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Sheetal aur Rishi – Ek Kahani, Do Jazbaat

Sheetal – Ek Mehsoos, Ek Khwab
Sheetal ek aisi ladki hai jo sirf ek insaan nahi, ek jazbaat hai. Uski khoobsurti sirf uske chehre tak simit nahi hai, balki uski soch aur uske dil ki gehraiyon tak basi hai. Ek shant lekin gehri samundar jaisi ladki, jo zyada nahi bolti, lekin jo bhi kehti hai, woh yaad reh jata hai. Uski hansi ek aisi roshni hai jo andheron ko mita sakti hai, lekin uske andar ek aisi tanhaayi bhi hai jise sirf woh hi mehsoos karti hai.
Bachpan se hi usne pyaar aur apnapan ko tarasta dekha tha, aur shayad isi wajah se uske dil ki sabse badi khwahish yeh thi ki iss duniya me kisi ko bhi pyaar ki kami mehsoos na ho. Wo apne sapno ko pura karna chahti thi, lekin kisi ki parchai bankar nahi. Ek law student ke roop me, uska sapna sirf apne liye nahi, balki un sab ke liye tha jo nyay aur sachai ke liye ladna chahte the.
Lekin, ek kahani tabhi banti hai jab ek dil dusre se takrata hai. Aur uski kahani Rishi ke saath likhi gayi.
Rishi – Junoon aur Jazbaat ka Ajeeb Mail
Rishi ek aise ladka hai jo ek saath chandni ki roshni bhi hai aur andheri raat ka sukoon bhi. Wo dikhne me ek aam naujawan jaisa lagta hai—sundar, confident, aur smart. Lekin uski asli kahani uske chehre se nahi, uske dil se likhi jati hai. Uske andar ek ajeeb si chahat hai, ek junoon jo kabhi kabhi uske gusse aur jealousy me badal jata hai. Wo kisi bhi cheez ko itna pyar nahi karta jitna wo Sheetal ko karta hai. Uska pyaar aasan nahi hai, balki ek aisi gehri dariya hai jisme doobne ka dar bhi hai aur usme sama jane ka sukoon bhi.
Uska jeevan Ajmer se lekar Mumbai tak bikhra pada hai. Uska sapna ek bada businessman banna hai, lekin sapno se bhi zyada ek hi cheez uske liye maayne rakhti hai – Sheetal. Uski duniya chahe jitni shandaar ho, uska mann sirf uske saath sukoon paata hai. Par uska pyaar possessive bhi hai, kabhi kabhi hadd se zyada. Aur shayad yahi kahani ka sabse bada mod hai—pyaar jo itna gehra hai ki usme junoon bhi hai, aur tutne ka darr bhi.




Sheetal aur Rishi – Dono ek doosre ke bilkul alag, lekin phir bhi ek dusre ke bina adhure.
Ek pyar jo har hadh todne ko tayar hai, aur ek jazbaat jo har chhoti cheez mehsoos karta hai.
Kya pyaar ke saath junoon chal sakta hai? Kya pyaar sirf khushiyon ka naam hai, ya dukh aur tyaag ka bhi? Yeh kahani sirf Rishi aur Sheetal ki nahi hai… yeh un sab ki kahani hai jo pyaar ko sirf ek mehsoos nahi, ek jeene ki wajah samajhte hain. ❤️



















Chapter 1 	It all started with a friend request
11 August 2016 ki subah, aasman par kaale badal chaaye hue the. Hawaon mein ek ajeeb si thandak thi, jaise mausam kisi anjaani baat ka sanket de raha ho. Baarish ka silsila tezz ho gaya tha aur baarish ne apne puri taqat se apni kahani sunani shuru kar di thi.. Tez baarish ki boondein sadkon par giri ja rahi thi, mitti ki sugandh hawa mein ghul chuki thi. usme ek alag hi sukoon tha. Har taraf ek alag si shanti thi, jaise duniya ek pal ke liye tham si gayi ho. Ajmer ki sadkon par chhatarion ki bhi bheed thi aur bheege kapdon mein daudte bacchon ki muskurahat bhi. Schoolon ki chhutti ho chuki thi, galiyan adhoori kahaniyon ki tarah khaali ho gayi thi, lekin ek kahani wahin se janm lene ko taiyyar thi—Facebook ke ek anjaane sandesh ke saath.
Rishi apne bistar par leta hua apne mobile screen par anguli ghumata raha. Baarish ki tapakti boondein khidki ki sil pe gir rahi thi, ek madhur taal bajati hui.. Uski aankhon mein ek ajeeb sa sankoch tha. Aaj kuch naya ho sakta tha, ya phir kuch purana, kisne jaana? Uske dil mein ek ajeeb si bechaini thi, jo bas ek shabnam ki boond ki tarah, uske dil ke kone mein thodi si jagah banayi rahi thi.
Tabhi ek notification aaya—ek naya friend request
Naam tha 'Sheetal'. Ek pal ke liye usne socha, yeh kaun ho sakti hai? Par bina kisi wajah ke, bina kisi apratyashit aasha ke, usne request accept kar li. Aur bas wahin se ek naye safar ki shuruaat ho gayi.
 Sheetal ne apni khidki se baahar dekha. Baarish ki boondein uske chehre par girne ko beqarar thi. Usne haath badhaya, boondein ungliyon ke madhyam se phisal gayi. Ek ajeeb sa sukoon tha uske chehre par, jaise baarish sirf ek mausam nahi, ek mehsoos thi jo uske dil ke kareeb thi.
Usne apna phone uthaya, Facebook khola. Ek naya notification tha—'Friend Request Accepted.' Ek naam jo abhi uske liye sirf ek anjaani shakal tha—Rishu.
Yeh dosti ek majak ka natija thi, jo uski ek dost ne sharaarat me uske account se request bhejkar ki thi. Lekin ab yeh sirf ek anjaani mulaqat nahi rahi thi.
Phir kuch der baad, ek aur message aaya, jo usse thoda sa chhupane ki koshish kar raha tha, par jise Rishi ne turant dekha:
Sheetal ne pehla sandesh bheja, ek chhota sa "Hi”. Rishi ne bina deri kiye jawab diya ‘hey”
Sheetal ne bade aaram se pucha: "Tumne request accept kar li, shayad tum mujhe jaante ho?" 
Rishi ne muskurate hue kha: "Nahi, par ab jaanne ki koshish kar sakta hoon." 
