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Chapter 1: The New Girl in the Pavilion
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The midsummer sun glared down on the cricket ground, shimmering on the lush green outfield. White chalk lines marked the crease, and the faint smell of fresh-cut grass carried through the light breeze. On one side of the ground stood the old pavilion, its red-brick walls slightly faded but holding decades of stories within them. From its balcony, one could see the entire field and the row of sleepy shops just outside the boundary wall.

It was there, on the pavilion steps, that Aarav sat tying the laces of his cricket spikes. He was the team’s opening batsman, though his coach often said he spent more time practicing hairstyles than batting. His teammates were spread across the ground, stretching, bowling a few deliveries, warming up with easy catches. Laughter rang out every so often, the kind of laughter only a group of young men chasing leather and willow could understand.

Then she arrived.

At first, nobody noticed the car that stopped near the gate. It wasn’t flashy, but the girl who stepped out certainly drew eyes the moment she appeared. She wore a simple pastel blue kurta, her long hair tied back in a ponytail, a cricket bag slung across her shoulder that seemed almost too large for her frame. There was a confidence in her walk as she approached the pavilion, yet a faint nervousness lingered in her eyes as they scanned the unfamiliar ground.

Aarav noticed her before anyone else. He nudged Rishi, the team’s fast bowler, who was busy doing high-knee stretches.

“Oi, new recruit?” Aarav whispered.

Rishi glanced over and raised an eyebrow. “You’ve got sharper eyes for girls than bouncers, Aarav. Didn’t Coach say we’re trying out someone today?”

“A girl? In our squad?” Aarav smirked, brushing imaginary dust off his gloves. “This should be fun.”

By then the others had started to notice too. Bats stopped mid-swing, throws slowed down, and one poor fellow nearly dropped a catch because he was staring too openly.

The girl reached the pavilion, set her heavy bag down with a practiced thud, and gave a polite smile. “Good morning,” she said clearly.

Coach Menon, who had been jotting something on his clipboard, looked up. His grizzled face broke into a grin. “Ah, you must be Naina. Welcome. Everyone, this is Naina Sharma, our new player. She’ll be training with us this season.”

A small ripple of murmurs spread among the boys. New players were rare enough, but a girl? This was territory they weren’t used to.

Naina gave a small nod. “It’s nice to meet you all. I hope I can keep up.”

Aarav, never one to miss a chance for theatrics, leaned against the railing. “Well, well. If you can swing a bat half as well as you swing that cricket bag, you’ll be fine.”

Rishi groaned. “Ignore him,” he told Naina. “He thinks he’s funny because he scored fifty once last season.”

“Fifty-seven,” Aarav corrected instantly. “And against the top bowling attack, mind you.”

Coach clapped his hands. “Enough chatter. Naina, get your gear on. Aarav, take her to the nets. Show her the ropes.”

Aarav blinked. “Me?”

“You,” Coach said firmly. “And don’t waste time with your nonsense. She’s here to play cricket, not listen to your poetry.”

The team chuckled, but Aarav could only grin sheepishly. He stood, brushing off his trousers, and gave Naina a little half-bow. “Well then, partner. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

The nets were buzzing with activity. Balls thudded into pads, willow cracked against leather, and the smell of sweaty gloves lingered in the air. Aarav handed Naina a helmet.

“Don’t worry,” he said, adjusting the straps. “The worst that can happen is you get hit by Rishi’s bouncer. That’s like being slapped by a frying pan.”

Naina slipped the helmet on with practiced ease. “I’ll manage.”

There was something about the way she said it—calm, composed, like she had been in nets like these many times before. Aarav raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment.

Rishi came charging in to bowl first. His run-up was long, his pace sharp. He hurled the ball down with a grunt. It pitched short, kicked up, and arrowed toward Naina’s chest.

But she was ready. Her bat rose in a neat defensive motion, meeting the ball dead center. A crisp thock echoed, and the ball dropped harmlessly at her feet.

The nets went silent for a moment.

Rishi blinked. “Not bad.”

Aarav whistled. “Looks like you might actually survive.”

Naina rolled her eyes, focused, and signaled for the next delivery. The next few minutes turned into a quiet showcase. Line after line, she met the ball with solid technique. Her drives were clean, her footwork nimble, and when a loose delivery came her way, she punished it through the gaps with startling precision.

A small crowd of teammates gathered at the side, whispering among themselves. Aarav leaned on his bat, watching closely. He had to admit—this wasn’t the clumsy newcomer he had expected. This was someone who could play.

When the session ended, Naina removed her helmet, strands of hair sticking to her forehead. Aarav clapped slowly, theatrically. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have just witnessed the reincarnation of Sachin Tendulkar.”

Naina gave him a look, half amused, half exasperated. “I’m here to play, not to entertain your sarcasm.”

“Ah, but you do both,” Aarav replied smoothly.

Before Naina could respond, Coach Menon strode over. “Good work, Naina. You’ve got solid basics. With some match practice, you’ll be an asset to the team.”

A ripple of murmurs rose again, some approving, some skeptical. Not everyone liked the idea of sharing the limelight. But Naina didn’t seem fazed. She simply nodded.

After practice, the team lounged in the pavilion, sipping cold drinks. The air was thick with chatter and teasing, as always. Aarav slid onto the bench next to Naina.

“So,” he began, “where did you learn to play like that? Not from the YouTube tutorials I’ve been watching, surely.”

She smirked faintly. “My father was a state-level player. He coached me since I was a kid.”

“That explains the straight drives. My dad only coached me in how to dodge homework.”

She laughed, soft but genuine. Aarav grinned, proud of himself for earning it.

