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To my scholarship exams,

You did try to block my words and I took revenge in the best way.

Important note:

Before you proceed to read it, here’s a healthy note: 
This book contains some trigger warnings. 

Only readers aged 16 and above can read this book as it contains themes of self-harm, suicide, depression, PTSD, sexual violence, gas lighting, drug abuse and overdose, off-screen rape and racism.

This book particularly deals with six characters from six different countries. Please note, the six countries serve as a background for the six main characters and do not connect their beliefs and actions to the culture of their country in any way.

This book deals heavily with racism. If you are triggered by these contents, please proceed with caution.

It is darker than all the books I’ve ever written. Please take these warnings seriously.

In case you know 12 Hours In A Tower from its time on Inkitt, you would have probably seen it on the Inferno shelf in 2025.

This book is particularly short and fast paced. If you cannot cope up with fast paced events, here’s another warning before you read this book. 

Your mental health is your utmost priority.
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I flipped through the pages of my wife’s poetry book, my hands shaky and my breath jagged from over-excitement. I smiled a bit when I caught my reflection in the glass. If ghosts did exist, I wanted her to be the one haunting me in that glass room. 

Everett was working on his laptop, fingers clumsier than ever.

“It’s true,” he said, heaving a deep sigh. “One person has the records of the shit we brewed.”

I cocked my head towards his laptop. 

“A new location, I see,” I said. “Have you located every person who has seen it?”

“I did,” said Everett. “And hacked into every device I got. But I can’t hack into this device.”

He pointed at a particular IP address.

“It is almost always switched off,” said Everett. 

“But you got the location, didn’t you?”

He nodded. 

And I smiled. 

“Add a new person to our list.”

“Who?”

I grunted.

“We will add this  guy to SSP too.”

Everett looked at me, confusion in his eyes. 

“We already have 5, don’t we?”

“6 is divisible by 12, Everett,” I said. “A perfect combination for our mad concept.”

“FYI, 12 is divisible by 6,” said Everett.

I looked back at my book.

“Whatever.”

Everett heaved another sigh as he changed his browser tab.

After making sure that he got the correct ID, I tried to understand the words inside the book.

You see, once upon a time, I was also a normal man. I was a rich man who inherited his father’s bank balance, to be exact.

I was hopelessly in love. Stupidly in love.

And if she hadn’t arrived in time, I would have wasted away with the ashes of my own madness.

But now, I was nothing but the ruins of the empty penthouse my wife and daughter left behind. 

And that thing only made my madness intensify.

I traded it all.

I sold every property my father owned.

And now, I had bored people who didn’t give a shit about ethics working for me and a huge bank balance.

When she was around, I felt like the greatest Greek hero fulfilled by love.

But I wasn’t a Greek hero anymore. 

Nor was I an angel.

I was Hades. I was the man who now ruled the glass world I had bought. 

And soon, the people outside will see my wrath.

Six little wolves from six different mothers,

Fell in a ditch away from their fathers,

One is a shy wolf, another is clumsy,

The other one is cunning and one is fuzzy,

The last wolves are fierce pretending to be busy.

Six little wolves thought they were different,

Each of them fought to be the most significant.

As more minutes passed, the ditch turned bigger,

And bigger the ditch turned, bigger their triggers,

Until all of them forgot that they had to escape.

The six little wolves remembered they were trapped in a ditch,

But their little paws were too bruised and skin laced with leech.
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(THE SIX LITTLE WOLVES, Mrs. Jackson)
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I

"Farmgate! Shahbagh! Motijheel!"

The supervisor of the bus, a frail young man in his 20s, wiped the drops of sweat on his forehead.

He walked towards the entrance of the bus, welcoming another trail of tired passengers and making sure no one got without a ticket. 

A teenage boy tried to cover himself behind a woman. But the supervisor was sharp. Grabbing his collar, he barked,

"20 Taka!"

The boy grunted but tossed a dirty note to him. 