Sheetal ne ek natkhat hansi se kha: "Bahut hoshiyaar ho tum! Waise, tumhara naam Rishu-ishu kyun hai? Yeh koi asli naam toh nahi lagta."
 Rishi: "Pehli mulaqat mein naam pe sawaal? Achha hai! Par yeh toh ek raaz hai, jo sirf khaas logon ko bataya jata hai."
Sheetal ne ashrya se pucha: "Toh main khaas nahi hoon?" 
Rishi: "Abhi tak nahi. Par waqt kisiko bhi khaas bana sakta hai." 
Sheetal: "Hmm, dekhte hain waqt kis taraf le jata hai. Tum kaise ho? Meri dost ne aapko request bheja tha, aur hum dono baat kar rahe the apni padhai ke baare mein."
Rishi: "Achha laga tumse baat karke. Tumhara school kaisa hai?"
Sheetal: "School? Haan, achha hai, lekin kuch bhi perfect nahi hota, kabhi socha hai, chhupke se duniya ko dekhne chahiye, na?"
Rishi: "Woh toh hai. Kabhi kabhi lagta hai, duniya ko samajhna, bas apne dimaag se hi ho sakta hai."
Sheetal: "Aap toh gaye hi bohot gehra. Par kabhi socha hai ki, jo hum soch rahe hain, kya vo sach mein humare liye bana hai?"
Rishi ka mann tha ki yeh sawaal Sheetal ne kuch aur tarike se poocha ho. Lekin jo tha, vo sach mein sach tha, aur jab woh sochta, toh lagta tha ki uske liye is sawaal ka jawab kabhi nahi mil paayega. Phir, kuch der baad, ek aur message aaya, jo thoda sa zyada khaas tha:
Sheetal: "Aap se baat karke kuch alag sa lagta hai. Jaise sab kuch thoda aur asaan ho jata hai."
Rishi ne apne mann ki sunte hue likha:
Rishi: "Tumhe bhi? Shayad isiliye, hum dono ko ek doosre se baat karne ki zarurat thi."

22th August 2016
Baat aage badhi. Pehle school ke projects aur teachers ke shikayatein, phir hobbies aur sapne. Rishi ke alfaaz kabhi mazak bhare hote, kabhi soch mein dalne wale. Sheetal ke shabd ek shararat bhari masoomiyat rakhte. Kabhi kabhi dono ek doosre ki baaton se chidh bhi jaate, lekin phir bhi likhna band nahi karte. Yeh dosti ek ajeeb hi mod par thi—na bas ek formal mulaqat, aur na ek gehri jaan-pehchaan, lekin ek ajeeb sa lagav.
Dosti badh rahi thi, lekin kuch ajeeb si baat thi jo Rishi ko thoda sa pareshan kar rahi thi. Har din, jab Sheetal ka message aata, toh lagta jaise ek purani duniya se nayi duniya ki taraf ka safar ho raha ho. Zindagi, jo aksar samajh se pare thi, ab kisi naye rang mein nazar aa rahi thi. Par kya yeh rang sach mein waise the, jese Rishi soch raha tha?

Sheetal: "Tumhare sapne kaise hain?"
Rishi: "Sapne? Sapne toh hum sabhi ke hote hain. Kuch purane, kuch naye, kuch sachche, kuch bas sochne ki baat."
Sheetal: "Aapko pata hai, kabhi kabhi lagta hai, sapne kabhi sach nahi hote. Jaise sab kuch jhootha sa ho."
Rishi: "Jab tak hum unhe jeene ka iraada rakhenge, tab tak vo sach banenge. Tumhare sapne kya hain?"
Sheetal: "Mujhe apni duniya chahiye, apni zindagi ka ek naya rang. Par jaane kyun, lagta hai, sab kuch jise hum chaahte hain, vo humare paas kabhi nahi aata."
Rishi: "Agar tum chaahogi, toh tumhara sapna sach ho sakta hai."
Sheetal: "Tumhe lagta hai? Jaise kuch kuch rishton mein sachayi hoti hai, waise sapno mein bhi."
28 August 2016
Rishi ne ek random message bheja—"Agar tumhe kisi ek jagah zindagi bhar rehna ho, to kahan rahogi?"
Sheetal ne bina soche jawaab diya—"Kisi bhi jagah, bas wahan pyaar ho."
Rishi ne muskura kar kaha—"Filmy lagta hai."
"To kya tum practical ho?" Sheetal ne mazak bhare lehze me likha.
"Pata nahi. Bas itna janta hoon ki agar kisi cheez se mohabbat ho jaye, to usse khona nahi chahiye." Yeh kehna jitna asaan tha, utna hi gehra bhi. Sheetal ne koi jawab nahi diya, lekin uske dil me ek ajnabee si hulchul thi.


1st September 2016
Aur phir, ek din, baatein gehri hoti gayi. Rishi ne socha, agar yeh dosti hai, toh shayad yeh kuch zyada hai. Aaj tak unhone sirf ek doosre se apni baatein ki thi, apne sapne, apni soch. Par ek ajeeb si khushi thi, jo Rishi ke dil mein thi.
Rishi: "Tumhare sapne sach mein kaise honge, Sheetal?"
Sheetal: "Mujhe nahi pata. Kabhi kabhi lagta hai ki, jo hum chaahte hain, vo kabhi humare paas nahi aata. Par phir bhi, humne sapne dekhne kabhi nahi band kiye."
Rishi: "Sapne dekhte raho, Sheetal. Ek din, hum dono apne sapno ko sach karenge."
Sheetal ka jawab ek pal ke liye ruka. Rishi ko laga, jaise vo kuch soch kar jawab dene wali thi. Phir, ek aur message aaya.
Sheetal: "Ho sakta hai... ho sakta hai ek din hum dono mil kar apne sapne sach karein."
Rishi ka dil thoda tez dhadak raha tha. Kya yeh wahi waqt tha, jab kuch badalne wala tha?
Yeh chhoti si nok-jhok dheere dheere gehri baaton mein badalne lagi. Padhai, school ke din, jeevan ke sapne, chhoti-chhoti uljhanein—sab kuch shabdon ke dhaage mein pirota chala gaya. Dono ek doosre ke anjaane sahyatri ban gaye, jo sirf shabdon ki duniya mein ek doosre ka haath thaame chal rahe the. Sheetal ki baatein hamesha ek alag si aakriti leti thi, jaise har shabd ek rang ho aur uski kahani ek tasveer. Rishi aksar uski likhne ki tareeka dekhkar sochta, "Kaisi ladki hai yeh? Jo sirf baaton se dil ka haal likh deti hai."
