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They say that confession is done when someone had done something wrong. Well, I had no idea that she will choose me for confessing her sins. I cannot say it is really a sin but, it can be. My name is Anuj Khothari. I’m second year BMS student in Pillai’s college which is in Panvel. I don’t have much to write about my life. I can describe myself in one word- Loser. I’m a loser in real life. But, everyone has a story to tell. It can be a short story or a long story. There are some incidents in life which you’re not able to forget. I also have one. 					She sat in the Starbucks cafe, sipping her coffee and staring out of the window. The blood stained knife lay next to her handbag covered with her blue silk scarf... She was Neha. She and I were from the same college. I was standing outside the Starbucks cafe. I was in Phoenix mall at Kurla. I was little bit shocked when I saw the knife. My friends were also inside. I stepped into the coffee house. Neha saw me while entering but she ignored. She looked straight. I think she was waiting for someone. I directly went to my friends. They were discussing about “Make in India”. I also joined in. I was constantly looking at Neha. After seeing a blood stained knife with someone anyone will definitely keep a secret eye on them. After sometime her school friend Ashwini came and sat with her. They both looked worried. Neha was in urge to cry. When I was watching an interesting scene my stupid friends were discussing about India’s economy. Well, losers will be losers. I was also one of them. Neha slowly took the knife under the table and wrapped it with her blue silk scarf. When I was looking at it she saw me. I turned my eyes immediately. She gave me a glare and kept the blue silk scarf inside her handbag. Ashwini paid the bill and they both departed. That day I saw mysterious Neha with a blood stained knife which was covered with a blue silk scarf. From that day, I wanted to know what Neha was hiding. Why she had a blood stained knife with her? 			It was Monday morning. I and my friends only attended the first four lectures. We decided to skip the most important lecture of financial management. We decided to go to canteen and grab a quick bite each. As I entered the canteen I saw Neha was sitting in a corner. She was alone. We sat on the other side. She seemed to be lost. Her eyes looked swollen. She must have cried all night. I wanted to know what made it so hard for her. She used to be happy. I decided to concentrate on my pav bhaji. Whenever I looked at her I felt that she was about to cry. She had many friends but, she wanted to be alone. I guess. While leaving I again took a short glance at her table. A drop of tear fell from her eyes. She did not realize. I thought tears did not affect her.... 						I was late from the college. I reached Panvel station at nine O`clock at night. We had some festival work. I was part of it. My eye balls almost came out when I saw Neha was sitting on the bench which was not far away from me. She did not see me. I had a chance to begin a conversation. I went up to her. And on that time train arrived. It was my bad luck. I went and sat inside. It was nearly 9.45 so the train was empty. Ladies and gents both compartments were empty. I got into gents compartment and at the same time Neha also came inside. It was my good luck. I only noticed that she had a fancy handbag. My mind almost started preparing questions to ask her. She sat near the window, I sat oppositely. So, train started. Talk to her you idiot, I told myself. 					‘So, Neha I don’t see you much in college.’ I finally took the initiative. She looked at me. 				‘I’m depressed these days. I want to be alone.’ She replied. She kept her head on the window using it as a pillow and closed her eyes. 												‘It is okay’, I said. She did not react. 										I felt insulted. I shifted from that seat to the nearby one. She saw me shifting. She maintained silence. I was feeling worst. Did I say something wrong? My mind wanted to ask many questions to her. She treated me like I was no one. Well, that is the situation when you realize you’re a real loser. 							‘You saw that knife. Right?’ she questioned. Finally she gave in. My mind started planning ways to ask her questions. Yes! I did saw it. Damn! From that day I’m really mad at you Neha, I wanted to tell her. But, I didn’t. 		‘Yes! I did saw it’, I said. She came and sat on the same seat on which I was sitting. She had kept a good distance. 														‘You must be thinking that I’m a murderer’, she said in a low voice. How she read my mind?			‘No. Nothing like that’, I said keeping a smile on my face. 								‘Anuj I want to confess something’, she said. 									‘Confess. What?’ I said confused. 										‘I killed someone’, she said in a cold voice. It was a new thing for me. I was sitting with a girl who had killed someone. My stupid mind did not know what to think. I moved a little bit towards the corner. She must be kidding.		‘Neha are you kidding with me?’ I questioned. She looked down. She had a guilt tag on her face. She looked at me. Her eyes wanted to say million things but, her mind stopped her. 							‘You killed whom?’ I added. 											‘So, you want to know the truth’, she asked. I gave a small nod. 							‘You’ll judge me after that’ she said.										‘I’ll not judge.’ I said. 												‘I was dating Rahul Mehra. He was in Podar College (Matunga). I first met him during our pervious college fest. I participated in Inter-college English vocals competition. He also participated from his college. The competition went good for Rahul and he won it. Later after the competition I went to canteen. And then he arrived. He was a cool type of guy. Every girl would die to get boyfriend like him. Everyone liked him. He was very popular among girls. I also took a look at him. I liked him. He was stylist, adorable and his personality was nice. I checked his profile at facebook. And from there it all began. His friend request arrived at my notification bar. I accepted it. From that day, we started chatting regularly. I gave him my number. We used to talk during night. He talked very sweet. He was always nice to me. He used to make me laugh. After one month of chatting, talking and sometimes meeting he declared he was in love with me. I told him, I was confused. He told, he was in no hurry. He gave me time. He did not call me that day. I assumed that he was angry. I gave it a second thought. I liked him. The next step could be love, my mind said. His power of attracting girls made me say yes. I told him “I love you too”. I was not misfit. I just needed time to fit in.’ she said. She remained silent for exactly two minutes. I was worried about, when my train will reach its destination. Well, what was Neha’s destiny? 								‘From that day he made me feel special. He did not give me any rose or any gifts. But, his sweet talks hypnotized me. He used to say romantic lines. Every girl wants a special treatment then why not me? I was not been selfish. It was my good time. I did not know how my good time was converted into bad time. My destiny had plans. That plans were not good enough for me. Rahul’s parents went for a trip to Manali. He refused to go with them and decided to stay alone. I stayed in Vashi. He called me home for dinner. I agreed. I made an excuse at home that I’m going for a late night party. My parents argued at first, later they agreed. He welcomed me at his house. That night was a curse in my life.’ She said. 											
