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A Tale of Brotherhood, Betrayal, and Justice 
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DEDICATION:

To every soul who has ever been judged not for who they are,

but for the blood they carry.

And to those rare hearts who choose love over labels,

truth over silence, and courage over fear.

This is for the brothers and sisters who never gave up — even when the world turned away.

—-
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PREFACE:

Some stories are not born out of imagination — they are born out of pain, love, and the quiet wars we fight in the corners of our hearts. Blood Against Heart is one such story.

It is not merely a tale of two brothers, but a reflection of how society decides who belongs and who does not. It speaks of how love can grow in spaces where it is least expected, and how blood can sometimes become the very thing that separates hearts meant to stay together.

This book walks through betrayal, justice, and redemption — but more than anything, it asks a question the world has avoided for too long: What truly defines a family — blood or heart?

Scene 1: Birth, Bond, and Contrast

The night was thick with the smell of wet earth and incense. Rain clouds had cleared just hours before, and the stars now shimmered faintly above the thatched roofs of the village. In the house of Ramesh Kripalal Kumar, there was no silence—only the wild celebration of answered prayers.

Relatives crowded the courtyard, some sitting on woven charpoys, others on mats spread hastily across the ground. A brass plate of laddoos kept circling from hand to hand, their sweetness melting into laughter and loud conversations. Children ran around with sparklers, and an old harmonium was dragged out, its wheezing notes merging with songs of joy.

Inside the small, dimly lit room, Sunita lay on the cot, her body exhausted but her face glowing with a satisfaction only a mother knows. Wrapped in her arms was a newborn, still red and fragile, blinking against the unfamiliar light.

Ramesh entered slowly, his large hands trembling. His eyes shone with tears he didn’t even try to hide.

“Sunita...,” he whispered, voice breaking. “A boy. Our son.”

She smiled faintly, whispering back, “Sumit. His name is Sumit.”

The baby stretched one tiny arm, as if reaching out to claim the world. Ramesh bent, pressing his rough lips on the child’s forehead, his tears falling like blessings.

Outside, the news had already spread: “Ramesh-ji has a son! A boy after years of prayers!” Neighbors rushed in with gifts, showering blessings:

“May he grow into a great man, strong and wise.”

“May he make the family proud.”

“May he bring you honor.”

The house seemed alive, glowing with hope.

But not every corner of that house was glowing.

In the shadows of the verandah sat a boy of seven, legs pulled close to his chest. His face, sharper than it should have been for his age, held no smile. Ansh.

A few years older than the newborn, he sat quietly, eyes fixed on the celebrations he felt no part of. Whispers floated around him, 

soft but sharp enough for a child’s ears:

“Poor boy... now he’ll be forgotten. This one is their real son.”

The words burrowed deep. He clenched his knees tighter, his small nails digging into his skin, trying not to let the tears come. Yet inside, something fragile had cracked.

The First Crack

Days later, the courtyard was quieter. Guests had left, the songs had faded, and life slipped back to its rhythm. Ramesh sat with baby Sumit in his lap, rocking him gently, whispering promises of a bright future.

“Study well, my son. Become what your father never could. One day, this whole village will know your name.”

At the doorway stood Ansh, fists curled so tightly they had turned pale. His voice shook, but he spoke:

“And me?”

Ramesh looked up, startled. “Ansh... come here, beta. Both my boys together.”

“Both?” Ansh’s lip trembled. “Or just your son?”

Sunita, rolling dough in the kitchen, froze. The rolling pin slipped from her hand, rolling away across the floor.

Ramesh forced a smile, his hand stretched toward the boy. “What talk is this? Blood doesn’t matter. You are my son too.”

Ansh’s eyes flashed. “Then why did you need him? Wasn’t I enough? Why did you bring me here if you wanted another son?”

His small voice rose like a wound torn open. He stooped, picked up a pebble from the ground, and flung it against the wall. The dull thud rang out, heavier than his years.

The baby stirred, whimpering, his tiny cry filling the air. Sunita rushed in, lifting him close to her chest, pressing her cheek to his head as if shielding him from a storm.