Fir aaya 5 September—Shikshak Diwas. Aaj ka din kuch alag tha. Baarish ruki hui thi, lekin hawa mein ek nayi umeed thi. Rishi apne kamre mein tha, ek ajeeb si bechaini uske dil mein thi. Ajmer ka ek sukoon bhara subah School ke bache utsah se bhare the, lekin Rishi ke mann mein ek ajeeb si bechaini thi. Aaj uska mann kahin aur tha, jaise usse kisi anjaane mod ka intezar ho. Baarish ab tham chuki thi, lekin mitti ki sugandh ab bhi hawa mein thi. Rishi apni chhoti behan ko lene school aaya tha. Chhutti ka waqt tha, bacche haste-khelte bhaagte nikal rahe the, School ke bahar bheed thi—maa-baap apne bacchon ka intezaar kar rahe the, ladke-ladkiyan hansi-mazaak me busy the. aur tabhi, usne use dekha.
Wahi pal tha, jab waqt thama sa mehsoos hua. Ek ladki, jo uski aankhon ke saamne ek tasveer ki tarah ubhar rahi thi. Ek patli si ladki, gehri aankhon wali, ek muskurahat jo jaise din ki roshni ko aur tez kar de. Usne school uniform pehni thi—asmani kurta aur navy blue salvar, jo baarish ki nami se thodi bhaari ho chuki thi. Lekin uski chaal mein ek ajab si lehaz thi—na jaane kis mitti ki bani thi jo itni khubsurati se bhari thi. Jaise hi wo chali, ek pal ke liye hawa ruk gayi, jaise pura aakash sirf uss ek pal mein simat gaya ho. Sheetal apni doston ke saath aage badh rahi thi, haste hue. Rishi ki nazar uss chehre par tik gayi thi. Usne hazaar tasavvur kiye the, par yeh us tasavvur se bhi zyada khoobsurat thi. Sheetal ko nahi pata tha ki koi usse dekh raha hai. Usne apni doston se kuch kaha, zor se hansi, aur phir auto lene ke liye aage badh gayi. Rishi bas wahin khada raha  Kya usse baat karni chahiye thi? Kya woh bas isi tarah dekhta rahe?
Rishi ne use pehli baar dekha, lekin jaise kisi purani kahani ka ek bhoola-bisra panna uski aankhon ke saamne laut aaya ho. Usne baby blue skin-fit shirt aur black jeans pehni thi, lekin kapdon ka koi maayne nahi tha. Maayne rakhta tha toh sirf woh ek lamha—jab usne use dekha, aur usne bhi usse dekha. Koi shabd nahi, koi awaaz nahi, sirf do aankhon ke beech ek bandhan, ek anjaani dor. Ek ajeeb si kasak, ek anjaana ehsaas, jo na kabhi shuru hua tha, na kabhi khatam hone wala tha.
Yeh shuruaat thi ek kahani ki—mohabbat, junoon aur ek anjaane mod ki kahani. Ek kahani jo abhi likhi ja rahi thi, ek kahani jo waqt ke safar mein kahin na kahin likhi ja chuki thi.

















Chapter 2 Silsila Shuru…
Us din ke baad Rishi ke liye duniya ka har kona badal gaya tha. Jaise sab kuch pehle bhi wahin tha, par ab usme ek naye rang ki aavridhi ho gayi thi. Har chehra jaise uske dil ke aaine mein dhundhla ho gaya tha, ek hi shakal thi jo har manzar mein ubharti thi—Sheetal. ska dil ab bhi uss pal mein atka hua tha jab usne Sheetal ko apni aankhon ke saamne dekha tha. Uska hansna, uska dheere se baat karna, uske chehre ki wo masoomiyat—sab kuch jaise ek geet ki tarah uske mann mein baj raha tha.
Rishi ki woh mulakat uske liye ek naye ehsaas ka aaghaz thi. Woh baar-baar uss pal ko yaad karta, har ek chhoti baat jo uss din hui thi, uske dimaag mein ek film ki tarah chal rahi thi
Shaam ko, jab baadal dheere-dheere aasmaan ke ek kone se dusre kone tak phel rahe the, Rishi ne Sheetal se baat chedi. Usne chupke se us din ki mulaqat ka zikr kiya, jaise ek chhupi hui aas le kar. “Aaj school gaya tha behen ko lene, wahan tumhe dekha," Rishi ne likha. Sheetal ka jawab aaya, "Ohh... Kaise laga school?" 
"School se zyada wahan jo dekha woh yaad reh gaya," Rishi ne thoda flirty andaaz mein kaha.Sheetal ne sirf ek laughing emoji bhej diya Par Sheetal ke shabdon mein koi alag si roshni nahi thi. Jaise woh din bas ek aam din tha uske liye, jaise us lamhe ka koi wazan hi nahi tha. Rishi muskuraya, par uske andar ek halchal si mach gayi. Kya sirf usi ne mehsoos kiya tha? Kya sirf usi ke liye woh pal alag tha?
Raat ko jab sab so chuke the, Rishi ki neend aankhon se door thi. Aaj nahi, pichle kayi dino se nahi. Uske mann ki chadar pe sirf ek tasveer thi, jo baar-baar ubharti, har raat nayi roshni mein. Uska mann ek ajeeb si uljhan se bhar gaya tha. Kyun har cheez adhoori si lag rahi thi? Kyun Sheetal ki awaaz uske dil ke kisi kone ko bhar nahi pa rahi thi?
Agle din Rishi ka maths ka paper tha, par woh toh kisi aur hi vishay ki ganit suljhane mein uljha tha. Man toh ab bhi usi mulaqat ki galion mein bhatak raha tha. Kitni ajeeb baat thi na? Ek pal jo kisi ke liye sirf ek pal ho, woh kisi aur ke liye poori duniya ban jaye.
Aur din beetne lage. Facebook par baatein badhti gayi. Har shabd ke piche ek naya ehsaas judta gaya. Ab sirf baatein nahi thi, ek adhoora pyaar tha jo lafzon ke modh par kahin tham jaata, kahin behta chala jaata. unki baatein badhti gayi. Pehle bas school aur subjects tak seemit thi, par dheere-dheere personal hone lagi.Sheetal ab thodi aur personal baatein share karne lagi thi—apne school ke doston ke baare mein, ghar ke environment ke baare mein.
