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Author’s Note


Scribbled pieces of paper turn into a book and the author gets a chance for his or her thoughts to be shared with few others in the society. It is then that readers like you pick up the book from the shelf of a bookstore, out of many more, some of them being very popular already.


When you open the book and start reading it, a sequence takes place, which according to me is nothing less than a magic.


One, you, readers accelerate the process of a writer in the making,


Two, a very strong bond is developed between the reader and the writer.


So, I thank you readers, from the bottom of my heart to have chosen my book and to have given me a platform to express my thoughts, views and beliefs.


India is a country of diverse cultures, languages, traditions, heritage and beliefs’, all of them being equally rich and intriguing.


One of the beliefs is the essence of everlasting love. Many of us have had the privilege of hearing such legends of true love from the elders in our family.


Are you one of those who believe and dream of experiencing true love?


In this fast-moving world, many of us have supressed the Romeos and the Juliets, the Heers and the Ranjhas in ourselves. But my lead characters are the ones who have made love the purpose of their lives. The love that is beyond the limitations of caste, colour, status and physical boundaries. Rather, separation made their bond even stronger and deeper.


This book, through its various fictitious characters, brings to you a saga of undying love that nurtures within the culture and traditions of the strong willed, mighty and brave Rajputs, the warrior castes (Kshatriya) belonging to mainly Northern and Western parts of India, who ruled over scores of Indian princely states, grouped into Rajputana Province, today, known as Rajasthan.


On one hand it is a story about the journey of a young princess, who by choosing to sacrifice her love, her family all the luxuries of life to fulfil her dream of creating a shelter for the less fortunate, made a special place in the hearts of many people, on the other hand it is a story of a man who loves a woman truly, madly and unconditionally. Neither, distance nor death could die out the flame of everlasting love between them.


All my characters are my creations who represent my perspective about the culture and traditions. I have gathered knowledge through books and the internet and my personal experience. I have no intentions of hurting anybody’s sentiments.


I wish and hope that I am successful in satisfying the thirst of a reader in you and sincerely pray that your feedback encourages me to write more in the future.





Chapter 1
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The express train stopped at the Jodhpur station. God had been kind to the people of this Sun city of India; this year. Millions of people’s prayers had been heard.


Heavy showers of rain had soaked the Rajasthani soil after several seasons.


She had finally reached her destination. She stepped down on the station platform. The fragrance of the soaked soil after showers was mesmerizing. She took a long, deep breath with a smile on her face.


She was a tall 18-year-old girl with a perfect figure that any young girl would dream of. Her beautiful facial features complimented an extremely fair complexion and long chestnut hair. She had an aura that made eyes turn towards her.


‘Excuse me madam, where do you go? Come I take you in taxi’ a que of Taxi drivers was lurking near her with big hungry and greedy eyes, trying to speak English with a distorted accent.


Fed up of being followed by so many taxi drivers, she finally turned around and shouted in Rajasthani language ‘I am an Indian and I belong to this city. I don’t need any taxi. Now will you leave me alone or you want to fall prey to my martial arts tricks?’


The men looked at each other astonished, there mouth open.


One of them commented ‘hey fellows, I had heard stories from my grandmother about the English men and other invaders from foreign land conquering our motherland, but only saw a true example right now! She looks like a foreigner but speaks good Rajasthani !’


The other one took a deep sigh and said ‘hey listen fellows; I am going to see her in my dreams tonight. Just look at her. She is so beautiful’


The men heard the girl call out ‘Veeru kaka.’


Veeru kaka, a short, broad statured man with long moustaches and a Rajasthani turban on his head came running to greet his ‘little baisa’


He grabbed her luggage and escorted her out towards the parking area.


‘How was your journey Meerambika Baisa?’


‘Yes, Veeru kaka, I enjoy these train rides. Mom and dad wanted me to fly as it’s faster and easier, but I insisted that I will land in Delhi and then take a train to Jodhpur.


By the way, how are they?’


‘They are doing well Baisa and eagerly waiting for you to reach home.’ Replied Veeru Kaka.


The two boarded the Rolls-Royce, Veeru kaka at the wheel. He proudly drove his Meerambika baisa to her present family home, the palace of the Rathores’, one of the most renowned and princely families of the city.


As he drove along, a glimpse of those old days came to his mind, when 32 years ago, he used to drive his most favourite baisa, Meera. She was then the same age as Meerambika and he had completed ten years of his service to the Rathore family. The love and respect he earned from the family and specially his Meera Baisa was something that unheard of.


