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The Taj Ganges in Banaras was nothing short of a dreamscape today. The hotel’s lush gardens had been transformed into a stunning canvas of luxury and festivity. As I stood by the window of my suite, the sprawling grounds below were a riot of colour and opulence. The mandap, at the heart of this grandeur, was a masterpiece of silk and flowers, shimmering under the warm, golden light of chandeliers. The canopy was draped with rich fabrics, adorned with garlands of marigolds and roses that swayed gently in the breeze.


The air was thick with the scent of incense, mingling with the soft, melodic chants of the priests performing the rituals. Their voices wove a tapestry of tradition, each mantra adding to the sacred atmosphere of the ceremony. The sacred fire in the mandap crackled softly, its glow reflecting the solemnity and reverence of the moment.


Buffet sections stretched across the venue, a feast of colours and aromas. Platters of biryanis, kebabs, and an array of delectable sweets were laid out, each dish a testament to the extravagance of the celebration. The spread was not just a display of culinary prowess but a reflection of our families’ desire to mark this union with the utmost elegance and splendour.


Guests from both sides milled about, their chatter and laughter creating a lively backdrop to the day’s events. Children darted around, their playful squeals adding a touch of innocence to the grandeur. In a quieter corner, eligible bachelors engaged in subtle conversations, their eyes scanning the crowd, perhaps hoping for their own moments of connection amid the festivities.


Despite the grandeur, I was still in my room, my sherwani yet to be worn. I gazed out at the scene below, overwhelmed by a wave of emotions. This day, this incredible celebration, was the culmination of years of shared experiences, struggles, and dreams with Naina. The opulence around me seemed almost surreal, a beautiful but distant backdrop to the real story that was unfolding.


My mind wandered to Naina. Should I call her, just to hear her voice one last time before the ceremony? We had spent so many moments together — moments filled with laughter, love, and dreams of this very day. As the boy who had once wandered the halls of VHU, discovering her, falling in love, and building a life together, I was now on the brink of becoming her husband. It felt like a lifetime ago that we first met, and I wondered if a quick call might bring a touch of comfort, a reminder of the love that had brought us here.


As I stood before the mirror, the ivory sherwani hanging elegantly from the wooden rack behind me, I felt the weight of the moment sinking in. This wasn’t just any day; it was the culmination of years of emotions, of battles fought, and of love found. But before I could slip into the sherwani, a sudden thought pulled me toward my phone resting on the dresser.


I grabbed it, opened the messaging app, and began typing. My fingers hovered over the screen for a few seconds, my heart racing. There was so much I wanted to say, so much I needed to convey before this next chapter began. The screen illuminated as I stared at the blank text box, thoughts swirling around in my head.


I started with Naina. Her name alone made my heart ache in the most beautiful way. I tapped on our chat — conversations filled with memories, love, and a million unsaid things. But today wasn’t the day for silence. I typed:


“Naina, the man standing here is the one you made whole. Whatever happens today, know that you're the reason behind this strength, this happiness. I am who I am because of you. Always.”


I hit send, my heart skipping a beat as the message flew into the digital void. Would she see it in time? I didn't know. But I hoped, prayed, that wherever she was, she could feel the weight of those words.


Next, I opened my contacts and found Aayush's name.


My brother, my friend — my partner through all the highs and lows. If there was anyone who deserved my gratitude, it was him. I typed a quick message:


“Aayush, bhai, I don't have the words to say how much your friendship means to me. Through all of this, you've been my rock. See you soon. Let's make some new memories.”


The message felt short, but I knew Aayush would understand.


I glanced once more at the sherwani, draped in the soft glow of the room. Today would change everything. But before stepping into that new life, I needed to send one final message. To myself. I opened the notes app and started typing out a reminder, something I knew I’d need to look back on, one day:


“Shourya, remember this moment. You've faced every fear, every storm, and you've survived. Today is a celebration of that strength. No matter where this journey takes you., don't forget the man you are now — standing at the edge of a new life, brave, ready, and loved.”