Ek raat Rishi ne poocha, "Tumhe kaunse Bollywood songs pasand hain?"
Sheetal ne likha, "Sad songs zyada pasand hain. Arijit Singh ke gaane specially. Tumhe?"
Rishi hasa, "Mujhe romantic aur thode flirty songs pasand hain. Jaise ‘Pehla Nasha’ ya phir ‘Tum Mile.’"
"Hmmm... Tum toh bade romantic nikle!" Sheetal ne teasingly likha.
"Aur tum toh bade dukh bhare geet sunne waali nikli! Yeh toh batao, itni udaasi kyun pasand hai?"
Sheetal ne jawab diya, "Bas aadat hai... Shayad isliye kyunki khud bhi kabhi-kabhi udaas feel karti hoon."
Rishi thoda serious ho gaya. "Koi baat hai jo tum share karna chahti ho?"
Ek chhoti si der tak koi reply nahi aaya. Phir usne likha, "Papa bahut strict hain. Woh nahi chahte ki main ghar ke bahar jaaun, college ke alawa kisi aur jagah. Unke according, ladkiyon ko ghar tak simat ke rehna chahiye."
Rishi ne socha ki woh usse aur kuch bole, par phir socha ki shayad yeh waqt nahi hai.
Usne likha, "Toh tumhara din kaise guzarta hai? School ke alawa?"
Sheetal ne likha, "Bas ghar, school aur Facebook. Tu toh pura sheher ghoomta hai na? Kahan-kahan jaata hai?"
Rishi hasa. "Main toh har jagah famous hoon! Tuitions, friends ke saath thoda u hi bs Tum toh kisi tuition nahi jaati?"
"Nahi. Ghar pe padhai kar leti hoon," Sheetal ne likha.
Rishi ne ek teasing reply diya, "Matlab tumhari duniya school aur Facebook tak simat gayi hai? Toh fir main tumhari duniya ka ek important part ban gaya hoon na?"
Sheetal ne ek laughing emoji bheji, "Tumse milkar lagta hai duniya thodi badh gayi hai."
Rishi ne socha, kitni alag duniya hai dono ki, par dono ke andar ek ajnabee si samajh bhi hai. Yeh baatein unka rishta aur gehra kar rahi thi. Rishi ki bechaini ab aur bhi badh gayi thi. Uske dil mein ek aag jal rahi thi—ek baar fir dekhne ki, ek baar fir uss pal ko jeene ki. Rishi ka dil ek pal ke liye tez dhadak gaya. Shayad ab waqt aa gaya tha usse dobara milne ka.
14th November 2016 – Children's Day
Rishi ka mann kuch ajib sa tha. Aise laga jaise uski saari duniya ruk gayi ho. Kal raat se uske dil mein ek ajeeb si halchal thi. Aise lag raha tha, jaise kuch zaroori cheez hone wali ho. Par usne khud ko samjhaya, "Bas ek baar, bas ek baar aur usse dekhne ka mauka mile, toh phir...".
Us din, wo apni behen ko school lene ke bahane nikal gaya tha. Duniya ko dikhane ke liye, ki vo bus apni behen ko school se lene jaa raha hai. Lekin uske mann mein sirf ek hi baat thi – Sheetal. Uske dil ke kone mein kuch to tha jo usse uski taraf kheench raha tha. Raat bhar usse bas ek hi khayal tha, "Kya aaj woh wahan milegi? Kya aaj woh usse dekh payega?"
Woh apni behen ke sath school ke bahar khada tha, aur apne dil ki dhadkan ko chupane ki koshish kar raha tha. Usne apne aankhon se uska intezaar kiya. Uski aankhon mein ek khaas si chamak thi, jaise ek shikari apne shikar ki talash mein ho. Rishi jaise us din khud apne aapko dhoond raha ho. Aankhein, dil, aur mann—sab kuch ussi ek pal ke liye thhe. Aur phir, ek pal ke liye, vo dikhti hai.
Woh kaisi thi? Jaise zindagi ki roshni ho, aur ek zordaar raaz ho, jo sirf uske andar chhupa ho. Uska chehra, ek pal ke liye, Rishi ko aise laga jaise vo ek khwabon ki duniya mein ho. Usne apni aankhon se Sheetal ko dekha—ek pal ke liye—aur phir woh ek ghanti ki awaaz ki tarah, chhup gayi. Jaise usne Rishi ki aankhon ko samajh liya ho, aur apne andar apni duniya ko band kar liya ho.
Rishi ko laga ki shayad uski aankhein dhoka de rahi hain. Kya yeh sach tha? Kya woh sach mein usse dekha tha? Usne apne mann ko samjhaya, "Nahi, yeh sab mere mann ki baat hai. Ho sakta hai... yeh sab dikhawa ho." Lekin dil ke kone mein, ek chhoti si baat thi jo usse kehti thi, "Kya kuch aur ho sakta tha?"
Jab woh apni behen ke sath wapas ja raha tha, toh uska dil ek ajeeb si khushi aur udasi se bhara hua tha. Aise laga jaise zindagi ne ek naya mod liya ho, aur wo ismod pe khada tha, jahan ek raaz chhupa tha—ek raaz jo sirf uske dil mein tha, aur abhi tak woh apne aapko us raaz se anjaan samajh raha tha.
Phir, vo halke se muskuraya, apne dil ki baat chhupate hue, aur apne ghar ki taraf kadam badhaye, lekin man ka ek hisa ab bhi wahin, Sheetal ki aankhon mein chhupa hua tha. Aur us pal mein, Rishi ko laga, ki uski zindagi ka sabse bara raaz abhi bhi bahar nikalne wala tha—par kis tarah se, yeh samajhna, uske liye ek aur mushkil tha.
Isi raat ki baat thi, jo Sheetal ki ek muskaan mein chhupi thi, aur Rishi ke dil ki ek khata mein.





Chapter 3
Rishi ghar aa chuka tha. Jo usne dekha tha, uspar uski aankhon ko vishwas nahi ho raha tha. Kya sach mein usne Sheetal ko dekha tha? Ya yeh bas ek bharm tha? Raat ko, jab Facebook par baat hui, to usne bechaini se puch hi liya—
"Aaj tum school nahi aayi?"
Sheetal ne kaha, "Nahi, tabiyat kharab thi..."
Par Rishi ruk gaya. Yeh kaise ho sakta hai? Usne to dekha tha. Ussi waqt usne shatranj ki chaal chal di—
"To phir woh ladki kaun thi jo black dress mein thi?"