‘Meerambika not only has an identical name, but also has grown up to look quite like her. The same big eyes, the same complexion and the same smile’ Veeru kaka thought to himself with a smile on his face.


The young princess was excited to meet her parents and to be back in the palace where she spent her childhood. But, little did she know that she is leaving behind the most precious belonging that was in her possession: The diary that unfolded the true story of an angel in their lives, a story about the journey of a young girl from being a princess to an angel. But the story was yet to be completed.


Meerambika was on a vacation from her university. She was excited not only because she was coming home but also because she had promised herself to finish the story before she leaves for her next term, next month.
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Chapter 2
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I, Aditya Bharadwaj, was looking for the morning newspaper to go with my small glass of tea; I bought from the Jodhpur station tea stall. The commotion of few taxi drivers fighting for some foreigner customer distracted my attention.


“When will these people learn to behave properly with the visitors of our country?” I laughed looking at the owner of the newspaper stall.


Suddenly a small boy dressed up in Rajasthani attire, came running towards the book stall where I was standing and sipping my tea.


The book stall owner shouted ‘hey, Ratan, what’s this in your hand?’


‘It looks like someone’s diary’ Ratan replied, ‘I found it lying at the edge of the platform’


The book stall keeper ordered ‘give it to me. And stop loitering around. Your mother must be searching for you.’


The shop keeper randomly flipped the pages with a puzzled expression on his face.


I was curious to know about the mysterious diary. Besides from his expression I could tell that the shop keeper could not read a single word written in it.


I asked the shopkeeper ‘What is written in it? Can I help you?’


The shop keeper made a grumpy face and handed over the diary to me. ‘You can keep it. It’s of no use to me. It’s in English.’


I turned the pages to look for a name of the owner of this diary.


The diary was anonymous.


I was immensely keen on reading the contents of the diary and finding out to whom it belonged.


I turned my head around with a hope to find a probable owner of the diary, for someone who seemed to be searching for lost property, as we all have done in our school days, for having lost a lunch box, water bottle or a school uniform vest.


But I looked around in vain. The passengers seemed to have been swept away by a storm. I was one of the few passengers on this platform who stayed back for some tea or snacks or a fresh up before they get back to their offices or universities directly from the station.


Oh, Let me introduce myself, before I proceed.


I am Aditya Bharadwaj, son of Shri Niranjan Bharadwaj and Smt. Meetali Bharadwaj. I hail from Kanpur city, one of the principal trade and commercial centre of Northern India, located in the state of Uttar Pradesh. My father is a professor at the Indian Institute of Technology (IIT, Kanpur) whereas my mother is a professor of Journalism in the University of Kanpur.


Being a proud father of his one and only son, he had a great desire that I follow his footsteps and study Engineering at IIT, Kanpur. But, sadly enough for him, since childhood I was inclined towards journalism. My, mother, like most Indian mothers, would silently give a smile with pride because her one and only son had taken after her.


You must be thinking that why on earth did I come to study Journalism in the city of Jodhpur, when there are good courses offered by the Kanpur University.


Well, this is because of my “Lungotia Yaar”, Mithilesh. We are simply inseparable. When Mithilesh told me that he had got admission in Jodhpur University, I immediately packed my bag too, to get admission in the same university as him.


Don’t be surprised, these things are very common in India. Friendship, commitments towards family, respect and hospitality towards our guests, are values that are deep rooted in us Indians since time immemorial. So, here I am in the city of Jodhpur, also known as the Sun City or the Blue city of India. I will tell you more about the history of the city, but for now, let’s get back to the present time, to the mystery of the anonymous diary.


Well, it is this anonymous diary, which Meerambika had accidentally dropped at the platform, that connected me to this story and its inspiring characters. As I opened the diary and started reading it, I was overwhelmed by the personalities who exhibit the human values like kindness, tolerance, righteousness and unconditional love in a true sense.


So, here I am sharing with you a breath-taking saga of everlasting love, sacrifice, pride and valour.


After grabbing the diary and hastily gulping down the tea, I decided to take a taxi to a nearest public park where I could peacefully read the diary, away from the noisy station.


The taxi dropped me at the public Park. As it was already 9:30 on a weekday morning, there were hardly any people in the park, except few late risers, who didn’t have to rush for a job and thus came for a jogging in the park.


I chose a well shaded bench in an isolated corner of the park.


My hands were shaking in excitement to open the diary.


The first page was blank. It had a small initial on it ‘MR’.


I turned to the next page.