I set the phone down, feeling lighter, calmer. The messages were out there, carrying with them pieces of my heart. It was time now. Time to step into the sherwani, into the day that would define everything.


I picked up the ivory fabric, running my fingers over the delicate embroidery. This was more than just an attire; it was the armour I was putting on for the next battle — only this time, the battle was for love, for happiness, for life itself.


Standing in front of the mirror, adjusting my hair, I took a deep breath. Everything had to be perfect today. The Sherwani felt heavier than usual, not because of the fabric, but because of the significance of the day. I was about to get married, and the weight of that realisation was finally sinking in.


Just as I was running my fingers through my hair one last time, the doorbell rang.


I put the comb down and walked over to open the door. Standing there were my parents —my father, Samraat Chauhaan, and my mother, Himani Tanwar. Their eyes were filled with pride, and for a second, I felt like a kid again, standing tall just to make them proud.


I stepped aside and let them in. “Aisa lag raha hai jaise meri nahi, aap log ki shaadi hai!” I chuckled, “Bahut acche dikh rahe hai aap dono.”


They laughed, my mother, nudging my father playfully. “Aaj to dulha tum ho. Shaandaar dikh rahe ho. Ladki walo ko bhi pata lag jayega kaisa heera mila hai unko,” my father replied with a proud smile.


I couldn’t help but smile back, folding my hands dramatically. “Unko khud pata chal jaye ki ladka heera hai, to acha hai, aap log please batane mat baith jaana.” I continued “No Ladka wale-Ladki wale talks, please!”


My mother burst into laughter, “Tension mat lo, tum heera ho to Naina bhi kam nahi hai. Dono ki jodi Ram-Sita wali hai.” She walked over and lovingly took nazar out of me, an old tradition to ward off the evil eye.


Their light-hearted banter eased some of the tension I didn't even know I was carrying. This was exactly what I needed — family, love, and a bit of humour before the big moment.


As I stood there, still adjusting the Sherwani, my father placed a sleek, royal-looking suitcase on the bed. It gleamed in the light, its polished leather exuding a sense of pride and history. I raised my eyebrow, wondering what was inside, as he opened the case with a smirk. My curiosity quickly turned to surprise when he pulled out a pistol from the depths of the suitcase, its metallic shine catching the light.


He turned to me with a smirk, holding the pistol up with pride. “Papa, shaadi hai, war mei nahi jaa rahe hai,” I said, making a face.


Without saying a word, he gestured for me to stand still. With the same pride, he tied the waist band around me, securing the pistol at my side. I shot a helpless look at my mother, silently pleading for her to intervene, but she just stood there, smiling meekly, offering no escape from this ritual.


“Ab lag raha hai Chauhaan khandaan ka ladka,” my father said, still admiring the waistband and the pistol hanging from it. His voice was filled with pride, as if this was the final touch to completing the image of his son.


I forced a smile, knowing there was no way out of this. I had to accept that I would be carrying this pistol to the wedding, even if it felt completely out of place. I sighed inwardly, realising that, to my father, this wasn’t just a weapon — it was a symbol of our family's legacy.


As we stood in the room, all set and ready, my father's phone buzzed. He answered it quickly, and though the conversation was hushed, I could still catch bits of it. It was Jayant Rathod, Naina’s father — the King of Liquor of northern UP — on the other end. His deep, commanding voice informed my father that the bride was ready and about to make her entrance into the grand wedding hall.


“Hum log bhi taiyyar hai, bas ek minute mein neeche aa rahe hai,” my father replied, his voice steady with anticipation. He cut the call and glanced at me with a smile. Though the conversation was brief and quiet, I had heard every word. A wide, unmistakable smile spread across my face. This was it. This was the moment I had been waiting for.