Ek pal ka sannata chhaa gaya. Phir dheere se likha, "Tumne dekh liya tha?"
Rishi ki muskurahat gehri ho gayi. "Haan, main ussi ladki ko dekh raha tha jo black pehne chhup gayi thi."
Sheetal ki ungliyan keyboard pe ruki rahi. Phir ek sharmili muskurahat ke saath likha, "Jab sab keh rahe the ki ek gora-sa ladka hai jiske aas paas ladkiyan ghoom rahi thi, par uski nigah bas ek ladki ko hi dhoond rahi thi... Tab samajh aaya ki woh tum hi the."
Rishi ne hasi bheji, "Aur woh ladki... ab bhi mujhse bhaag rahi hai?"
Sheetal: "Pata nahi. Tumse bhaagna mushkil hai."
Rishi: "Pakad loon?"
Sheetal: "Phir kabhi..."
Rishi ki muskurahat gehri ho gayi. "Toh sab dekh rahi thi mujhe? Ya bas mujhe dekh rahi thi?"
Sheetal sharma gayi. "Acha chhodo, tum batao. Kya dekh rahe the mujhe?"
"Tumhe nahi dekhta toh aur kya dekhta? Waisa bhi... kala rang tumpar alag hi chamakta hai," Rishi ne likha, thoda flirty andaaz mein.
Dono ki hasi-mazaak yahin se shuru ho gayi thi. Raat ke sannaton mein Facebook chat ek kahani likh raha tha. Rishi har raat bas ek kaam karta—school se aana, Facebook par der raat tak Sheetal se baat karna, phir aadhi-neend mein din ke kaam niptaana.
Sheetal ka bhi yahi haal tha. Uski duniya sirf school aur Facebook tak simat chuki thi. Rishi ke paas poora sheher tha, magar Sheetal ke bina sab adhoora tha.
Ek din Rishi ne likha, "Agar ek gana hota jo tumhare aur mere rishte ko define karta, to kaunsa hota?"
Sheetal ne socha, phir likha, "Tum hi ho?"
Rishi: "Mujhe laga tum kehogi ‘Pehli Nazar Mein’."
Sheetal: "Pehli Nazar Mein? Tumhe lagta hai yeh pehli nazar ka pyaar hai?"
Rishi: "Mujhe lagta hai yeh uss nazar ka pyaar hai jo sirf tum par tik gayi hai. Aur kabhi hatne ka mann nahi karegi."
Sheetal: "Aaj bade shayarana lag rahe ho!"
Rishi: "Bas, kuch chehre sher likhne pe majboor kar dete hain..."
Sheetal: "Aur kuch chehre sirf muskurane pe..."
Baat yeh thi ki ab dono ek doosre ke bina adhure lagne lage the. Roz ek naya topic, ek naya conversation, ek naya ehsaas. Aur Rishi... dheere-dheere Sheetal se jeetne ki jagah har raha tha. Apne dil se.
Mera junoon tha ya teri adaon ka jaadu,
Ek mulaqat ne bas poori duniya badal di...
Tu bewajah hans bhi de toh din sawar jaye,
Aur rooth jaaye toh zindagi bikhar si jaye...
Par kuch dino baad, ek ajeeb si khalish chhodi gayi jab Sheetal achanak offline ho gayi. Rishi bechain ho utha. Woh uske baare mein kuch nahi jaanta tha—na uska phone number, na uska ghar. Sirf Facebook par likhe shabdon se bandha tha.
Ek din baad, jab woh dobara online aayi, toh Rishi ka gussa fhoot pada. "Kahan thi? Koi khabar bhi nahi! Itna toh bata sakti thi na?"
Sheetal pehle thodi jhijhki, phir likha, "Mera ek boyfriend hai."
Rishi ke liye woh shabd kaaton ki tarah the. Jaise kisi ne dil ke andar se ek tukda kheench liya ho. Saans thodi bhari ho gayi. Par phir bhi, ek ajeeb si shanti ke saath usne likha, "Accha hai... par tu chinta mat kar, main hoon hamesha tere saath."
Dil andar se chilchila raha tha, par muskurahat ko zabardasti sajakar rakha. Usne sab suna, sab samjha, par chup raha.
Darasal, Sheetal ka woh rishta sirf ek mahine purana tha—online shuru hua, aur uska jo ladka tha, woh usko samay bhi nahi deta tha. Aaj ki duniya mein jahan log saath rehkar bhi ek saal nahi nikal paate, wahan bina mile, bina baat kiye koi kitni der tik sakta tha?
Par Rishi ke liye yeh sirf ek samasya nahi thi, yeh ek chunauti thi. Uski aankhon mein pehli baar ek alag sa junoon tha. Mann mein bas ek hi awaaz goonj rahi thi—"Yeh sirf meri hai... sirf meri. Aur main ise apna bana kar rahunga... Chahe kuch bhi ho jaye!"
Rishi ka na toh padhai mein mann lagta tha, na kisi aur kaam mein. Jaise koi ek junoon uske andar samaya ho—ek hi lakshya, ek hi manzil—Sheetal ko paa lena. Pehle bhi ek ladki thi uski zindagi mein, par woh rishta aaya aur chala gaya, jaise hawa ka jhonka jo ek pal mehka aur doosre pal udd gaya. Par yeh alag tha. Sheetal ke saath sab kuch gehra tha, har baat, har jazbaat.
Usne apne kuch doston ko sab bataya. Rishi ke doston ne usse samjhane ki bahut koshish ki. "Bhai, yeh ladki tere type ki nahi hai. Uska parivaar alag hai, uska background alag hai," Rohit bola, jo hamesha Rishi ko practical advice deta tha.
Par Rishi jaise kisi aur hi duniya mein tha. "Mujhe sirf yeh pata hai ki mujhe Sheetal chahiye. Tum log nahi samjhoge, yeh bas attraction nahi hai... yeh kuch aur hai," uski aankhon mein ek ajeeb si roshni thi.
Sagar hansa, "Pehle bhi toh ek girlfriend thi teri, tab toh tu itna pagal nahi hua tha?"
Rishi ek pal ko chup raha, fir dheere se bola, "Woh pyaar nahi tha... bas ek aadat thi. Sheetal... woh kuch alag hai. Uske bina sab suna lagta hai."