These kinds of passengers were nothing compared to the heat and that cruel traffic jam that stretched for miles.

The bus driver yawned. Shutting the engine down, he signaled the supervisor to keep a look out for the traffic jam while the big man in the nearest seat snored loudly. 

In the corner of that broken bus, an 18 year old Tanveer Islam, recently retired from a stressful exam, was on the journey to the International Airport. 

He took a deep breath, trying not to wake his sleeping father beside him. 

He wondered how anyone on earth could sleep through this heat and the constant sound of impatient horns.

But he wouldn't mind dozing off a bit.

He too was exhausted. Studying for nights on end with nothing but bathroom breaks and a 3 time meal to survive, Tanveer felt like a warrior who survived the battlefield.

7 days ago, the moment after he managed to survive a 3 hour test, he had to endure uncertain hours in a traffic jam that stretched miles across the city. 

Today, it was no different. 

They were stuck in front of that traffic signal for what felt like days. 

You see, people here had never ever seen the red signal. Puffing smoke in the air, scattering dust across the lanes that bustled with little stalls by roadside beggars who proudly called themselves 'businessmen', the people of this city still couldn't read the traffic light.

So they would stop only when the traffic officer tapped on the cars in the front row. 

But at least there was hope. A hope for something good. Something new. Something that wouldn't toss him aside.

Tanveer cast his eyes about the bus; upon a woman’s lap perched a small child, clutching a crinkled polythene bag as though it were a rare treasure. 

Another trail of passengers proudly positioned themselves in the small walking space between the seats, glaring at those who had a seat enviously.

The smell of sweat and perfume collided awfully, an agonizing collision between those who worked from dawn to dusk under the burning sun and those who sat under the Air Conditioners typing their way out.

Just then, the bus jerked violently as the driver restarted the engine.

Tanveer felt hopeful again. But not everyone in the bus felt the same. The woman beside him jerked awake like the grunting engine. 

And the little girl retched, spilling not-so-nice contents onto her frock and her mother's creased pajamas.

As the stench reached his nostrils, he remembered words from an article he had been reading on the way,

Essentially, seeing someone else vomit can trigger a cascade of psychological and physiological responses that might make you feel sick too, even if you haven’t ingested anything that would normally make you vomit. 

He turned his sight away and took out his old android phone; almost a decade old, 'the second model of Samsung' as his father proudly bragged. 

Well, at least he could buy a new phone. At least now that he had finally gotten the scholarship. 

As if to bypass his sudden imposter syndrome, Tanveer's fingers landed on that email-

Dear Mr. Islam,

We are happy to announce that you are selected for the Summer Scholarship Program (SSP). Please arrive at Silicon Tower, 3400 Water Street NW, Washington DC at sharp 9 AM. We value punctuality. Latecomers will be eliminated. Thank you for your understanding.

Best,

SSP

[This message has been automatically generated. Replies to this address will be automatically deleted.]

With a flick of his finger, the gallery lit up.

He had promised himself to never reply to threads online. But his awful old phone froze and somehow delivered a thumb's up Emoji to it, scaring the hell out of him. 

Later that night, he had promised to delete those screenshots he took out of stupid curiosity- the Reddit threads, the half-written texts that never added up. 

Still, they had the power to rob him of sleep, not for nights but for months. 

But he still couldn't delete it. The pictures were like moths, drawing him with an uncomfortable force.

Tanveer kept the phone in his pocket, a smile creeping up his thin lips as the supervisor called,

"Farmgate! Farmgate!"

He pushed his father awake.

"Abba!"

His father looked at the bus, allowing women to pass first. 

With one last look at the bus, now a battle field of stench and sweat, Tanveer trailed his father down the bus, catching sight of the metro station.

II

A compact SUV sped across the road, going like a flash of lightning cracking the sky into two halves. 

The Chevrolet Equinox her mother had bought a few days ago and somehow managed to get a whole day without any scratches distressed her more than her latest ex.