My parents looked at me, their eyes filled with pride and love. They stepped forward and hugged me tightly, offering their blessings. “Nayi zindagi ki shuruaat hai,” my mother whispered, her voice soft with emotion. My father patted my back, a rare show of affection, as if silently acknowledging the weight of the moment.


We made our way down to the grand wedding hall. My heart raced with every step, excitement bubbling inside me. I could feel the rhythm of my pulse quickening, matching the beat of the dhols playing in the background. The hall was lavishly decorated, adorned with flowers, golden drapes, and chandeliers that glistened like stars above us. The entire venue buzzed with the chatter of guests, who were eagerly waiting for the bridal entry.


My eyes were fixed on the grand staircase at the far end of the hall. It was majestic, sweeping down in elegant curves, decorated with delicate flowers and glowing lights. It seemed like something out of a dream, a royal staircase meant for a queen. And soon, Naina would descend from it, as beautiful and radiant as I’d always imagined.


My heartbeat thudded in my chest, faster and louder with each passing second. I could hear nothing but the sound of my own breath, feel nothing but the thrill of knowing she was about to appear. Every guest was now staring at the staircase, waiting for that one moment when the bride would make her grand entrance. But for me, it wasn’t just about the entrance — it was about seeing Naina.


The anticipation swelled in my heart, and I couldn't help but smile. The thought of her in her bridal attire, walking down toward me, felt surreal. This was the moment I had imagined countless times, and now it was finally here.


The grand staircase stood still, as if holding its breath, waiting for the queen to make her descent. The slow rhythm of soft, melodious music filled the hall, perfectly syncing with the moment. Suddenly, a wave of silence washed over the crowd, as if the entire universe had paused to witness her entry.


There she was — Naina.


As she began to descend the staircase, it felt like time had slowed to match the gentle grace of her steps. She was dressed in a breath-taking pastel mint lehenga, every inch of it embroidered with intricate patterns that shimmered under the soft lights. Her dupatta, heavily embroidered, covered her head like a delicate crown, flowing all the way down to her legs, adding an ethereal touch to her appearance. It framed her face perfectly, softening her already graceful features. Her face, radiant with an infectious smile, glowed with a warmth that seemed to light up the entire hall. The smile was both serene and joyful, a reflection of the happiness she felt at that very moment.


Her friends, including Manali, walked beside her, holding a beautifully woven flower canopy over her head. The flowers were fresh, delicate, and fragrant, creating an aura of divinity around Naina as she walked. Each step was taken with poise and elegance, as if she was floating rather than walking. The soft clinking of her anklets was barely audible under the low hum of the music, but to me, it was as if I could hear each note. The music followed the rhythm of her steps, making the entire moment feel orchestrated by fate itself.


The guests in the hall, who had been buzzing with excitement just moments ago, now stood in awe. I could see their eyes widen, their murmurs silenced as they admired her beauty. She looked like a princess, no — a goddess, descending from the heavens to bless this world with her presence. The flicker of admiration in their eyes mirrored what I was feeling, but for me, it was something much deeper, something more personal.


That was my Naina.


As she descended the stairs, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. It was as if the entire world had narrowed down to just her and me. My heart swelled with pride, love, and a sense of destiny that this beautiful, elegant woman was mine. Not only was she beautiful in the way that turned heads, she was radiant, glowing with grace and dignity that made my soul feel lighter just by looking at her. Every step she took felt like it was leading her closer to me, closer to the life we were about to start together.


I felt a lump rise in my throat, overwhelmed by the emotion of it all. I’d seen her many times before, laughed with her, shared countless moments... But today, seeing her in this moment, in this light, felt like the culmination of everything I’d ever hoped for... dreamed of. She was more than the love of my life — she was my soul, my destiny, the very reason I existed.


Every eye in the room was on her, captivated by her beauty, but they didn’t know her like I did. They didn’t know the depth of her kindness, her intelligence, her quiet strength. That was the Naina I knew, and today, all of that beauty and grace was on full display for the world to see.


