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The truth – word for fucking word – is upper-caste men are raised to be incels. Yes, we gave the world the Kama Sutra. We also gave the world the hoax called semen-retention. Iykyk!
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‘The best book of the year. Fieldwork as a Sex Object is compulsive, confronting, wild and utterly original’

NUSSAIBAH YOUNIS, author of Fundamentally

‘Fieldwork as a Sex Object will simultaneously shock and reel in readers’

Vogue

‘There will be poetic justice when this fierce and brilliant novel goes viral’

Lemn Sissay, author of My Name Is Why

‘One of the most urgent voices of tomorrow’

Harper’s Bazaar

‘An uncompromising, unrelenting and unbelievable tour-de-force that nails far-right incels to the wall by their nutsacks’

Nikesh Shukla, editor of The Good Immigrant

‘A one-woman, agitprop literary-political movement’

Independent

‘One of the greatest writers of our era’

Nikita Gill, author of Hekate

‘She has a gift for words that lights fires in others’

The Hindu

‘It would take Carol Ann Duffy, Arundhati Roy and Salman Rushdie to match her infinite variety’

Independent

‘Kandasamy is an incredibly beautiful poet: prophetic, powerful and empowering’

Salena Godden, author of Mrs Death Misses Death

‘One of fiction’s most fiery and unclassifiable polemicists’

Guardian

‘There is nothing Kandasamy can’t do’

Zeba Talkhani, contributor to Nasty Women

‘The first thing that strikes you with Kandasamy,

if you have not read her before, is that she has a feather-light touch and yet complete control’

Asian Age

‘A fearless fighter for human rights’

PEN Germany

‘Kandasamy’s prose is electric, at once brave and poetic and satirical’

Paris Review

‘Kandasamy’s work becomes more bold and exciting with each new book’

Skinny
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To Nimmi




Foreword

I first saw Amy on a beach in Pondicherry, next to a rain-drenched statue of Gandhi. She had slid into my DMs on Twitter, and we had arranged the appointment over WhatsApp. A cyclone ravaged the town the night before. In that muted early morning light, everything emitted pure vibes.

Amy – with her arresting facial structure, glistening eyeliner and posh-girl drawl – fit into the frame perfectly. She was wearing a handknit cardigan and azure running shoes; massive Marc Jacobs shades rested atop her messy hair. She assured me that she would not take up much of my time. She was in a hurry. ‘I do not want you to think this meeting could have been an email. You know, I have thought this over for months, I do not want to get you into trouble.’ She clasped her hands, almost in prayer.

I told her not to worry. I wanted to treat the tiny little girl inside this woman with all the tenderness I could muster. I knew her only from the news cycle: she was a vociferous critic of the Modi regime who had recently hit the headlines when her leaked pornos went viral on Twitter.

‘I am going off grid,’ she announced. I nodded encouragingly (I got her need for a social media detox). ‘But I need a favour. I’ve been writing. I do not know if it amounts to anything. Let’s call it “a novel” given that everything is “sub judice”.’ She mimed a zipped mouth and laughed.

‘It’s my story. It’s everything, really. I’m no good at summarising but please, please read it for my sake. And do not tell me what you think of it – it is extremely triggering.’ She pushed a memory stick in my direction. I put it in the pocket of my Abercrombie & Fitch skinny jeans. ‘Do not lose it,’ she pleaded, almost in a panic. ‘I’ve not saved it anywhere else. This is the only copy.’

To ease the tension, I lit a cigarette and offered her the pack. ‘Yes please. I don’t know how long I’ll be allowed to keep smoking.’ We carried on with some mindless chatter. She asked me about my kids, if I believed in true love, and how to survive under fascism.

‘I’m fucking around and finding out,’ I told her, flicking open my Zippo lighter and staring at the flame. She smiled at me with the charitable look of a child processing a lame joke.

I promised to read her manuscript. Amy held me with her liquid gaze. Was she feeling sorry for me? Was she smitten? Was she struggling to say something more? I did not know her well enough to unriddle her back then. So, I wished her luck, and we went our separate ways.

This is the book she left behind.

Meena Kandasamy

Pondicherry, 2024




LOVERS, LOSERS, LONERS

An Intimate Study of the Indian Manosphere

Amrita Chaturvedi




‘Good looks do not matter to them, nor do they care about youth. “A man!” they say, and enjoy sex with him, whether he is good-looking or ugly. By running after men like whores, by their fickle minds, and by their natural lack of affection, these women are unfaithful to their husbands even when they are zealously guarded.’

—The Laws of Manu, Chapter 9, Verses 14–15

@realjuliasong

2 minutes of erection is enough to conclude the coitus and fecundate the female. Anything beyond that is perversion, degeneracy and socialism.