It had the heading; the angel by my side


I continued reading. It read…


I am Diya. I am the narrator of this story. After reading the heading, you must be wondering ‘whether angels exist’ well, I had the great fortune to have seen one very closely. I would say that all those years that I lived on this earth were just mere number of years, until I met her. My life became meaningful from the day I met those bright big eyes that could melt a stone.


They say that time is the best healer. I would say that Time has another quality, to capture beautiful moments onto your brain as if they happened just a little while ago. I remember vividly the first time I met her.


But, first let me begin from the time she was born.


Meera Virendra Singh Rathore was born in a Royal family of Rajasthan. She was an epitome of beauty and elegance; she inherited from both her parents. Born from an Italian mother and an Indian Rajput father, Meera had a glowing complexion, long dark chestnut brown hair, big hazel green eyes and a sharp nose, last but not the least a smile that could win over many hearts in a split of a second.


The Rathore family was one of the most reputed Rajput families in the city, known for its grand, lavish and princely lifestyle. The family got most of the prominence and popularity after Mahendra Singh Rathore, Meera’s grandfather, became the heir of the royal bloodline.


Mahendra’s strikingly generous nature complimented his well-defined facial features, a tall built physique and a magnetic personality.


The Rathore palace that he had built was a wonder to Rajasthani architecture.


The Citadel where the Rathore palace stands today was built during the late 18th Century by the great great grandfather of Rajendra Singh Rathore, grandfather of Mahendra Singh Rathore, of Marwar. The citadel consisted of acres and acres of land sprawled by unique monuments, now museum of Rajasthani art and architecture. It housed three palaces adorned with lush green lawns and water bodies, kiosks, temples and sculptured fountains.


Meera Rathore was born in the third palace built during the 20th century by her grandfather, Mahendra Singh Rathore.. It was a memorable day of the monsoon season. The lawns were full of dancing peacocks welcoming the little princess into this world.


Meera, being the first child, of a Rajput father Virendra Singh Rathore and an Italian mother, Michelina, was the pampered one. Her wishes were commands for all the members of the family.


Her big beautiful eyes reflected peace, serenity and devotion.


The princess had many names, out of love. Some people called her Banni, some called Pari and some Rani.


After about four months of her birth, Mahendra Singh Rathore held her in his arms, one day and declared


‘Her Name will be Meera.’


“This baby, my princess, has beautiful eyes, as deep as the ocean and smiles that can make you forget all your worries and sorrows. She has divine beauty. She reminds me of what I have heard and read about Mira Bai – devotee of lord Krishna.”


The word Meera has many meanings in different languages some of them being “saint-like, goodness, peace, wonderful, ocean.”


Although, her loved ones and all the maids of the palace kept calling her by other nick names like Banni, Pari, but her official name became Meera.


Four years later, when her brother Vijayant was born; he was the pride of the family. According to the tradition, he was the heir of the Royal bloodline.


Meera and Vijayant were the heart and soul of the Rathore family.


“Life is beautiful, god is kind to us. Virendra Singh Rathore would say. We are blessed with all that one can dream of, specially our two jewels, Meera and Vijayant.”


“I want them to get the best education and training from the topmost universities of the World, like us and like all our ancestors”


Virendra Singh Rathore and Michelina studied in the same university of Management in Milan, Italy. It was love at first sight for both. The Rathore family were little hesitant and reluctant towards the marriage at first, as in their tradition marriages are arranged in the same clan, but, Mahendra, Virendra’s father, finally agreed for the marriage. All he wanted was his son’s happiness.


Their wedding was a Royal wedding in true sense.


Soon, Michelina adjusted well to the Rathore family, came to terms with their princely traits and culture. She became the favourite daughter-in-law of the Rathore family. She captured the hearts of everyone through her polite, tolerant and down to earth nature. Despite the language barriers, the local citizens came forward to greet her and give their blessings. The citizens who had at first silently expressed their disapproval because Virendra married Michelina, a lady from a foreign land and not belonging to a Rajput family, later referred to her as an ideal and most suitable daughter-in-law for the Royal family.


Mahendra was one of the happiest men with a perfect family of an obedient son, a lovable daughter-in-law and the most adorable grandchildren.


But soon a tragedy shattered the happiness of the family.


Mahendra’s world turned upside down in a split of a second when one morning his son, Virendra Singh Rathore and his daughter-in-law Michelina, were killed in a car crash.


Mahendra could not believe his ears when he received a call from the hospital. They were together at the breakfast table just an hour ago, before they left for their work, together as usual.