As she neared the bottom of the staircase, her eyes found mine. In that fleeting moment, something passed between us — something unsaid, something only we could understand. It wasn’t just love. It was a connection, a bond that felt as old as time itself. My heart raced, but it was a calm kind of exhilaration, knowing that in a few moments, she would stand beside me, and together, we would begin this new chapter.


I smiled a soft, contented smile that said everything I couldn’t put into words. This was my moment. This was our moment. And I couldn’t be prouder that the girl walking down that grand staircase, capturing the hearts of everyone in the room, was mine.


That was my Naina.


As everyone in the grand hall stepped aside, a clear path opened up, leading directly to where Naina and I stood, our hearts poised to unite. The space seemed to unfold like a canvas, allowing us to fully take in the gravity of the moment and each other’s presence. The air buzzed with anticipation, and the crowd held their breath, witnessing this intimate exchange.


When our eyes met, a surge of emotions passed between us. Her eyes, shimmering with unshed tears, mirrored the entire journey we'd shared — the struggles, the dreams, and the relentless love that had guided us to this day. The depth of our bond was palpable in her gaze, and her smile, even with the glistening tears, made my heart swell with an overwhelming mix of love and gratitude.


Desperately trying to hold back my own tears, I gave my head a tiny shake to steady myself. I wanted to stay strong and composed, especially in front of everyone. Reaching for the waistband of my sherwani, where the pistol was discreetly strapped, I couldn't help but smirk. This was my moment to inject a bit of light-heartedness into the deep emotion surrounding us.


With a playful glint in my eye, I unfastened the buckle and pulled out the pistol. I made a show of planting kisses on the magazine, then aimed it towards Naina. With exaggerated precision, I pretended to shoot these kisses in her direction. Naina, ever the playful partner, clutched her heart as if the kisses had struck her deeply, swaying slightly as if overwhelmed by their impact. Manali, moved swiftly to steady her, ensuring she remained upright while keeping the whimsical charm of the moment intact.


The room burst into laughter and applause, the sound of joy and mirth filling the air. Our unconventional act was a perfect reflection of the happiness and love we shared. In that instant, the wedding wasn’t just a ceremony — it was a celebration filled with laughter, love, and a sense of camaraderie that made everything even more memorable.


Naina and I exchanged knowing smiles amid the clapping and shared laughter. We both understood that this was our unique way of celebrating our love — romantic, playful, and entirely ours. As the applause died down and the laughter settled, I felt a profound sense of contentment. This was our moment, a beautiful celebration of our journey and the love that had overcome every challenge to bring us together.


Standing there with Naina, our eyes locked and hearts full, it was clear that this was only the beginning of a lifetime filled with love, laughter, and countless more beautiful moments.


As Naina's cousins, even the playful troublemakers, began teasing me about kneeling down and asking for Naina's hand, I couldn't help but smile at their antics. The laughter and light-heartedness in the air only added to the magic of the moment. I shrugged and said, “Aap log nahi bolte to bhi hum yeh karne wale the,” and walked with measured grace, my eyes locked on Naina's.


Each step I took was deliberate, my gaze never leaving hers. She, too, looked back at me with a sense of pride that made my heart swell. Reaching her side, I knelt on one knee, my heart pounding in sync with the moment. I raised my hand towards her, my eyes conveying everything I felt — love, commitment, and a promise of forever.


With a voice that was steady but filled with emotion, I spoke, “Aaj se pehle, kisi na kisi wajah se, har baar hath chhuta hai humara. Par wadaa karte hai, aaj jo tumne humara haath thama na, to marte dum tak nahi chhodenge.”


Tears glistened in Naina’s eyes as she absorbed my words in silence. I saw the emotions dance in her eyes, a mix of happiness and vulnerability. Slowly, she nodded, and with a gentle grace, extended her hand towards me.