10.04 AM - 11/27/19 - Twitter for iPhone




a confessional

Is that really you in the clip?

What do you expect me to fucking answer?

No, it is a representation of me?

No, it is AI generated?

No, does my ass look that miserable?

Or: which of the many clips are you referring to?




there is always a first time

It comes to me like any other video on WhatsApp, from my best friend Nimmi and with the words Forwarded many times italicised at the top.


the random shit I woke up to, check it out babe.

Sorry to ruin your morning :/

07:32



Nimmi is the most chronically offline person I know, and now she has sent me something that has clearly left a mark. Half-awake, I open the link expecting to see some politically incorrect spoof or stand-up comedy. Instead I am presented with a steamy video.

There is a young woman, and she is being fucked. The camera is sideways, stashed away inside some closet. It looks like any standard issue hotel room.

The video begins in media res – the woman, lying on her back at the edge of the bed, her hair wild, legs in the air. I zoom in, stretching the screen to see her face up close, but I cannot find any identifying features. The man is out of the frame. He is represented only by his cock. I fast-forward to where she is slowly turning towards the camera. Even without zooming in further, I can see that it is my fucking face.

I have made home movies with exes, lovers, random hook-ups, always, almost always, only on my phone. I have a trademark pout. I have a favourite filter. These angles are not mine. This video is wrong.

The man gestures for her to get on all fours and plants his left foot on the bed, hiding her ass. She is undeniably perfect from this angle – tiny, tender, all hourglass, all clear honey skin. She wears the generic layered balayage that is inflicted upon every young woman who walks into a Looks Salon in Delhi. Could this be me, I wonder for a brief second, on a very drunken night a very, very long time ago? But the woman here is wearing a lacy two-toned brown bra, which the man makes no attempt to remove – I am the kind of girl who sheds all her clothes in the first five seconds – maybe he is an ass guy, after all. On closer inspection, I must concede it is not my ass – unless my personal trainer has secretly put me on steroids or a sugar daddy financed a Brazilian butt lift without me knowing. At least she has shaved her pussy. There is some consolation there.

He starts fucking harder. I’m worn out from just watching the relentlessness. Now she is on her knees not giving him a blowjob as much as responding to having a dick repeatedly shoved in her face. At one point she tries to look up, maybe to say something, and he pushes her head back down. They carry on like nothing has happened. I am cringing just watching them. This woman gives head with the singular focus of a surgeon performing some complex procedure. She has deduced that what is required of her is to suck with utmost reverence. In contrast, my blow job persona is absolutely performative. When I go down on a man, I am playing the role of a Pornhub director maxxing out the visual element. I briefly glimpse the man’s profile as he lets out a soft moan. I still cannot identify him. He remains faceless throughout the episode. He disappointingly doesn’t come. He pulls out, and exits the scene.

This is where it ends. Thankfully.

She is still wearing that brown bra.

I download the video. I mute the audio before replaying it frame by frame – in dread, in desperation. I watch it four times.

It is not me.

It is my fucking face.




cut, copy, paste

I do not want to open my laptop. I turn my phone back on and click on Twitter.

My worst fears have come true. I have 8,000 new followers. I cannot access my notifications but they are flooded because there is no number, meaning even Twitter has given up counting.

A circle of keyboard trolls with usernames like @aryanalpha108, jerking off to their saffron-coloured dreams of Hindu supremacy, have already started making memes with me.

In one there is a car at a petrol station with four fuel nozzles pumping a single tank. Another has a screengrab of the same woman sucking dick and, instead of the random faceless dude of the video, they have pasted photos of Rahul Gandhi, Sitaram Yechury, Umar Khalid between his shoulders.


#AmritaChaturvediVideo#AmritaChaturvediNude

#AmritaChaturvediSex#AmyXXX



The hashtags of my name have reached the top ten in India. Soft porn engagement farmers around the world are riding them to hike up their follower counts, plugging obscure links to all sorts of steamy content. The majority lead to Asian/black women with cum all over their faces.

I am no longer a name. I am a trend.




notoriety as the wild-card entry to celebrity

My exponential exposure is on WhatsApp, Twitter, random YouTube channels – it is sheer craziness. I’d prepared for fame, not infamy.

Is this what it’s like to be a celebrity?

No, celebrities have money and a PR team. Celebrities have flattering photos to run with the most unsavoury stories. Celebrities can force their mother father aunty cousin exes driver cook cleaner to sign NDAs. Celebrities can wear oversized shades, flashing peace signs to annoying paparazzi. Celebrities can outsource the trouble-shooting to some dude-bro’s tech start-up who will trend a face-saving hashtag. Celebrities emerge from their trials stronger, every narrative hijacked and rearranged in their favour.