Across the bench, Rishi rolled his eyes. “Careful, Aarav. Focus on the next match, not on impressing newcomers.”

“I can do both,” Aarav said, stretching his arms. “Multitasking is my specialty.”

Naina raised an eyebrow. “Really? Because from what I hear, you spend more time admiring your reflection in your helmet than scoring runs.”

The entire bench erupted in laughter. Aarav clutched his chest in mock pain. “Et tu, Naina? Betrayal already?”

But deep down, he was enjoying this. She wasn’t intimidated by his jokes, nor by the team’s boyish chaos. She held her ground, calm and composed, as though she’d always belonged.

The evening sun dipped lower, casting a golden glow over the ground. As the team packed up, Coach called out, “Remember, match practice tomorrow at six sharp. No excuses.”

One by one, the boys dispersed, some still throwing curious glances at Naina. She slung her bag over her shoulder and headed toward the gate. Aarav jogged a few steps to catch up.

“You know,” he said, matching her stride, “most newcomers take weeks to get noticed. You managed it in one morning. Impressive.”

Naina glanced at him, her expression unreadable. “I didn’t come here to get noticed. I came here to play.”

“Fair enough,” Aarav replied. Then, after a pause, he added with a grin, “But just so you know, you’ve definitely bowled me over already.”

She shook her head, half smiling despite herself, and quickened her pace. Aarav watched her walk away, the fading sunlight catching her silhouette against the boundary wall.

For the first time in a long while, he felt a different kind of anticipation about cricket season. Not just about runs and wickets, but about what this new arrival might mean for the team... and maybe for him.

The ground lay quiet again, except for the faint echo of laughter still hanging in the warm evening air.
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Chapter 2: A Bat, A Smile, and a Misfield
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The morning sky was a pale canvas of silver clouds, promising a day not too hot and not too cool—the kind of day cricket players secretly loved. The ground smelled faintly of damp grass, still wet from sprinklers. By the time Aarav arrived, the rest of the squad was already bustling about, carrying kitbags, unrolling nets, taping grips, and doing their usual half-hearted warmups.

Aarav, of course, made his entry fashionably late. His hair was slicked back neatly, his sunglasses still on though the sun was barely out. He strolled in, whistling, waving his bat like it was a royal sceptre.

Rishi groaned from the field. “There he is, the superstar of every mirror in the district.”

“Correction,” Aarav said, removing his sunglasses with exaggerated flair, “the superstar of this team. The mirrors just happen to agree.”

Naina, who was seated near the pavilion lacing up her shoes, glanced up at him. “Do you always arrive late to practice?”

Aarav grinned, walking over. “Ah, I see Coach’s newest favorite has already started keeping attendance. Should I be worried?”

“You should be,” Rishi called out. “She’s probably more reliable than you’ll ever be.”

The banter rolled across the ground like it always did, except this time there was a fresh energy to it. Everyone seemed curious about how Naina would blend in. Yesterday’s nets had proven she wasn’t just here for novelty—she could genuinely bat. But today was the first real practice match with her in the squad.

Coach Menon blew his whistle, silencing the chatter. “Listen up, everyone. We’re dividing into two sides for a practice game. Match conditions. Twenty overs each. Aarav, you’ll captain one side. Rishi, you take the other.”

“And me?” Naina asked, standing.

Coach gave her a small smile. “You’ll play for Aarav’s side. Opening bat. Let’s see how you handle match pressure.”

That sent a ripple through the group. Aarav blinked at Coach, then turned to Naina with a smirk. “Well, well. Looks like fate wants us to open together.”

Naina shouldered her bat calmly. “Let’s just hope you don’t get out before I do.”

The laughter that followed was warm and teasing, but Aarav felt the challenge hit him squarely. No way was he going to let the new girl outshine him today.

The two teams lined up. Rishi’s squad fielded first. Aarav and Naina padded up, helmets strapped, gloves tight. As they walked to the crease, Aarav leaned in slightly.

“Alright, partner. First thing you should know—Rishi loves bowling short to intimidate openers. Don’t hook him unless you’re sure. And for the love of cricket, don’t run when I say no.”

Naina adjusted her grip on the bat. “And don’t stand at the non-striker’s end giving speeches when I’m facing.”

Aarav grinned. “Noted.”

The first over began with Rishi steaming in, his usual fierce expression etched across his face. The ball pitched short, just as Aarav predicted, and zipped past Naina’s shoulder. She let it go with ease.

“Good leave,” Aarav called.

Second ball—short again. This time Naina rose gracefully, guiding the ball off her hips toward fine leg. A neat single.

Aarav tapped his bat, taking guard. “Alright, time for the star attraction.”

Rishi glared at him. “You’re getting out first ball today, pretty boy.”

The delivery came fast, angling in, but Aarav stepped across with his usual flair and flicked it stylishly through midwicket. The ball raced to the boundary rope, and he raised his bat dramatically.

“See that?” Aarav turned to Naina. “Poetry.”

“Looks more like drama,” she replied, though he caught the flicker of amusement in her eyes.

The innings went on with its ups and downs. Aarav played aggressively, his strokes loud and flashy, while Naina built her innings with patience and precision. She nudged singles, rotated strike, and punished loose deliveries with crisp drives that made even Rishi mutter grudging respect.

By the tenth over, the scoreboard showed a healthy partnership. The two had settled into a rhythm, though not without friction. Aarav would call for risky runs, only for Naina to hold back. Naina would play a safe push for one, and Aarav would groan theatrically about “wasted boundaries.”

The clash came in the twelfth over. Aarav clipped a ball off his pads toward square leg.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
mw}m BY
REAIITY

A Cricket yeomakce
KELAKKIYAR SIDDHAR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