As I took her hand in mine, I felt a surge of warmth and tenderness. I stood up, pulling her close by her arms, and placed a soft kiss on her forehead. I tried to lighten the mood, saying with a playful smile, “Rona mat, shaadi ke sare photos kharaab ho jayenge.”


Her laughter, mixed with her tears, was the perfect blend of joy and emotion. In that fleeting moment, as we stood together, our hearts entwined, it felt like the culmination of all our dreams. We were no longer two individuals navigating life's challenges alone; we were partners, committed to each other for a lifetime.


As Naina and I made our way to the mandap, the world seemed to blur around us. The mandap was a vision of sheer beauty, adorned with a cascade of vibrant flowers that created a canopy of colour and fragrance. The central flame flickered gently, casting a warm, golden glow that made the entire setting both sacred and serene. Four priests, dressed in traditional attire, stood ready, their presence adding a sense of reverence to the moment.


With utmost care and respect, I guided Naina to her seat, helping her settle into the beautifully decorated area. She looked radiant; her elegance only magnified by the floral backdrop. Once she was comfortably in place, I took my seat beside her, feeling a deep sense of fulfilment as we prepared to take this next step together.


Our parents took their seats within the mandap, their faces reflecting a mix of joy and pride. Surrounding us, the guests were seated on sofas, their anticipation palpable as they waited for the ceremony to unfold.


The moment we had all been waiting for arrived — the jaimala ceremony. The garlands, crafted with delicate orchids and shimmering under the ambient light, were brought forward. They were beautiful, a perfect symbol of our love, and the union we were about to formalise. As the garlands were presented, the energy in the room surged with joy.


Naina and I exchanged our garlands, our eyes locked in a gaze that spoke of our shared journey and the future we were about to embark on. The moment felt timeless, a beautiful blend of tradition and personal significance. As the garlands settled into place, the guests erupted in cheers, chanting “ShoNa! ShoNa!” The hashtag that had become a symbol of our love echoed through the hall, adding a touch of modernity to the timeless ceremony.


The sound of our names being called out mingled with the claps and cheers, made my heart swell with happiness. Here we were, surrounded by loved ones, embarking on this new chapter with a celebration that was uniquely ours. The jaimala ritual, with its vibrant colors and joyful noise, was a perfect prelude to the sacred vows we were about to take by the flame.


At that moment, as Naina and I stood side by side, exchanging garlands and basking in the collective happiness of our families and friends, I felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude. This was not just the beginning of our married life but a celebration of every moment that had brought us here. The flame at the center of the mandap seemed to burn even brighter, mirroring the love and excitement that filled our hearts.


As the jaimala ceremony concluded, Naina turned to me with a concerned look. “Shourya, you should keep that pistol aside for now, just to avoid any accidental mishaps,” she suggested.


Her words caught me off guard, but I knew she was right. We had already navigated so many challenges to reach this moment; I didn’t want to risk any further complications. I unbuckled the pistol, feeling a pang of reluctance, and handed it to my father. He gave me a nod of understanding, acknowledging the wisdom in the decision.


Just as I was about to take my seat again, my phone rang. I pulled it out to see Aayush's name flashing on the screen. A wave of relief and irritation washed over me. “Look who’s finally calling. Abhi aa raha hai yeh, shaadi ke baad hi aata” I said to Naina with a wry smile. Before I could even answer the call, Aayush's voice came through, strained and urgent. “Bhai, kuch bhi ho jaye, tu ghat par nahi aana,” he said, his tone heavy with anxiety. The line went dead, and I could hear shouting and chaos in the background.


A sense of dread gripped me as I stared at the now-blank screen. I turned to Naina, my expression darkening with worry. I called Manali, knowing she was Aayush's childhood love and might have some insight. “It looks like Aayush is in trouble and needs my help. He sounded really tense,” I said, carefully omitting the part about his warning.


Manali's face paled as she tried calling Aayush back, but her attempts were met with silence. The tension was palpable, and guests began to notice the sudden shift in atmosphere. The room fell silent, confused by the sudden concern etched on our faces.