I am a nobody. I have fuck-all. My once-upon-a-time 15 minutes of fame on reality TV count for nothing. The only thing handed to me on a platter is instant recall. It is like being an early-career Kardashian before the rebrand. It’s like being Mia Khalifa minus the spectacular tits and comeback game (cit: ‘A soldier sells his body to the government’). I’m just here, taking hit after hit.




a story in five acts

Act One

I decide not to go to my mother. Let her learn about my disgrace from some Little India WhatsApp group chat.

She will simply say, I never want to see your face again. You are my karma for all the sins committed in previous births. A firm believer in her own one-and-one-is-two, pattern-recognition capabilities, there is no chance she will buy that it is not me because every phase of my life now constitutes rock-solid evidence that it must be. Whatever I say will not pass for the truth. Her words are already ringing in my head, Of course that’s you – you became a whore at the first opportunity. Who could have prevented that? God knows what evil force has possessed you now.

Act Two

If I run to her, I will give her the chance to deploy all the faux piety and melodrama at her disposal. My mother tries to make every tragedy about herself. Big if-there-is-a-funeral-I-will-be-the-corpse energy. One time, she said she felt a rock sinking and settling into her uterus (yes, she was that specific). Also: a puncture in her lung & face broken out in hives & she was confined to her bed with a sudden onset migraine. This (or an even more melodramatic variation) is what happened to her every time something happened to me. In one single woke word, she was triggered. Please teach me how to politely tell my mother to fuck off (decentre herself) because I am not prepared to watch her push herself to such a state of possession about her impending demise (expedited and fast-tracked by my actions). What I dread most of all is how she will finish by invoking her own death in one of two modes. Either: the day I die will be the day I stop trouble-shooting for this broken family. Or: if I’d died earlier, I would have passed away peacefully without having to witness my daughter become an adult entertainment starlet.

Act Three

The panic attack-inducing question of money stops me from running to my parents for a rescue op. One need not read a treatise on Marxism to understand. I am financially dependent on my parents so, inversely, conversely, morosely, remorsefully, this means they exercise a certain degree of control over my lifestyle. Historically, they have been more than eager to brandish their economic leverage to keep me in line. It is my father who has all the money, of course, but my mother controls the trickle down to me. For every little transgression, I have been required to endure the shame-swallowing ritual of nodding to shrill recitations of her favourite mantra: Who sent you to London? Who is paying for your accommodation? Who is giving you a monthly allowance? My parents married me off. Otherwise, I would have gone to Oxford.

Anyone who is inside a safety net knows that there is only one catch: you.

There will be no letting go.

Act Four

Thirty-five years into her marriage, and my mother still feels like an outsider. My father’s family will weave this downfall into a parable of her personal failure to raise a good daughter. God knows my mother has tried, really, really hard. When I was a child, she kept strict tabs to ensure my vegetarianism, hovering around the dining table muttering ‘that’s enough that’s enough’. She believed meat-eating manifested itself in base tendencies. She said white people have savage sex because they eat pig and buffalo. I also overheard her tell a friend on the phone that she stopped sharing a bed with my father to exist at a higher level of consciousness. It was when my paternal cousin, Vivek, and the devil incarnate (his mother and portable cook) came to stay with us that their marriage soured irreversibly. When my mother pushed back against being bossed around by a child, my father told her not to emasculate a young man in his formative years and focus her energies on ensuring that her daughter did not become a common whore. The whole affair left my mother teetering on the verge of a nervous breakdown. In the beginning, she doubled down on her rules and regulations for me. At the end, she strategically fled the scene. Her absence allowed me a free pass of open defiance against these unwelcome guests, and I launched a cold war. My latest misadventure has the power to reignite old fires and wreck the shallow peace treaty.

Act Five

Even if they were to somehow buy into my version of events, they would still upbraid me for having invited such hatred upon myself. What was your reason to create enemies everywhere? Why do you crown yourself the Champion of All Oppressed Peoples? What are you trying to prove? If they are after Muslims, let them be after Muslims! Is it any of your business? Are you one? You have a saviour complex, beta, like these woken people. There are no shortcuts in life, beta: you want overnight stardom by getting involved in childish politics, or like when you went on that glam-glam reality show. None of that will take you anywhere. I sent you to London to study. Are they now giving out degrees for becoming a porn queen? Your high IQ comes with zero common sense!

**

The TL;DR version of this unfolding story of parental coercion in existential terms:

Act One: Henceforth, You Do Not Exist!

Act Two: Forthwith, I Will Not Exist!

Act Three: Thereupon, How Will You Exist?

Act Four: Hereinafter, Must I Exist?

