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​​​Dedicating This Book To The People Who Made Me What I Am
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To my Karmali Teacher, who taught me the real meaning of kindness—losing you felt like losing a piece of my soul.

To my Mother, who taught me to hold my head high, show up, and fight on even when failure looks bigger than Thanos and Godzilla.

To my Father, who shadowed me through all my big battles, unseen yet ever-present, I never noticed him, but I always felt he was just behind me, always.

To my Sister, who pushed me to read “The Alchemist”—a book that changed my life forever.

To my Pooja, my Soulfate, the rhythm of my heart in all its ups & downs, and the reason I still live.

To my sons, who flipped me inside out and shaped me into a better human—they pulled me far away from the mad Joker I once was.

To Sachin, who pulled me out from the depths of depression and suicidal thoughts, and who first inspired me to start writing this book and start a blog back in 2007.

To Chacko, who gave me the power, confidence, and vision to write this book—and every other non-fiction book that I have already written.

To Rahul, who taught me the real meaning of perseverance and to control my anger in unfortunate situations.

To Sanju, who taught me never to find pleasure in an enemy’s failure.

To Deepak, my stress buster, who taught me the real art of being stress-free.

To Zeeshan, my inspiration to think big, dream big, act big, and achieve big in life.

To Arun, my inspiration to hustle life hard before life punches you in the face.

To Nirupama, who helped me understand what a girl truly expects from a boy.

To Rahul V, who reminds me to not have any sad thoughts in life—the one who always calls and asks, “Da, nee happy alle?”

To Joey, who taught me to find joy even in the greatest of all trials of my past GOAT life.
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And finally, I am truly grateful to all 26 thunderbolts who rejected me, never said yes first, or never even gave me a chance to date them—you struck my life with weird and unexpected colors, shaping both my journey and the story I tell today.
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​​​I am Tony Storm, not Tony Stark
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If you’ve ever felt like life keeps throwing thunderbolts at you—love, loss, heartbreak, failure, unexpected lessons—then we already have something in common. 

I truly know what it’s like to be shaped by the people around you, to be lifted up by some and broken down by others, to question everything and then find meaning in the chaos.

This book? 

It’s personal. 

Every page has a flash of my memory and holds a piece of my journey, a collage of the stories of my friends, some scenes I felt like could have been better in life, some colors I saw others experience in front of my eyes, lessons from my teacher who showed me kindness, the words of my father who stood by me silently, the thoughts of my friends who pulled me back from the edge, and the ones who pushed me to chase something bigger. 

And let’s not forget the thunderbolts, rejections, the heartbreaks, and the people who walked away without even saying a single word. 

They all left their scars, hope, and confusion, which somehow all led me here.

I started writing back in 2007, not because I had all the answers, but because I was searching for them. 

And now, I’m sharing what I’ve realized—raw, unfiltered, and straight from the heart.

So if you’ve ever been struck by thunderbolts in life, if you’ve ever wondered why certain moments hurt so much but shape you so deeply—this book is for you. 

And maybe, just maybe, you’ll see a little bit of your own story in mine.

So thank you for picking up this book, for taking this journey with me, and for letting these words become a part of your story, too.

Writing this book was a journey—one filled with reflection, nostalgia, and a fair share of the colors of emotions I never expected to revisit. 

But the fact that you’re here, holding these pages, means everything to me. 

It means these stories, these lessons, and these thunderbolts weren’t just mine to carry—they were meant to be shared.

I hope that somewhere in these pages, you find a piece of yourself. 

A moment that resonates, a lesson that speaks to you, or simply a reminder that no matter how many times life strikes thunderbolts, you’re not alone in this storm.

From this moment on, you are officially part of my journey, just as I hope this book becomes a part of yours.
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​​​Chapter Zero: Kick-Off, Life
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She grabbed hard onto the bed.

It was getting worse; she had lost some fluid. 

She was crushing her roots. Only she could be heard. 

She cried out to her God an infinite number of times to bring him out safe.