Samantha Copeland stared out the window—dried up water from last wash was still visible. 

Who would teach this woman that you were supposed to wipe the car with a dry cloth after splashing water on it like the garden?

She traced her fingers on the cold glass. Counting the drops of water splashed on it.

The process was boring.

But at least a lot better than hearing her voice, wasn't it?

“I love it here,” said her mother, turning the steering wheel with a clumsy twist. “The trees, the birds and nature. It’s so different from NYC.”

Samantha looked around—all she saw were men in suits bossing people around. 

She noticed buildings towered over the sky as usual. Similar cars sped across the road. 

People were busy. Walking down the side walk with purpose was another feeling. 

Though lately, Samantha forgot how it felt, especially with a nosy woman claiming to be a mother trailing her ass. 

Her body pressed against the seat like it could hide her from the memories tearing at her head. She acted deaf for the sake of her mother.

“Excited for the new adventure, sweetheart?” her mother asked, flashing an annoyingly bright smile.

“It’s not an adventure,” Samantha muttered. She shifted in her seat as the car jerked again. “It’s just a scholarship program.”

“You’ll meet people from five other countries,” her mother said. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

Samantha tilted her head towards the glass, looking anywhere but her mother's eyes.

"Probably some freaks," said Samantha. 

"Don't say that, Samantha. I'm sure the others are equally nice and intelligent, just like you." 

Samantha's eyes fell on a lamp post. 

It was getting closer, closer and closer.

"Watch out!"

"Look, I know where I am-"

"Lamp post!"

Samantha shoved her mother’s hands aside, steering the car away from the lamp post just in time. Her mother pressed the break hard; the car groaned and shuddered, metal whining against asphalt. 

“Sweetie, are you okay?”

Samantha slammed back to her seat, closing her eyes as sweat dripped down her forehead.

"Samantha?"

She could’ve screamed NO, but the words wouldn’t come. Flashbacks of that night flooded her vision-

shards of glass on his clothes and scarlet staining his white suit. His blonde hair, tinged pink. And his traumatizing eyes—oh God!

“Sam, can you hear me?”

Samantha’s eyes snapped open. It was now deadly, almost animal like. As if she was ready to crash that car on every person who bothered her.

She glared at her mother. 

No, no, she wasn't her mother. 

She was Rachel.

Why would she call her mother? 

She was a whore, just as her father had said. 

"You bitch!” 

The words left her throat in a jagged scream. 

Her chest heaved, as if the blonde boy’s fear had been shoved straight into her beating heart. 

“Never, ever hit the brakes like that!” 

III

The subway station looked like a pool full of piranhas, all the same in color, all in the same posture. But here, it was busy people—everyone walking with purpose, too concentrated on their own works to give a damn on who died while pushing through the next exit gate.

Renji Nakamura, his face white, his eyes small and sharp glinting nervously out of his small Dumbledore-like spectacles, leaned toward the digital clock in front of him.

12:OO PM

The next train came and with it came another pool of men in suits and women with short skirts.

They got mixed into the crowd waiting for the returning train–some trotting in black high heels, some wearing shoes polished so brightly that Renji was sure he saw his face reflected on one of them.

He thought carefully this time as he battled into the train—Jeffrey Dahmer might have been one of them, his hair all blonde and his spectacles looking all decent, walking slyly across the platform as his eyes searched for his next target.

A shiver ran down his spine as a blond guy stood beside him, his glasses reflecting the screen of his iPhone.

He tried to divert his mind somewhere else. Maybe, the sun shone brightly outside the subway station. Or, was it just an uncanny ability to imagine things?

His phone screen suddenly lit up (thank God!)–the picture of his beautiful mother from a cafe back in Kyoto flashed right at him.

But his eyes were focused on the notification–an Instagram DM, wasn’t it?

He clicked on it, his hands trembling, hoping against everything that this wasn’t who he was expecting to be.

DaisyKid47.