Within a day, the family that was known for its luxury, prosperity and fame, turned into family that was a victim of its misfortune.


Mahendra’s grandchildren became orphans at such a tender age. Meera was 12 and Vijayant was 8 years old then.
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Chapter 3
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“Excuse me, boy, can you tell me what time it is?”


I was distracted by an elderly person.


“Why don’t people wear a watch? It’s the 21st century for Christ sake! Its 10:45” I replied irritably.


“Oh my god! I am going to be late for the lecture” I said to myself. I jumped up, stuffed the diary in my backpack and rushed towards the road to find a rickshaw to take me to my university.


Meanwhile at the Rathore palace, celebrations to welcome Meerambika, was at full swing. Meerambika hugged her parents, mum, Devika Rathore and dad, Vijayant Singh Rathore.


“Oh, my darling, we can’t tell you how much we missed you. Your dad and I were just waiting for this time, when you will come home for your holidays.” said Devika.


“So, how are your studies going? Have you settled down in your medical college? Have you made some friends?” Vijayant was one of the possessive dad’s one can imagine. He didn’t want his princess to leave his nest and go away to another country, for her education.


When Meerambika was adamant in pursuing a course in medicine, Vijayant was very concerned like most parents are when their children move to another world away from them. He asked “There are so many good colleges in the city, or in the country for that matter. Why do you need to study in America? It’s so far from India? And what is this craze of studying medicine? You have to take over the Rathore family business anyway? You are the heir of the Rathore family.”


But nothing could change Meerambika’s decision. She was firm and stubborn.


“Just look at her. She is so much like her aunt, Meera, the same attitude.” Vijayant would say.


Devika would laugh and add “And the same looks. It feels as if Meera is always with us”


Although Meerambika had never seen her aunt Meera, she had a very strong admiration and fondness for her. She had heard about her from her parents and a lot more in detail from someone who knew Meera the most, her favourite Diya aunty.


“Come on daddy, I am a big girl now. Stop worrying for me. Yes, I have settled well and made new friends. Before you ask me more questions, let me tell you that I am enjoying my study and my stay there. Its Harvard after all! All my friends belong to extremely educated families. Are you happy now? And to answer to your perpetual question about my choice of studying medicine, this is for my Meera Bhuasa. I want to be one of the leading oncologists in the country and try my best to save as many lives as I can. This will be a tribute to my Meera Bhuasa” Meerambika declared.


“Oh no, I have no time to spare. I am going to see Diya aunty. I will see you later for dinner. Love you mum, love you dad.”


Devika kissed her goodbye and laughed “Vijayant, there is one thing she got from you though, that is restlessness. She is incapable of sticking to one place for long time, always on the move.”


Diya opened the door of her apartment with a smile on her face. By the rapid ringing of the doorbell she could guess that it must be Meerambika on the other side, impatient for her to open the door.


Meerambika hugged Diya instantly.


“You look just as lovely as you were when I saw you the last time before I left for America, same grace and same poise. As far as Meerambika can remember, Diya was always in her pastel coloured cotton sarees, with her hair tied up neatly. She had a charming face and sparkling eyes behind those frameless glasses. She was an epitome of elegance, patience and serenity, a person Meerambika could confide in and get solutions to all her problems. Maybe that was the reason she was the closest confidant of Meera.


“Okay, okay, let me see my little angel’s face first.” Diya said.


She kissed Meerambika’s forehead and said “Come. You are right on time. I made your favourite hot Kachoris and masala tea.”


“Wow! You always know exactly what I want. So, how about the story of Meera Bhuasa with some hot snack and tea?” replied Meerambika by stretching her hands with a box of Diya’s favourite chocolates.


“You too don’t forget what I like the most, isn’t it?” Diya thanked with a smile.


Radha came with a tray of hot Kachoris and two cups of tea.


“How are you Radha?” asked Meerambika.


Radha nodded a yes and kept the tray on the table. Radha had been working in this house for years now. She had always been the most trusted one for Meera.


Diya and Meerambika settled down on the living room couch with their tea and snack. The living room was a cosy one decorated very tastefully. There were pictures of Meera Bhuasa hung on the walls. Meerambika remembered how much she used to love to come here whenever she wanted to hear about her Meera Bhuasa from Diya aunty. This apartment had all her memories.


Meerambika opened her backpack to pull out the diary where she had started writing Meera’s story in Diya’s words. She dug out all her belongings from the bag till she realized that the diary is missing.