Act Five: Whereas, How You Should Have Existed!




the sex search algorithm

I break my own ban on Googling my name. The top searches automatically pop up as suggestions.


amrita chaturvedi sex video

amrita chaturvedi hot sex

amrita chaturvedi father

amrita chaturvedi instagram



My hands are shaking. I do not gather the courage to press enter. I am not prepared to be the person in the middle of this scandal. Thinking of hundreds, thousands, millions of people watching the (fake) porn video is utterly revolting. This is not just my screen – it is what comes up for anyone Googling me today. This is what my whole life has come to.

The monster is now out in the wild. This is how the malicious hydra works: every search will lead to another, every engagement will feed this gluttonous algorithm.




playing dead as plan of action

I do not know what to do next. I am being pulled asunder by a mind racing in all directions. I desperately need to step outside for a smoke and walk in circles around Mecklenburgh Square until this knot of dread unspools itself. I need the cold wind on my face, the comfort of nature – even London’s grey, prickly rain would suffice.

My studio, on the other hand, betrays nothing. It is the textbook definition of stasis: everything looks exactly the way it looked yesterday and the day before. The window displays the same square of unchanging trees above a wooden desk, its laptop svelte enough for an Insta post. It is as if nothing has happened to me.

What holds me prisoner is that my neighbourhood is overrun by Little India cliques. London is not Delhi of course, so there will not be as much drama, but London is Delhi in so many ways. The same subset of the same elites study here. Battling a cash crunch, British universities decided the only way to keep their well-oiled racket running was to import upper-caste, neo-colonial subjects. They come to get fancy one-year master’s degrees which serve the greatest purpose of CV-padding – or, for the lucky few, like me, Dishy Rishi’s coveted post-study work visa.

Little India organises friendly football matches in the spring and barbeques in the summer. They host Diwali parties. They decide every week which restaurant in the neighbourhood to descend upon and shamelessly haggle for a discount. The WhatsApp group, where I was briefly added as a member before being removed in two hours (sorry it was an admin error!), is called The Bloomsbury Group (Virginia and Leonard Woolf are turning in their graves). Sure, I was one of them. I was also saddled early on with the baggage of being a rabble-rousing student protestor from Delhi. These gossip mongers are monitoring me here as keenly as on home turf, like it is my destiny to start a transgressive global mission. What are they are plotting? What if one of them is waiting outside my room with their mobile phone, ready to shoot me unawares and upload?

My girl gang is the most disappointing – not a single friend comes to my rescue except Nimmi. She has called multiple times, offered to come over with her signature beef curry. Nimmi is a mature student, thirty-something, marital status unknown, cool as fuck. It would be beneath her to run around in a squad so I never lump her in with my alleged crew.

When I post a link to the unfolding horror in the group chat, no one replies. Not one, not one of them has the courage to walk down to my studio and look me in the eye. The two who do write – Preethi and Divya – do so privately, leaving evasive voice notes with customised excuses for failing to show up. The worst offender has the audacity to slip in some mandatory words about healing, like I am a walking wound in need of gauze:


Meghna Mishra

Babes, I literally need a mental health day after this news cycle but we should soo facetime tomorrow! Can I uber you something? Here’s that meditation app I told you about! Self-care first [image: ]

19:06



When the rest of the lot finally respond, it’s only to unleash their questions. Why were you reckless, Amy? Why did you let them steal your nudes, Amy? I do not slake their vulgar curiosity. I leave them on read.

At the end of the day, these girls care more for the validation of Little India and ingroup belonging. These girls who borrowed my best outfits shoes handbags makeup before dates. I doled out relationship advice for hours. I taught them how to make reels. I shared my best academic contacts. I allowed them to parade me around at parties: ‘This is Amy. She was at the frontline of that Delhi University protest.’ Now that I’m in the centre of a storm, now that I’m the subject of whispers rather than admiration, the girls have all scattered like cockroaches. They never cared about me, only what I could do for them. They only wanted my company so that they could appear less basic by siphoning off the radical-chic magnetism I possess.

It is a bitter truth for me to swallow: I am a really bad judge of character.




embracing body positivity

I am slightly annoyed that the woman in the (fake) porn video has a massive ass. Yes, her skin tone is an almost perfect Pantone match (the bastards who did this clip were clever that way). The paneer fry this lady has stuffed herself with, though, has fucking settled all over. Her discount-BBL ass is now an inflated life raft and far from the miracle I have achieved after months of self-torture (exercise and exfoliation).

This modest misattribution, I cannot grumble about to anyone – not even the men who could recognise my body in the dark and know it is not me. What would the world say of my narcissism? Oh sorry darling, they should have morphed your face on Rihanna’s body!
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