“Kuso!”

The blond guy beside him looked at him cautiously. Renji read his expression with no difficulty: Aren’t Japanese people the most polite people on the planet?

But then he remembered that people here couldn’t possibly know Japanese. 

He read the text, slowly and carefully, like a forensic expert looking for clues, for danger, for something to pin a guy down. 

Hey, bro! I’ve heard that it’s gon’ be held for 12 hours.

Renji’s eyebrows rose over his big forehead. He pressed the block button, again, the third time within a month. 

This particular daisy kid had been on his nerves. At first, he was cool. Renji couldn’t be more thankful to him. He was the person who informed him about this scholarship business. But things turned into a dense mixture the moment this kid started getting too friendly. 

Hey tell me something crazy u’ve done

no judgement promise!

Renji had laughed when it popped on his screen. 

Not a polite chuckle, no. 

A full, unfiltered laugh that tumbled out of him and echoed through his room. 

He even rolled onto the floor, clutching his stomach like the words were the funniest thing he’d seen all day. At that moment, it was just a harmless joke — a silly little question that made him grin like an idiot.

He typed:

By crazy—do u mean sniffing glue in class?

There was no reply for over a minute but then, another message popped up.

Something dark–like just today, I got this bully who used to harass me... i snapped

Now he’s like... not the same at all.

Renji had stupidly laughed again. Maybe he could trust this daisy kid. 

Maybe.

His fingers hovered above the keyboard, a bead of cold sweat sliding down his temple.

It felt good—dangerously good—to finally let it go.

As the words formed, his shoulders loosened, his breath steadied.

He might’ve even lost a pound, just by typing what came next.

idk lol nothing huge

maybe i left this kid on the floor once? he was like... bleeding?

The text was titled ’seen’ sooner than Renji had imagined. The next message had popped earlier than he ever needed, making him feel almost nauseous. 

omg

that’s kinda like me tbh. Does this stuff happen in Japan?

What the hell had he done?

‘Renji, you idiot. You absolute idiot. You disgrace to your country!’ The words tore through his mind like a siren. But he was the one saying it to him. His hands had been sweating like that ever since. He tried to cover up. He had to cover up. He must. There was no way some random kid on Instagram was going to know his darkest secret. 

He typed the next words in a hurry, as if typing it faster might undo it. 

i mean mine’s not that serious

he’s okay now i guess??

The user had been offline for five whole minutes. Five minutes of silence had made the hairs on Renji’s neck stand up. It still did. 

Just like today, as he stood next to a man who looked weirdly like Dahmer. 

After what felt like days, a tiny message popped up on his wall paper and that was the first time Renji blocked him:

LOL! Mine isn’t

IV

In the outskirts of the bustling city of Hyderabad, in a dimly lit room her aunt had spared from the huge mansion, Sangeeta Sharma sat alone on the edge of her bed—the phone in her hands.

Her eyes were on the phone, nearly popping out of its sockets. Her lips were half parted, cherry red lips, almost like the descriptions in those romance novels coming back to life. 

But her mind was not fixed on such mundane aspects of her life (That would have been insane). 

She was busy doing the math, her fingers hovering over the digits. 

Forty-three thousand two hundred seconds. She stared at it for another 50 seconds. 

That much time wasted on an interview? And she wasted another..precisely..68 seconds figuring it out.

Her busy brain began dissecting the circumstances. What could she do in these insane amount of time?

Sangeeta could’ve screamed into a pillow, walked across the room naked, and still had time to work on a small novelette within that time frame. 

Seven hundred twenty minutes to be exact, wasn’t it?

No, no, no! Why are you complicating matters? It was just...just a little more than the 10 hour scheduled writing practice. 

It was 12 Hours. 

Sangeeta double-checked the message. Triple-checked it. Checked it a fourth time before finally turning to her messy pile of clothes and leaving it on the bedside table.