Naina murmured, “Shourya, take someone with you.” Her concern was evident, but I shook my head. “If I ask anyone to come, it might create unnecessary tension. I'm sure it's nothing serious. I'll be back soon. Please manage things here.”


Reluctantly, Naina nodded, her worry mingling with the effort to maintain composure. She turned to the crowd, mustering a fake smile, and said, “Jaldi jao aur 10 min mei aao. Hum intizaar kar rahe hai, jaldi aana.”


I returned her smile, though it felt forced. “Sorry everyone, Hum bas yun gaye aur yun aaye!” I said to my parents and the gathering before rushing out of the hotel. They tried to stop me, but I ran like a flash.


I sprinted to my Fortuner, the sleek vehicle waiting for me in the parking lot. As I started the engine, I could feel my heart pounding with urgency. I drove with determination, the powerful engine roaring as I sped towards the ghats. The streets blurred around me as I focused solely on reaching Aayush and ensuring he was safe. The wedding and all its preparations felt like a distant concern; right now, my priority was to help my friend in his time of need.


As I raced through the winding streets towards the ghat, only one thought pulsed through my mind — this moment was merely an echo of a story that had begun a long time ago. A story where I, just a young man, had set out to make my own name, and ended up discovering a love so deep, it changed the course of my destiny. This was just the beginning... the beginning of how Shourya and Naina became #ShoNa.




Chapter 1


Baba Bholenath️
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“Train number 13005, Howrah-Amritsar Mail, has arrived on platform number 2. Passengers are requested to board their respective coaches. Thank you,” echoed the announcement across Aara station in Bihar.


It was early morning, and I was boarding the train to my destination — Varanasi, the sacred land of Baba Bholenath. The station buzzed with activity, a sea of people moving with purpose. Among them were my parents, who had brought along a full band to bid farewell to their only child. The sound of drums and trumpets filled the air, drawing curious stares from every corner. I had begged them not to do anything so absurd, fearing the embarrassment it would cause me in front of my fellow passengers, but as usual, my pleas fell on deaf ears.


“Start playing!” commanded my father, Sri. Samraat Chauhan — a tall, fair-complexioned, broad-shouldered man with a thick moustache and an air of authority. Always dressed in his traditional loose kurta-pyjama, he could easily conceal the 9mm pistol strapped to his waist. A formidable figure, he was the undisputed king of sand mining in Bihar. His name alone was enough to make things happen. Throughout my school years, no one dared to lay a finger on me — not even the teachers, simply out of fear; though my father preferred to think of it as respect.


But I despised this life of constant surveillance and suffocating protection. Now, as I stood on the brink of a new chapter, I was filled with excitement. I finally had the chance to explore the world on my own terms, free from the shadow of my father’s influence.


“Move aside, Shourya bhai has to board,” barked Guddu, one of my father's six bodyguards who accompanied me everywhere like a shadow.


“Let them board, Guddu. They’ve booked their berths too,” I said, gesturing to the anxious passengers standing hesitantly by the gate of coach A2. They had been waiting for our permission to board, afraid to make the first move. But before they could muster the courage to step past me, Guddu pulled his shirt slightly aside, revealing the pistol holstered at his waist.


“Bullet train se jana hai? (Want to catch a bullet train?)” Guddu taunted with a smirk, causing a ripple of laughter among the other guards. Everyone in our little entourage found it amusing, except for me and my mother.


She stood silently by my side, her eyes filled with the same weariness I felt. My mother had always been my source of inspiration and strength, though, like me, she had never dared to raise her voice against anything — right or wrong. Perhaps she had also realised long ago that there was no point in trying to drum sense into deaf ears.


For everyone’s sake, I decided to board the train. My parents, along with Guddu and the rest of the escort, followed me into the coach, while the band outside continued to play with fervour, despite not having platform tickets. Their music echoed across the platform, loud and relentless.