Ramesh took a step toward Ansh. His lips parted, but words failed him.

And then it happened—Ansh looked at the newborn. His gaze wasn’t hatred, not yet. His fiery eyes lingered on the child’s soft innocence, the way his tiny fists opened and closed in restless sleep. For a second, something flickered inside Ansh—a strange pull, a tenderness he couldn’t name. But it was swallowed by the fire burning deeper within, a fire no one around him understood.

He turned away, his small feet dragging across the courtyard. The door creaked as he slipped out into the open night.

Inside, silence fell again. Not the silence of rest, but of wounds unspoken.

On the floor, the pebble lay against the cracked wall where it had struck, a faint line marking the plaster. Beside it, Sumit’s cry softened into sleep, while Ansh’s absence echoed louder than sound.

No one in that house knew it then, but the wall and the heart of the family had both been marked. A crack had formed—quiet, but certain.

Scene 2 — The Pen & The Slap

Time did not stop, but it changed. The boys grew, and with growth came the weight of eyes—neighbors, classmates, relatives—each gaze measuring who would rise and who would fall.

By the time Ansh stood in Class 12, tall and restless, Sumit was still small, a wiry boy in Class 5, clutching books tighter than his thin arms should have managed. They rarely walked home together after prayers. Ansh drifted with older boys; Sumit, with his notebooks and silence. Yet, when their paths did cross, Ansh’s shadow always stretched over him like a shield—even when Sumit didn’t realize it.

That morning, the bell had barely rung when Sumit’s troubles began. He had chosen the first bench, close to the blackboard. A place for focus, for learning. But others wanted the spot—not for study, but to flaunt.

“Move,” one boy hissed.

Sumit shook his head. “I came early.”

The boy’s lip curled. Another smirked. A pen was snatched from Sumit’s hand and tossed across the room. Laughter. The pen sailed again, hand to hand, like a game that wasn’t fun to anyone but them.

“Cry, little one, cry,” someone whispered, loud enough for the whole class to hear.

Sumit’s throat burned. He bent forward, trying to hide the sting in his eyes. But something snapped—maybe pride, maybe pain. He stood abruptly, his small hands trembling, and in one rash moment, grabbed a pen from the pocket of a senior who had wandered into the classroom for fun. With all the strength his anger could muster, he flung it into the corner.

The room went still.

“You... what did you just do?” the senior’s voice was low, dangerous.

Before Sumit could answer, the boy’s hand came hard and fast—a slap that cracked against his cheek, sending him stumbling to the ground.

The class burst into nervous laughter and shocked silence, a cruel mix.

And then a louder sound cut through.

Steps. Heavy, fast.

Ansh.

He had been passing by, but the moment he saw Sumit on the floor, his blood turned to fire. His chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, and without waiting, without thinking, he stormed in.

“You slapped him?” His voice thundered across the walls. “How dare you touch him?”

The senior tried to step back, but Ansh’s hands were already on him. Slap after slap, punch after punch, his words spilling like a storm.

“Tell me what he did! What’s his fault? He’s a child—you think you’re strong touching him? Say it! SAY IT!”

No one in that room had seen Ansh like this before. His fury was not just anger—it was possession, protection, desperation.

Teachers rushed in. The headmaster’s stick struck the desk. “Enough! Ansh, stop this madness!”

But Ansh’s eyes were wild, his grip refusing to loosen. A hand tried to pull him back. In the struggle, the headmaster stumbled and fell, his dignity crashing harder than his body.

Gasps filled the classroom. Silence followed.

Ansh froze, breathing ragged. Reality cut through the haze. He released his hold, his chest heaving.

The headmaster’s voice was cold. “You are done here. Take your belongings and leave. Now.”

For a moment, the world stilled. Then, slowly, Ansh pulled his bag from the bench. His eyes did not soften, his steps did not falter. He placed his belongings in front of the teachers, and with a defiance that shook the air, said:

“Fine. I’m not wanted. I will not stay.”

Sumit, still on the ground, scrambled to his knees. His small voice broke like a prayer:
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