wand and wave it all better.
But hey, at least imagining it was fun! For a moment, I felt like I could be the Robin Hood of the invisible realm—stealing from the corrupt, giving to the needy, and upgrading my ride along the way. Not too shabby, huh?
Moral of the story? Jealousy and wild imagination might not fix your life, but they sure make for an entertaining thought experiment. Also, note to self: next time, consider becoming a superhero instead of a ghostly bandit. Way cooler branding, don’t you think?
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Unfiltered Love
What is love?
Where does it hit you? In the gut? The heart? Or straight to the bank account? Where does it take you? To cloud nine or a downward spiral of questionable life choices?
As I grew, every phase of life dragged me through a different version of love—some dreamy, some disastrous, and all of them loaded with lessons I never signed up for. But then, there was this one. The unfiltered, unapologetic kind of love that crashed into my life when I met her.
I met her at a point where I thought I had it all figured out. My responsibilities were set in stone, dictated by the natural order of being a "man." You know, the provider, the protector, the one who shoulders health, emotions, finances, and every single burden that comes gift-wrapped with masculinity. Fun, right?
And then she appeared. Silent. Mellow. Always absorbing the world rather than shaking it. And that’s when my curiosity went into overdrive.
Why didn’t she speak up? Why did she downplay her brilliance? Why did she let people walk all over her like a human welcome mat?
The deeper I dove into understanding her, the more I realized she was a mirror—a reflection of the person I used to be before the world convinced me otherwise. Conversations with her peeled away layers of hypocrisy I didn’t even know I had wrapped myself in. And before I knew it, my world started shifting.
Suddenly, right and wrong didn’t matter. What mattered was how I felt around her—alive, reckless, drowning in a sea of emotions I had long buried. And let me tell you, it was intoxicating.
But here’s the twist: I was a hypocrite. Torn between the life I had built and the raw, chaotic emotions she stirred in me. Every second with her made time irrelevant. Hours vanished. Logic evaporated. And all I wanted was more. More of her. More of this feeling. More moments where the world ceased to exist.
Reality, however, is a persistent little thing. It kept whispering, questioning my choices, forcing me to think of consequences. And yet, all I could dream of was one impossible wish—to be invisible.
If I were invisible, there’d be no rules, no judgment. I could exist in her world without barriers, without explanations. I could watch her laugh when no one was looking, listen to her heartbeat when she slept, and make her giggle at the worst possible moments.
The thought of it? Maddening. The craving? Relentless. The love? Unfiltered, uncontainable, undeniable.
Because isn’t that what love should be? The freedom to be your raw, untamed self with someone who makes the whole damn world disappear.
Even if, sometimes, you wish you could disappear with it.

But in reality if this same power is attained by the people who would go blind and use it in a way that would hurt people and man/woman across the globe not having reference to or any source of truth /witness it wouldnt that be a curse , being invisble for the person you love is so beautiful, but if its driven by negative thoughts where would this world lead to ? No reference and also with this invisible power you will feel that you can attain any girl/man you want physically, but in reality the emotional intimacy will be missed and would you really feel to be intimate with all ?? No i dont think so.
The imagination is crazy but on to think that when its our personal choice to love we think it as a right choice toinvade a privacy inprestencr of LOVE, but the same invasion lead by others can be treated as a PRIVACY RUIN. 
GREAT POWER COMES WITH GREAT RESPONSILBLIUTES BUT BEING OK WITH OUR NEEDS AND DEFINING THAT AS BAD WHEN CHOOSEN TO BE DONE BU OTHER IS NOTHING BUT AN HYPOCRITE.











Chapter 3
Invisible beyond emotions.
Gonna start this chapter with the experience i went through.
There was a friend of mine who was full of life lived a comfortable life and was profound but ,yes but with little temperament issues.
He was in the business of the land retailing where it was common to do things that are needed to be done whethere burn your own hands or bury someone in ground. At times the decision taken would be right or wrong.
He could bury innocent person under the ground ,looking at him i wished what he is doing is not right he should be punished as what is he doing is wrong. But is he doing this for living so fundameantelly he needs to feed his family,Would my decision be still the same if it was someone who is closer to me like my family would i still want them to be punished ?
Emotionally no, i would still choose to love them be there side and not hurt them even a inch, well i relasied thats who the fomrualtion of emotional and being wise is not propotaional its always based on your choices and likes and selfishness and can be so choosy about our decisions and try to define it defend with one hypocritical pshenonemne. 
Folks ,Well right is right and wrong is wrong dosent work all the time thats the realty hard pill to swallow indeed.

Sometimes in life there will be bonds which cannot be broken ,even though there are lot of flaws to it it will stand through thick and thin and make the basic judgments.

















Chapter 4 
The Illusion of Power
While rethinking of all that lead to me a crazy thought of eradciating all the bad form the world by being invisible and invade in everyones life and close the chapter one by one.
To do so i would have to first have a planner , to rule out the good and bad things and then co-relate the data with the deep down connecting dots , to people who created /started it. 
Wooo so much of work aint it, once the case study is done , now i will have to stop and manage all the wrong doings., but to do so im going to eardicate all the bad form the place i live ? or the state? Or the country ? or across the globe ,,,woah lot of data analysis needed here is what i thought. 
All the ideas running like crazy wild in my mind unable to come to one right path… well i tought lets start with the smallest where i live a small town … but now with my unimaginable power of being invisible i will eradicate all the wrongdoings and people , and also the things that are happening. I started feeling like one superhero who is going to save this small tiny village and help 1000’s of people to live a very happy ,peaceful life. Fully pumped I got my vision board ready , then now when the time came in reality there were two incidents that were happening at acorss two different cornes for the village and i was like fuck fuck fuck what do i do , i cant be possibly be both the places , i need to still choose whom to save and why do i save , the choice itself left me in a very contactding situation and i realised FUCKKKKKKK being invisble isnt a great boon yet. 
And if the one person among them was my father would i have this thought and diffcuult choice to make HELL NO i would always choose to let him be and burn under grounds the person other side of the town.

Thats what i mean right see humans arent complicated ,having the power also at times leads to being hypocrite about the choices who make, as humans aint god, selfless.They were programmed to run the machine thru emotions, attachment.











Chapter 5
Invisible Mirror
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