At Rahul’s House: Neha and Rahul. 
‘Wow! You’ve a massive house Rahul.’ I said as I entered. His house was well decorated. Well furnished we can say. It was a three-bedroom apartment. Its drawing room was very spacious. His house also had a small temple. 			‘It is good you like it’, he replied. We ate dinner. After the dinner he took out the wine bottle and kept it on the dining table. 													‘You drink Rahul’, I asked him. I knew he would say, sometimes I drink. 						‘Only on special occasions and today is one’, he said. 								‘Why is it special?’ I questioned. It is better to know what your boyfriend thinks about you. 				‘It is special because my love has come to my house.’ He said pointing his finger towards me. 			He started drinking wine. He served me. I gave him company by drinking horrible thing. It was bitter in taste. He drank for half an hour. I stopped him. 										‘What happened Neha why are you holding my hand?’ I held Rahul’s hand when he was picking up his sixth glass. I didn’t want him to drink too much. Later it becomes a habit. 							‘Rahul don’t drink too much’, I said releasing his hand.								‘Who are you to tell me?’ he said. 										‘What do you mean? I’m your girlfriend.’ I said. 									‘Then make love to me.’ He said. We had an argument regarding this topic many times. I always ended up saying, only kisses and hugs and no more. He seemed to be too desperate. Sex is not the main purpose of any relationship. 														‘Here you go again. That is why you called me to your place.’ I said. 						‘No. But, after three months of relationship with a girl like you, every guy will have some expectations.’ 		‘What type of a girl am I? What are you trying to say?’ I asked after his sudden reaction.				‘You’re a good girl. You’re also sexy and seductive. Every guy gets attracted towards you. Love and all is okay but, physical part is also important’, He explained an insensible and hurting theory. 					‘I’m not that type of girl’ 												‘But, I’m that type of boy’ he said and kept his hand on my shoulder. Current of fears ran through my body. 		‘Dare you touch me’, I shouted. 											My words did not affect him. He started using physical force on me. His one hand held my both the hands and his other hand went inside my top and started squeezing my breast. I cried. My biggest mistake was that I trusted him. I should not have. It was getting too hard for me. I started screaming. No one could hear me. I decided to do something myself. I somehow released my hand and picked up the fork which was kept on the dining table. I poked it near his stomach. He screamed in pain. I ran to the kitchen. He followed me. I picked up a knife.			‘You bitch. Are you insane? Are you going to kill me today? Keep that knife down and come to me’ he said.		‘I won’t. Let me go.’ I said. 											He came towards me with an angry face. I had only one thing in my mind that I had to protect myself. He held me by my waist. I don’t know somehow my hands started working automatically and I forcefully thrust that knife in his stomach. 													‘Bastard...’ he screamed. He punched my leg. He had hurt me. I took the revenge by giving him a kick. He was bleeding. It was already 10.30. He demanded help but, I was afraid that if he lives then I can go to jail. Keeping a stone on my heart I closed my eyes. I picked up the knife again and forcefully thrust his stomach. 				I killed him. I murdered him. I was a criminal from that moment onwards. I kept the body there itself. I picked up all my belongings. My clothes were not that bad. I did spread tomato sauce on my top. I left from the place which changed my destiny. 
In the train: Neha and Anuj.  
‘From that day I’m feeling that my life is worst than hell’, she said. According to me it was not a crime. She killed him in self-defence. Her mind was not criminal minded. But, our law only believes in evidence. Feelings are not valued there. 														‘Did his parents found it?’ I questioned. 										‘They will come tomorrow. I hope they find out soon. It was my mistake that I trusted Rahul so much.’ She said wiping her tears with her hands. 											‘Don’t blame yourself. Neha sometimes it is not about right or wrong. Neha it was not your mistake.’ I said. My station was about to arrive. 											‘Then whose mistake it was’, she asked.										‘These are all crazy plans of god. He wanted to teach you a lesson.’ I said. 					‘What lesson Anuj which leaves you nowhere?’ she said. I remained quiet. My station arrived. She got up from her seat to hear my answer. 										‘Never trust someone who likes you; trust people who love you because love is blind’, I did not say it. It came from my heart. I got down from the train. I did not look back. 					
After that night I never saw Neha again. I continued with my life. But, that night remained in my mind forever.
																				                              

























