Vera had been really helpful. She knew a lot about this scholarship—which, at first glance, might seem unusual, but slowly turned out to be worth it.

Remember, she had used the word might.

Sangeeta had hoped to thank this particular Vera she met on Instagram. Not that she thanked her enough. She thanked her every day. 

Every hour. Every minute. Every second. 

Like an invisible mantra she had been accustomed to recite every time this girl did something.

Oh, Vera...Thanks for liking my post...No worries...Yeah, thanks for your feedback....bla ..bla...bla. 

But Sangeeta never felt that she had thanked enough. 

You see, it was hard to find genuine friends, especially on Instagram as the platform itself had become an arena for creepy people to send random DMs.

She sent another love emoji along with an array of random words:

Thank you so much for your information. My flight is tomorrow. 

She began packing her bag. It would be a long day. At least the hotel she had booked was reserved for two days. Maybe 1 day to rest. The other day to attend that writing workshop. And the rest of the day? 

'Rest is important,' her auntie had said a while ago. 

Sangeeta caught her reflection in the dirty mirror. 

Her locks of long black hair were messy, her eyes bore dark circles and her skin had gone pale. Sangeeta recalled skipping a couple of meals to study. 

To prepare. To breathe. And maybe because her aunt hadn't called her to dine.

But that was worth it, wasn't it? 

She had secured a scholarship. 

A thing to brag about.

She could finally be out of Hyderabad, avoiding the stares of their neighbors. 

Maybe, her parents could finally be happy to point at the TV screen and scream,

"See, that's my beta, she is there. Look, Sangeeta is there!"

She sighed. She had an uncanny ability to stitch impossible events altogether. Like a spider weaving webs from nothing.

From the sockets, Sangeeta unplugged the charger and inserted it into her luggage.

Twelve hours was no joke, you know.

Her phone had full battery now. 

All set. She was all set. 

No empty bottles to look at. No court cases to deal with. And now, she could prove how independent she really was—alone with her aunt, scrambling her ends with the last of the royalty from her book.

She flicked her finger on the ring, its lead shining under the dim light of her room. 

Suddenly, a familiar voice was heard.

“Sangeeta, can you please come here?”

Sangeeta sprang out of bed, her feet skimming the concrete tiles with the swiftness of a seasoned athlete.

“I’m coming, auntie.”

Sangeeta stopped in front of her aunt's room, which was technically a temple. The first thing you would notice upon stopping upon it was the smell of flowers and incense in the air and then, as your eyes adjust to the bright spotlights you would find a pair of glossy golden eyes staring back at you from a photo of Guru Nanak. 

Her aunt was a thin frail woman. Her lips were thin. Her grey hair almost fell apart. But the lines around her face signaled that of a happy woman. Sangeeta had seen pictures of her aunt before her husband had left her, before she got diagnosed with cancer. 

And that was how they remained together — two souls bound by abandonment. She was forsaken by her husband, and Sangeeta, by her entire family. 

Her aunt sat perched on a stool, her hands clasped together in a heartfelt prayer. As Sangeeta walked closer to her, she noticed the tears streaming down her eyes.

Suddenly, her eyes opened. And her thin lips moved.

“Can’t believe my beta is finally leaving,” she whispered.

“It’s just a session for twelve hours, auntie,” said Sangeeta. 

Her aunt's eyebrows rose over her forehead. Of course, it was weird. 

"Don't worry, auntie," said Sangeeta. "Five other people have been selected. So, we will just be fine."

The old clock on the wall struck 12 at noon. And Sangeeta flinched a little. 

The last time she had been dragged to the police station, her hands were sweating as the body lay opposite her—the clock had also stood stubbornly on twelve. But that signaled midnight. And today, it was just noon. 

She tried to forget it. 

False memories-as a mother would have said to her child, is never to be remembered. 

These things happen. But this time, she had told it herself. She used Pinterest quotes on the internet to convince herself. 

You see, people make mistakes. It was just that hers had just been a grave one.