“What’s your berth number?” my mother asked, her voice soft but tinged with worry.


“5,” I replied, scanning the faces of the other passengers. They all looked petrified. If they had the chance, I’m certain they would have de-boarded the train and fled in terror.


“You booked a side lower berth? That won’t be comfortable. You should take this lower berth instead,” my overly concerned father suggested, pointing to a berth that was already occupied by a passenger.


“Sir, this is my berth. I’ve booked it. I don’t want to move to the side lower,” the passenger stammered, clearly terrified but managing to express his discomfort with the proposed swap.


“Tumse puche hum?” my father retorted, his voice icy, sending a shiver down the poor man’s spine. I signalled him to be seated and remain cool.


“It’s just a four-hour journey. I’m perfectly fine with this seat. Ma, please tell him not to create a scene here,” I pleaded with my mother, my hands folded in desperation. She nodded and gently asked everyone to stop fussing over me. My father, however, didn’t take her request lightly. With a slight scowl, he sat down on my berth, testing it by pressing his wide palms into the seat cushions and knocking on the window with his knuckles. I had no idea what exactly he was checking.


“Tickets, please,” said the ticket collector, appro-aching us without even glancing up, his focus on scribbling marks in his file. He was dressed in a shabby black blazer, equally dirty black pants, and a once-white shirt that had long since lost its brightness.


“Kya TT saheb, ab hum log ko bhi ticket dikhana padega?” Guddu sneered, tearing open a packet of pan masala and stuffing the entire contents into his already crimson-stained mouth.


The ticket collector quickly gathered his wits and looked around. The moment his eyes landed on my father, who was sitting proudly on my not-so-perfect seat, he immediately folded his hands in a gesture of respect. Though I would still call it fear.


“Hum nahi jaa rahe hai., humara ladka jaa raha hai,” my father declared. “VHU mein admission hua hai. Exam de ke clear kiya hai. Engineering karne jaa raha hai, aur uske baud IAS karega,” he continued, laying out the future he had planned for me. Like many Bihari parents, my father dreamed of seeing me clear the IAS exam. I was the only male in our family's history who had ever passed an entrance exam and was leaving home for higher studies. It was a proud moment for my family,


Baba Bholenath but beneath that pride lay a current of anxiety about my safety.


“Fir to aage shaadi ka bhi dekhna hoga?” the TT quipped. At that moment, I seriously contemplated grabbing the pistol from Guddu’s waistband and shooting that black-clad fool at point-blank range.


“Ha, dekhna hai. Isiliye to band bhi le kar aaye hai. Koi ladki hai? Varanasi utarte hi kar lenge. Yeh raha ticket, dekhiye aur jaiye.,” I snapped, my patience wearing thin as these pointless conversations grated on my nerves. The poor ticket collector stood there, bewildered, clearly not expecting a response from me but rather from my father — my so-called destiny decider. He quickly made his exit, offering a hasty farewell before disappearing from the coach.


“The train is now set to depart,” my father announced as he rose from his self-assigned throne, rolling up the sleeves of his kurta. He gestured for me to sit down on the berth, then placed a heavy hand on my shoulder. “You are our pride, Shourya. But there’s something I want you to know.” I knew that this “something” wasn’t going to be anything pleasant.


“You wanted to go out of the state, and because I see potential in you, I’ve allowed it. But remember, your sole purpose there is to study,” he continued, his tone firm. “If you get involved in any pyar mohabbat and I find out, you see this?” He took my hand and placed it on the waistband where his pistol rested. “I won’t hesitate to use this,” he concluded with a smirk, his eyes cold and unyielding. I met his gaze, wondering if this was really the last thing he wanted to say to me before I left. Did he even love me?