With an expression of horror, she started contemplating where she might have left it. “I always keep the diary in this backpack of mine. How can it go missing?”


Diya assured her that she must have just kept it somewhere in her apartment back in Boston. “Don’t worry. You will get it. Where will it go? Diaries can’t walk, can they?”


Meerambika flipped her long hair on the other side of her shoulders and said “Never mind Diya aunty let us continue from where we stopped last time. I will look for the diary later and add these pages with it.





Chapter 4
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I was sitting in a Choco block lecture room buzzing with discussions but my mind was preoccupied in the thoughts of the Rathore family. I was getting restless to find out what was written next in the diary. I just wanted the lecture to end quickly so I could go back to my hostel room and continue reading in peace.


I jumped up as soon as the bell rang. Finally, dragging lecture got over. Thankfully I didn’t have another lecture today.


But on my way to the hostel, I kept bumping into my friends.


“Oh damn, whenever someone is in a hurry, all the friends in the world seem so irritating. They just flock around you and involve you in silly conversations. Let me go for Christ sake, you fellows!” I thought to myself.


But kept smiling and greeting all of them, instead.


After a few bluffs and excuses of some pending assignment, I managed to rush to my room. Luckily, my roommate had still not come back from his hometown. He was scheduled to join from the second week of the term.


“Till then this room is all mine” I thought.


I couldn’t wait to take out the diary and start reading again.


I settled in one corner of my bed, cuddled up and started reading……..


It was as if Mahendra had seen the future, when he took the angel like baby girl in his arms for the first time, and named her Meera.


Normally Rajput girls in India, are told that they must learn modesty, accept their customs, obey their elders and be prepared to sacrifice their desires for their families, if need be.


But, Michelina wanted her daughter to live life to the fullest, free from the stress of all the customs that are forced on to the Rajput girls. Along with good values like respecting and obeying elders, sharing love and goodwill among others, she also taught her daughter to have courage to fight against injustice, dishonesty, exploitation and all such evil things that exist in the society. She told her to always listen to her conscience and have faith in what is true and what is right in her eyes.


She would say to Meera;


“Always remember my child, truth is bitter, but, has immense power. Whatever is true is right. And when you do and follow right things, not a single finger can point at you, not a single eye can put your eye lids down. All you need to learn is to stand by what is right. Then you will see that how simple life can be, you will find that you have won all battles of life, be it big or small.”


These words got imbibed in Meera.


She grew up to be a girl very different from all the other girls of her age. Where on one hand her friends were fussy and demanding, she on the other hand possessed qualities like selflessness, kindness and generosity. Every now and then she would surprise her parents by doing some small deeds that are unusual for a child of her age.


On her 10th birthday, Meera went to buy gifts with her mother. Michelina bought some dresses and a doll for her. When they were leaving the shop, Meera saw a poor little girl holding her mother’s hand and staring at her doll, just outside the entrance of the shop.


After walking past the little girl, Meera turned back to see that the girl was pointing at her doll and crying.


Perhaps, she was asking her mother to buy the same doll for her.


The mother was trying to console her helplessly. Meera stopped suddenly, left her hand from her mother’s clasp, walked towards the little girl and gave the doll to her.


Michelina was shocked.


“Why did you give away your favourite doll?” Her mother asked Meera.


“Mother, I am so fortunate to have parents who can buy me all that I ask for, but the poor girl ‘s mother can’t even afford to buy her daughter a doll. The smile I saw on the little girls face when I gave away my doll, is a precious gift for my birthday”


Michelina could not believe that a ten-year-old can think this way.


She hugged her tightly and said “I am the most fortunate mother, because I have a daughter with a golden heart. Never let the glitter of your golden heart fade out, my darling. Always remember that this is the greatest gift from god, the greatest possession of any human being, and you have been blessed with it”


With time, Meera grew up to be beautiful girl, a beauty that reflected her beautiful heart. Behind her beautiful smiling face, she had hidden the pain of losing her parents at such an early age. She missed them every moment. But, a lot of the loss was covered up by her grandfather, Mahendra, who love her dearly.


As years went by, Meera became more and more sensitive towards the poor and the needy around her. She would take efforts to get shelter and food for the homeless children and the old people who did not have a family to look after them, in her locality.


Mahendra soon realized that he was no longer able to please his granddaughter with materialistic possessions. Meera would be gone for hours helping people in need.


Although, he was proud of the popularity and love she was getting from everywhere, a deep concern gripped him. He started getting worried for Meera’s gradual loss of interest towards their luxurious lifestyle. This transformation started to be a great cause of concern for him.