She had asked him for this day and had a promise to keep. It was going to be real any time now.

She waited, but restlessness was in her veins.

She felt like an ice cube and a burning coal at the same time. 

But still, she had a promise to keep, as she had asked for this day.

The clock wasn't ticking, the air wasn't known and the light wasn't seen.

Breakfast and lunch weren't heard for hours now.

And at 3:42 pm on a Wednesday her promise was received, her wish came true and hope was settled as she heard him kick-off to life.

This explosive couple gets blessed with an Aries star-studded baby boy. 

The mother of this child had made a promise in the presence of God that she would name him after a saint, and so she did.

Terrance!
This boy was gifted like most other boys could have, special powers? 

Naah, he was not a mutant nor from cyber-Tron. 

But he was blessed, in a way that he could see through people, that is only if they wanted him to see through them. 

Terrance was a really bad listener though. 

Mostly the people whom he met especially women eternally had a soft corner for him only because of the fact that, he was amazingly artistic at solving their obstacles not just with a solution, but further with a plan in defeating their mayhem forever and helping them progress in life by slaying the pain. 

He had a point: 

"If you get everything you ask and wish for, then this place shouldn't be called EARTH but HEAVEN".

True right?

"I vouch on my stars on this - if you think you can then you can't, if you decide you can then maybe you could, but if you realize you can then should give it a full shot, you must jump to grab it”. 

We often wait for opportunities, ask people for career advice.

But how many of us will dare to jump off that cliff and learn to fly as we fall? 

Lol, well Terrance did it and is still doing it almost every day & hour after hour!

From My BLOG Verse 27:07

Year else-where and time no-where, Terrance, at the age of 5, collided with something called "emotions". 

This realization struck him when he watched his mother—never just a homemaker, but an incredibly dedicated PhD Professor—effortlessly juggle a million tasks at once. 

In just an hour, she would cook lunch, clean the house, bathe the kids, feed them, and still find time to correct her students’ exam papers, all in a near-trance-like efficiency.

In this scene, Terrance experienced vibes in his body that he couldn't understand; he felt bad, broken, heavy, and his eyes moist. 

He wanted to help his mother, but how much can a 5-year-old do.

He just couldn't do much.

Are all mothers the same, working their life off without expecting anything in return? 

They do deserve more, after all this is the vicious circle of life. That very day Terrance decided and took a vow that happiness would be his priority, well not his happiness alone, but the happiness of the people around him at-least.

Moving ahead, the boy's childhood was otherwise fantastic. 

Terrance lived in a city where there were no molesters around since life was more transparent then. He had at least 100 friends around. 

He played gully cricket mostly and was a big fan of Mohd. Azharuddin and Ajay Jadeja. 

He thought that this was the only outdoor game the world had. 

It was the age when box TV was a trend and LED nor the internet was nowhere close in his vicinity. Those picked up late in the future.

One day Terrance decided to explore other sports channels, and thunder struck his brain for the first time in his life. 

He saw the shortest guy among all the other 6-foot guys dunk a ball, bigger than a cricket ball into a ring with a net around it attached to a 10-foot post.

Damn, what was that?

For a split second, Terrance couldn't understand.

And then this guy on TV did it again, but this time jumping off from a real distance flying without wings. 

Boom, that was Mr. Michael Jordan, the god of the game - basketball.

Terrance was in a wow mode.

How the heck did it do that?

Is this game in India?

His thoughts were all over the place.

There weren't many options to play basketball in those days except at school. So, he couldn't do much but get very little exposure to this game. 

Terrance was heavily excited and figured out the whole truth that there was more to explore in this life.

School is a place to be if you want to figure out life. 

The ecosystem there helps you to start to see the world from all angles. Hence every child must go to school, just ignore the YouTubers who say what can school actually teach you or they should have taught this at school.

So, choose a school that will allow you to figure life out and go to a school where there are kids from all walks of life, who can speak more than two languages. Else School is just another habit-forming tool for you.
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