Uske doston ne mazaak udana chaha, par unko bhi Rishi ka junoon dikh raha tha. Rishi ke mann mein bas ek hi baat thi—"Mujhe Sheetal ke dil mein apni jagah banani hai. Sabhi ne kaha, "Rishi, mat jaa iske piche. Uska background sahi nahi hai." Par Rishi toh jaise andha ho chuka tha. Uske doston ne puri jaanch-padtal ki. Sirf uske boyfriend ka hi nahi, Sheetal ki puri janam-kundli nikal di. Uska ghar kahaan hai, uska number kya hai, ghar me kaun-kaun hai—sab kuch. Rishi ab har roz naye tareeke sochta uske kareeb aane ke liye.
Facebook par baatein ab aur personal hone lagi thi. Ek dusre ki aadatein, pasand-naapasand, purani yaadein, school ke din—sab kuch baaton ka hissa ban raha tha. Kabhi Rishi usse chhedta, kabhi Sheetal uska mazak udata, kabhi dono ek dusre ki pareshaaniyon ko samajhne ki koshish karte. Rishi uska dhyaan har baat mein rakhta, aur Sheetal ab dheere-dheere iss nayi dosti mein sukoon mehsoos karne lagi thi.
Aur phir Aise hi baatein chalte-chalte Rishi ne ek din uske mann mein yeh daal diya ki jo ladka uska hai, woh uske layak nahi. Uske sochne ka tareeka badalne laga Usne baaton-baaton mein, uske vicharon ko aise mod diya ki sirf 10 din mein hi Sheetal ka breakup ho gaya. Rishi ko laga jaise usne duniya jeet li. Par yeh toh bas ek seedhi chadhi thi, abhi toh poori seedhi chadhna baaki thi.
Aur isi sab ke beech Diwali aa gayi. Ek naya mod, ek naya modh. Rishi ke doston ke beech uska pagalpan charcha ka vishay ban chuka tha. "Tu sach mein pagal ho gaya hai is ladki ke liye," ek dost bola. "Bhai, dil ki baat hai," Rishi sirf muskura diya. Jab Rishi ko pehli baar apne dil ki gehraiyon mein woh jazbaat mehsoos hue, toh usne socha bhi nahi tha ki yeh jo ehsaas hai, yeh uske liye kis tarah se badal jayega. Pehli baar usne pyar ko us tarah se mehsoos kiya jaise koi kahani ho, jo khud uski zindagi ka hissa ban gayi ho. Aise lagta tha, jaise woh kisi khoobsurat khushbu ko apne aas-paas mehsoos kar raha ho, jo dheere-dheere uske dil ke kone tak pahuchti hai.
Jab usne Sheetal ko pehli baar dekha tha, uski aankhon mein kuch tha jo usse kahin gehra se jodta gaya. Jaise kisi andheri raat mein ek ujala ho, ya phir jaise ek bechain man ko sukoon milne ki aasha ho. Rishi ne kabhi socha bhi nahi tha ki uska dil iss tarah se ek muskurahat pe ruka hua hoga, ki wo kisi ka intezaar kar raha hoga.
Aur jab usne Sheetal se baatein shuru ki, toh har baat mein, har chhoti si baat mein uska dil thoda aur uske paas jaane ki koshish karta. Jaise kisi ghazab ki aati hawa ko apne chehre par mehsoos karna, jo dil ko behla jaaye aur mann ko sukoon de jaaye. Usse pata hi nahi chala, ki yeh jo jazbaat hai, yeh uski purani duniya ke sab kuch badal denge.
Rishi ka dil sab kuch bhool gaya tha, uske doston se, apni purani zindagi se, bas ek hi cheez thi jo uski duniya mein ab chaand sitare ki tarah chamak rahi thi—Sheetal. Uski har baat, har muskurahat, har ek lafz mein, ek pyar ki kahani chhupi thi. Aur is pyar ka matlab uske liye bas ek tha—"Yeh pyar ab uska hai, aur is pyar ko apna banaane ka junoon, Rishi ke dil ko jeet chuka tha."
Yehi tha pehla pyar—jo na jaane kis tarah se, kaise, kahan se, Rishi ke dil mein apne aap ghus gaya tha, aur ab uska har pal Sheetal ke beech mein rakhne ki chaah thi.
Par andar ek ajeeb sa dar tha, ek ajeeb si bekaraari. Sheetal kya sochti hai? Kya woh kabhi Rishi ke pyaar ko mehsoos karegi?
Diwali ki roshniyon mein kahin na kahin ek naya sa suspense tha, ek naya ehsaas jo aane wale dino mein kuch alag hi kahani likhne wala tha.


Chapter 4: Junoon Ka Ujaala, Andar Ka Andhera
Rishi ko toh lagta tha ki ab sab kuch theek ho raha hai. Uske jazbaat, uski koshishen, uski chhoti chhoti khushiyan — sab kuch Sheetal ke aas-paas ghoomta tha. Diwali ke baad se dono ke beech ek nayi chemistry ban gayi thi. Har raat Facebook ke message box mein ghanton ki baatein, chhoti chhoti chhed-chhaad, aur behtareen moments share karna — yeh sab Rishi ke din ka sabse pyara hissa ban chuka tha.
Diwali ki chamak Rishi ki aankhon tak toh pahunch rahi thi, par uske andar sirf ek hi roshni jag rahi thi—Sheetal. Uske doston ke liye ye ek aur tyohaar tha, mithaiyon aur patakhe phodne ka din, lekin Rishi ke liye? Ye ek aur bahana tha uske kareeb aane ka.
Sheetal ne abhi tak uske kisi bhi message ka jawab nahi diya tha. Pichle kuch dino se vo thodi badli-badli si lag rahi thi. Rishi ne socha shayad uska breakup ka asar ho, par kya ye bas itna hi tha?
Usne apne doston ko bulaya aur ek bechaini bhari awaaz mein bola, "Mujhe uske ghar ka pata chahiye, bas ek baar dekhna hai usse."
"Pagal hai kya? Koi ladka ek ladki ke breakup ke sirf dus din baad uske ghar tak nahi jaata, samjha? Yeh tera junoon hai, pyaar nahi!" ek dost bola.
Par Rishi ab kisi ki sunne waalon mein se nahi tha. Junoon ka ek alag hi nasha tha uske andar. Usne kuch aur bhi pata lagaya tha—Sheetal ke father ek sakt, rukhe, aur purane soch wale aadmi the. Unke liye ladkiyon ki duniya sirf ghar tak simatni chahiye. Aur uske family ke pressure mein Sheetal ke upar ek aur naya bojh tha—unke father ke kisi political connection ka beta jo ab uske aas paas mandra raha tha.