On one hand he was a witness to the lavish life style of the spendthrift grandson, Vijayant, who was more and more attracted to the latest cars, gadgets, outfits and accessories in the market, on the other hand, his own sister, Meera was shedding away money and her valuables to the poor and the needy.


Little did he know that this growing contrast in the nature of the siblings, will lead to a disaster one day
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Chapter 5
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And then came the day I will never forget, the day I met Meera. It was years ago, yet very fresh in her mind.


Meera was very fond of horse-riding.


It was one of the sports initiated and taught to her by her father, Virendra Singh Rathore.


After the demise of her father, Meera made it a part of her daily schedule. She was often accompanied by either her brother Vijayant or her caretaker cum driver Veeru kaka. Veeru kaka ‘s family was known to be loyal to the Rathore family for generations. His father Suraj Singh was the right hand of Mahendra Singh Rathore.


The club where Meera did her horse-riding was a very prestigious one, a status symbol among the elite class of the society. After finishing her horse-riding sessions, Meera often enjoyed a glass of her favourite watermelon juice at the club restaurant where she often bumped into many snobbish rich spoilt brats of her age. But, considering Meera’s nature, she would just exchange a quick conversation and move out of the group by giving some fake excuses.


Vijayant, on the other hand enjoyed such show-offs and mindless chit-chats. He loved to hang around with his group of rich lads for hours taking about their latest possessions like cars and villas, etc.


Veeru kaka would wait patiently in the car.


It was one of those days when Meera sat to sip her favourite watermelon juice, her eyes fell on a teenager serving snacks and drinks to the club members.


It appeared to her that she was new in this place, someone who did not look like she had ever worked before.


What made Meera curious to know more about the girl, was the shadow of fear and pain on her pretty face. Meera observed her closely the whole time that she was waiting for her juice to be served. The girl looked very worried and nervous about something. Meera thought of talking to her, but the girl disappeared somewhere within a blink of her eyelids. That girl was me, Diya.


Meera waited for some time but in vain. Then she decided to leave as she was getting late for her music lessons at home.


The following day, Meera finished her horse-riding session earlier than usual as she could not hold her curiosity to know about the girl, she saw at the restaurant the previous day. But she became more and more curious when despite waiting for a good 30 minutes; Meera could not get any glimpse of the me. She asked another girl who was on duty that day but could not get much information about me except that the I was new. No one could give her any appropriate information about me. At night Meera kept thinking about me before she fell asleep. She decided that if she does not see me following morning, she will go straight to the restaurant manager and ask about my whereabouts.


Luckily enough, Meera saw me serving drinks to the club members next day. I went close to her while serving snacks at the table next to hers. Without losing any time, Meera asked for a glass of watermelon juice. I nodded my head and went to get the glass of juice. As soon as I kept the glass of juice on Meera’s table, Meera asked softly “What is your name?”


“Diya” I answered in hesitation.


“Diya my name is Meera. I need a girl like you for my house. Can you come with me so that we can talk about the job?”


Meera decided to go slow, ask me about my life only after I get little comfortable and gain confidence on her.


“No, no I cried, in a panic-stricken tone. My uncle will be mad at me, if I leave my work here and go with you.”


“Then tell me what time you finish work in this restaurant, so that I can come and take you.”


I looked around and said almost in an inaudible tone, “3 o clock.”


“Okay then I will come to pick you at that time. Wait for me at the main gate.”
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Chapter 6
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I could not believe it. I was shocked at my own courage. I had never spoken to anyone in months. How did I agree to go with Meera?


Perhaps it was Meera’s magnetic personality that attracted me. Those beautiful sparkling eyes, full of compassion, gave me a strength that urged me to break free, to take a chance. She seemed so different from all the people I had met in my life. She spoke with a lot of respect and cared for every living being she came across. Her jaw dropping good looks was complimented with a tall and lean body. Her beauty was divine. She was the focal point in any gathering. Her flawless appearance along with a cultured upbringing made everyone develop an instant liking towards her.


Suddenly a fear engulfed me.


What if Meera doesn’t keep her word? Or What if I get into trouble by going with Meera?


I took a deep breath and told myself “do I have anything else to lose? Can my life become more miserable than what it is right now?”


I could not concentrate on my work the remaining of the day. I kept looking at the clock waiting for it to strike 3, feeling every minute ticking away. At last the clock struck 3 and I ran almost like Cinderella ran leaving one of her shoes behind when the clock struck 12.
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