I stood up and touched my parents’ feet, seeking their blessings. My mother stood silently, her eyes brimming with tears. I embraced her, whispering, “Please take care of yourself. I’ll call you when I reach.” My own eyes were teary, but in our family, men aren't supposed to show their emotions in public. She wiped my face with her pallu and kissed my forehead, understanding that leaving this suffocating life was the best thing for me.


My parents, along with the entire entourage, de-boarded the train, leaving me alone. I watched them through the darkened window of the coach as the train began to pull away, their figures slowly fading from view.


The train screeched to a halt as it pulled into Varanasi Junction. I stepped off the train, and the weight of my decision hit me with full force. This was Varanasi — the ancient city where life and death danced together, where every corner had a story to tell. The platform was a chaotic mix of people, from pilgrims clutching their prayer beads to students like me, eager to carve out a future. The scent of incense hung in the air, mingling with the earthy aroma of street food and the distant echoes of temple bells.


I took a deep breath, the air filled with the vibrancy and raw energy of the city. This was the beginning of my new life, far from the suffocating shadow of my father. In Varanasi, I would carve out my own Baba Bholenath name, step out from behind the reputation of Samraat Chauhan, and prove that I could stand on my own.


I walked out of the station, feeling a mixture of excitement and nerves. My eyes scanned the crowded street until I spotted an old, yellow auto-rickshaw with “Shiv Shakti Travels” painted on the back. The paint was chipping away, but it was the only one available near the exit, so I headed towards it.


The driver was a skinny, middle-aged man with a moustache that curled up at the ends, giving him a slightly mischievous look. He wore a pair of oversized sunglasses that covered most of his face and a loosely wrapped scarf around his neck.


“VHU chalenge?” I asked, trying to sound confident and respectful.


“Arre sahab, VHU toh humara second home hai!” he replied with a wide grin, revealing a gold tooth that sparkled in the sunlight. He pushed his sunglasses up on his nose and started the auto, gesturing for me to sit.


As we weaved through the narrow, bustling streets of Varanasi, I felt a surge of excitement and determination. This city was alive in every sense — holy cows wandered freely, ancient temples stood at every corner, and the streets were a labyrinth of possibilities. Here, I wasn’t just another son; I was me, and this was my chance to build something on my own terms.


We finally arrived at the gates of VHU, and my breath caught in my throat. The entrance loomed before me, a grand archway inscribed with the words “Sarve Bhavantu Sukhinah” — a wish for universal happiness. This wasn’t just a campus; it was a world of its own, a place where dreams were made and destinies could be rewritten.


I paused at the entrance, taking it all in. This was the moment I had dreamed of — the moment I stepped out of my father's shadow and into my own light. His words about only focusing on studies still echoed in my mind, but they felt distant now, like a fading memory. This was my story to write, my legacy to build.


With a deep breath and a heart full of resolve, I stepped onto the campus. Every step felt like shedding a layer of the past, leaving behind the expectations and the weight of my family name. Here, in Varanasi, I was free to be who I wanted to be, and nothing could hold me back.




Chapter 2


Naina Rathod
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As I stepped through the grand archway of Varanasi Hindu University, the world seemed to slow down. The campus was sprawling, with wide, tree-lined avenues that stretched out in every direction. Ancient banyan trees stood like silent guardians, their roots twisting into the earth like they had been there forever. The air was filled with the scent of jasmine, mingling with the earthy smell of old stone buildings. There was laughter, music, chaos... in short, there was the life that I wanted to live.


After taking in the campus for a moment, I made my way to the admin building, which was a blend of old-world charm and modern efficiency. The building had a large central courtyard with a fountain in the middle, surrounded by pillars that seemed to hold centuries of knowledge. The entrance doors were heavy, carved with intricate designs, and they creaked as I pushed them open.


Inside, the atmosphere was buzzing with excitement. The main hall was filled with students, all here to get registered for their courses. There was a sense of anticipation in the air, a mixture of nerves and eagerness. The queue snaked around the room, with students clutching their documents, eyes darting around, trying to gauge how long the wait might be.
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