Rishi ka khoon ubalne laga. Ek naya rival? Sheetal ab uske kareeb aa rahi thi, aur yeh aadmi beech mein aa gaya? Usse ek ajeeb si jalan mehsoos hone lagi, jaise uski duniya se koi uska sab kuch cheen raha ho.
Diwali ki raat, Rishi ek baar phir message bhejta hai—
“Aaj Diwali hai. Mujhe pata hai tu busy hogi, par ek baar terrace pe aa jaa. Sirf ek baar.”
Aur tab ek notification aata hai. Sheetal is typing...
Rishi ki dhadkan tez hone lagti hai. Vo bas ek jawab ka intezaar kar raha hai, ek shabd ka, ek signal ka jo bata sake ki vo ab bhi uske saath hai. Lekin vo offline ho jati hai.
Na Sheetal aayi, na koi message.
Na kuch kehke gayi, na kuch bata kar.
Wo din Rishi ke liye sabse lamba din ban gaya. Dhoop dhal gayi, par Rishi ki umeed nahi dhoondhi. Har ek pal usse lagta tha — “shayad ab aayi hogi,” “shayad ab dikhegi.”
Par kuch bhi nahi.
Us raat Rishi ne apna phone baar baar check kiya. “Last seen: 6:22 P.M.” — uske baad ek sannata tha. Na koi reply, na koi presence.
Agle din bhi wahi. Uske doston ne bhi kaha:
Tushar: “Bhai, vo toh gayab hi ho gayi lag rahi hai…”
Rishi (thoda sa gusse mein, thoda udaas): “Kya ho gaya usse… koi toh baat hoti…”
Sanket: “Kahin kisi ne pakad toh nahi liya na uska phone… ya ghar waale…?”
Rishi: “Nahi yaar… vo aisi nahi hai…”
Par dil ke kone mein ek darr tha, ek uljhan — ki kahin sab kuch khatam toh nahi ho gaya?
...Aur phir chaar din baad, jaise kisi andheri gufa mein roshni ki ek lehar aayi ho—Sheetal online aayi. Rishi ka dil ek pal ko ruk gaya. Gusse, udaasi, aur bechaini ke baadal chhant gaye jaise uski ek hi notification ne jeevan ka saara sankat dhundhla diya ho.
Sheetal: "Tumhara number de sakte ho? Agar free ho to… aaj raat call kar sakti hoon."
Us ek message ne Rishi ke chehre par woh muskurahat laa di thi jo har kisi ko mehsoos nahi hoti. Jaise ek andar ka virodh, ek lambi chuppi, ek aasha ka sapna poora hone ja raha ho.
Usne turant number bheja. Ungliyon ne screen pe number type kiya tha, par dil dhadak raha tha us pal ka intezaar mein jab uski awaaz pehli baar sunai degi. Aaj pehli baar us ladki ki awaaz sunne ko milegi, jisko usne sirf likhon mein mehsoos kiya tha.
Aur tabhi Sheetal ne likha:
"Main mummy ka phone use karti hoon… mera personal phone nahi hai. Raat ko sab so jaate hain tabhi baat kar sakti hoon."
Rishi ke liye yeh ek aur nayi baat thi. Us ladki ke jeevan ki ek jhalak mil rahi thi—uske niyam, uski maryada, uske bandhan. Shayad isiliye vo itni shaant thi, itni samjhdaar, itni... anjaani si.
Raat ke 12:40 baje—screen pe "Calling… Sheetal" likha aaya.
Rishi ne dil thaam liya. Aur jaise hi usne “Hello…” kaha, uski saari tanhayiyaan, saare sawal, saare dinon ka intezaar—us awaaz mein ghul gaye.
Phone ki screen pe "Calling… Sheetal" likha tha. Rishi ke kaan me sehr sa guzar gaya. Pehli baar… us ladki ki awaaz, jo ab tak bas chat ke lafzon mein thi… aaj jeevit hone ja rahi thi.
Trrrng… Trrrng…
“Hello?” ek halki si, halki si hichkichahat bhari awaaz aayi, jaise koi khwab bol raha ho, jaise moonlight kisi dariya ke kinare pe halki halki baat kar rahi ho.
Rishi ne kuch pal chup reh kar kaha, “Tumhari awaaz bilkul waise hi hai jaisa socha tha… ya shayad usse bhi khoobsurat.”
Sheetal thoda sharma ke hansi, “Pagal ho kya… main toh bas normal hi bol rahi hoon.”
Rishi: “Pata hai, tere har lafz mein ek theherav hai… jaise kuchh kehna bhi chahta hai aur chhupana bhi.”
Sheetal: “Main… thoda kam bolti hoon… ya phir zyada sochti hoon…”
Rishi: “Main dono karta hoon—tere liye sochta bhi hoon, aur bolta bhi…”
Thodi der dono chup… jaise ek khaamoshi bhi baat kar rahi ho.
Sheetal ne pucha, “Tumhare ghar wale so gaye?”
Rishi: “Sab so gaye hain… par main toh abhi jaaga hoon. Tere liye jaaga hoon. Tere har lafz ke liye…”
Sheetal: “Tum itni filmy baatein karte ho hamesha?”
Rishi (muskurake): “Nahi… bas tumse baat karte waqt har baat special ho jaati hai.”
Sheetal (halki hansi mein): “Aur main kya karti hoon jo itni special hoon?”
Rishi: “Tum bas hoti ho. Wahi kaafi hai.”
Raat badhti rahi… kabhi hasi, kabhi thoda sa udaasi, kabhi family ke baare mein, kabhi school ki mazaak bhari baatein.
Raat 2:00 baje
Sheetal ne pucha, “Tumhare school mein ladkiyon ke liye line lagti hai na?”
Rishi: “Haan… par maine sab line tod di hai. Ab bas ek signal chahiye, sirf tujh se…”
Sheetal (thoda blush karte hue): “Tum na… raat mein zyada hi cute ho jaate ho.”
Raat 3:27 baje
Rishi: “Pata hai? Aaj tak maine kisi se raat bhar baat nahi ki… na hi kisi ki awaaz sun kar itna sukoon mila.”
Sheetal (thoda soft tone mein): “Mujhe bhi… jaise tumse baat karke dil halka lagta hai… pehli baar aisa laga… koi bina maange mujhe samajh raha hai.”
Rishi: "Main soch raha hoon ki agar tum meri zindagi mein aayi ho, toh shayad sab kuch badalne wala hai..."