Sangeeta’s focus drifted back to the sudden chill in her hand. Glancing down, she noticed a red cloth lying softly against her palm. Her aunt closed her palm and smiled.

“You know, it is just Ashirvaad ,” said her aunt. "It is for good luck. Never lose it."

Sangeeta was planning to protest. They were just myths. Stupid myths. 

But instead, she cast a bright smile and hugged her aunt—letting the warmth erase the sudden coldness, letting it take her away from her sins, away from the hassle of praying for forgiveness. 

V

In a tiny little hotel room, Charlotte Brown sat very uptight. 

Her eyes were alert and her ears had suddenly turned red from the room’s sudden drop in temperature.﻿ 

But the Air conditioner wasn't even turned on. She remember that had specifically requested her parents to get her a non-AC hotel room.

But her mother had said, chuckling to herself,

"Honey, you’re not gonna find a hotel without aircon. Most of ’em have it these days.” 

But Charlotte shook her head, her fingers dangerously fiddling with her bag. 

"There got to be somewhere. Why can't you search properly?" 

And strangely, her mother did oblige. Charlotte remembered seeing her hunched in front of the computer. 

She could have helped her mother. She was an adult. She turned 18 last week. She could search her favorite hotel room. 

But Charlotte didn't. 

Maybe because she didn't trust her fingers. Or, maybe, the keyboard looked dangerously tucked with secrets, secrets she had gathered from people who thought they trusted her. 

She remembered the last time she posted on their Instagram group. Her mind wasn't working when she typed. However, her fingers were working. As if, each bone in her fingers had a mind of its own. 

Everyone thinks she’s perfect. I know better. And I can’t tell anyone. 

And the next morning, her phone was buzzing with notifications. Bunches of DM. 

What’s wrong? 

You good? 

Mate, what's the vibe? 

You trippin'?

Everything chill.

Why can't you keep your mouth shut for once?

And in that exact moment, Charlotte asked herself a single question:

Why’s it bloody freezing?

It had been a whole day—just a single day, a full 24 hours out of the country—and already, she found herself missing Queensland’s warm, sun-soaked weather, the gentle breeze that carried the scent of the coast, and the soft hum of life she’d always taken for granted. 

Back home, mornings never started like this. She missed the sun spilling over golden beaches, the air thick with salt and eucalyptus instead of smoke and frost.

But it wasn’t just the thought of the mornings that made her feel a little out of place like some dramatic poets. She wasn’t obsessed with the morning sun. It was the usual city stuffs. Even the pavements were different—back home they shimmered in the heat, smelled of rain after a storm. Here they were hard, cold, and lifeless.

But it wasn’t just that, was it?

It was that...the idea of being so close to her home.

Someone in her friend circle might have just said, 

Oi, shut up ya silly, you gone mad? Laila’s miles off... way off from New York... somewhere back in...

Charlotte checked the email again—-

3400 Water Street NW, Washington DC at sharp 9 AM.

Charlotte’s stomach twisted.

Yes, it was somewhere near there. 

She switched the phone off. But the voices in her head had already started, like a voice message she never wanted to play to herself.

“Laila is such a sweet...sweet girl. I can’t believe it. I can’t believe how any person; any warm-blooded human being can possibly do that. I wouldn't have survived that either. I don’t blame her. I would blame that bitch who did this,”

“A cold blooded murder, it’s not just a suicide, it’s a bloody murder!”

Charlotte closed her eyes, trying to stop herself from crying. The tears did nothing to help. It just minimized her body's water levels. 

But like a reckless phantom, it came back to her somehow. Alone, in this bloody hotel bed, where no one was there to create distracting sounds, she saw pictures in front of her eyes.

It was them. She still saw pictures of how they talked and laughed, how they had managed to smile through the hardest exams, how the teachers always made sure to separate them in every project work.

“You know, it is not the nationalities that set us apart. It’s our psychology,” Laila had said now about what it felt like ages ago
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