Sheetal (halki hansi ke saath): "Tumhare jaise filmy dialogues toh sirf Shah Rukh bolta hai..."
Rishi: "Lekin Shah Rukh ko bhi toh uski Simran mili thi... toh main kyu nahi?"
Sheetal (chhup chhup ke hansne lagi): "Pehle apne Raj jaise qualities dikhani padengi..."
Rishi: "Main toh sirf itna chahta hoon, ki tum din ke roz school mein dikho... aur raat ko phone par sunai do."
Sheetal (thoda emotional hoke): "Tum ajeeb ho... mujhe itne kam waqt mein itna apna sa kaise bana liya?"
Rishi: "Shayad isiliye kyunki main tumse milne se pehle hi tumse pyaar karne laga tha."
Usi waqt, Sheetal ki awaaz thodi halki ho gayi: "Chalo ab band karte hain... Mumma uthne wali hain... aur mujhe tumhari aadat ho rahi hai..."
Rishi (dil thaam ke): "Aadat toh main ban jaunga... lekin chhodna mat..."

Subah 4:00 baje
Achanak phone ke dusre kone se ek door ki awaaz aayi—kisi ke uthne ki…
Sheetal (jaldi mein): “Rishi… jaana padega. Mumma shyd uth gai hain…”
Rishi (halke gusse aur pyaar bhari awaaz mein): “Ek baar ‘goodnight’ toh keh do…”
Sheetal (thoda ruk ke): “Goodnight, Rishi… ache se sona…”
Call disconnected.
Par is baar phone kata nahi tha… ek silsila shuru hua tha… do dilon ke beech, do alag duniyaon ke darmiyan… ek naya raabta ban gaya tha.
Agle din subah ka aasmaan dhundhla tha, jaise raat bhar jagne wale dilon ka raaz chhupaye hue. Rishi aankhon ke neeche halki si thakaan lekar bhi ek ajeeb si taazgi mehsoos kar raha tha. Uske honton par ek muskaan thi, jaise kisi ne uski puri duniya ek phone call mein samet di ho.
Raat ki doosri call — ek nayi baarish, ek nayi baat...
Us raat ka chand thoda sa sharmaya hua lag raha tha, jaise usne pichli raat ki saari baatein sun li ho. Rishi ne clock pe dekha — 12:49 A.M. Dil mein ek halka sa darr bhi tha ki shayad aaj call naa aaye, lekin phone ka vibration hua aur screen par us naam ka chamakna… “Ritakshi calling…”
…rishi ki muskurahat ne uski thakaan se zyada roshni kar di.
Call Connect.
Rishi:
"Bas aaj toh tum late ho gayi… main toh phone leke sirhane pe lete hue 11 baje se soch raha tha, ‘aaj toh gayi’…"
Sheetal (thoda hansi ke saath):
"Sorry baba… mummy ne phone late diya. Aaj unka dard ho raha tha pair mein, toh main unka tel malish kar rahi thi…"
Rishi (dil se soft ho ke):
"Aur main soch raha tha tum mujhe bhool gayi..."
Sheetal:
"Bhoolna hota toh call ka wait kyun karti? Kabhi kabhi majboori hoti hai Rishi… lekin yaadon ka koi schedule thodi hota hai na… wo toh har waqt chali aati hain."
Rishi (thoda cheekh ke):
"Tum toh shayar banti ja rahi ho!"
Sheetal:
"Nahi, bas tumse baat karke meri baatein bhi shayari lagne lagi hain."
(Thodi der dono chup ho jaate hain, lekin uss khamoshi mein bhi itni si guftagu hoti hai, jaise do saansen ek hi lehze mein chal rahi ho.)
Rishi:
"Kal school mein tum thodi thaki thaki lag rahi thi… meri wajah se toh nahi?"
Sheetal:
"Pata hai, poori din class mein tumhara chehra ghoomta raha… or tu ye school ki baki ladakiyon ko kaisee janta hai ? "
Rishi (muskurate hue):
"Tumhare is ek sentence ne mera poora din bana diya...or rha sawal ladakiyon ka toh tujhe toh pta hi h m kitna charchit hu ladakiyon m "
Sheetal:
"Rishi…"
Rishi:
"Haan?"
Sheetal:
"Agar kabhi main gayab ho jaun, toh mujhe dhoondhna zaroor..."
Rishi (ruk kar):
"Agar tum gayab ho gayi, toh main duniya ko peeche chhod ke sirf tumhe dhoondhne nikal jaunga. Kyunki tumhe paana meri zindagi ka sabse zaroori kaam ban chuka hai."
(Thoda sannata… dono kuch nahi kehte. Sirf saansen chalti hain.)
Sheetal:
"Rishi… tum ajeeb ho… lekin mujhe ache lagte ho…"
Rishi (sach bolte hue):
"Main toh tumse khud se zyada ache se baat karta hoon… khud se zyada sochta hoon…"
Sheetal:
"Raat ho rahi hai… Mumma uthne wali hain… jaa main kal call karti hoon…"
Rishi (ruk ke):
"Ek baat bolun?"
Sheetal:
"Bolo…"
Rishi:
"Main tumse …."
 (Call cut. Lekin is raat ke baad dono badal chuke the. Jaise pyaar ne pehli dafa unka haath chhua ho.)
Raat ki aadhi-neend ne dono ke chehron pe halka sa sukoon bhi likha tha aur thodi thakaan bhi.
Rishi alarm bajte hi uth gaya — aankhon mein neend thi, par dil mein ek ajeeb sa energy. Bathroom ka mirror dekh ke muskara diya, “Main pagal ho gaya hoon kya?” phir turant bola, “Haan… lekin uske liye.”
School ke liye tayaar hote waqt ek hi chehra mann mein tha — Sheetal. Aaj usne apni skin-fit baby blue shirt ke saath wahi perfume lagaya jo usne pehli baar usse dekhte waqt lagaya tha.
Dusri taraf, Sheetal ne bhi maa ke phone pe last raat ki call ki screen baar baar dekhi. Uski aankhon mein halka sa kajal aur khud ke chehre pe ek muskaan. Apni best friend Megha ko sirf ek line boli —
"Kal raat Rishi se baat hui thi…"
Megha ne chhedte hue poocha, “Aur kya baat hui?”
Sheetal ne halki si muskurahat ke saath bola,
"Kuch nahi… bas sb normal sa hi."
Or din bs u hi guzarte rhe… aa rhe h tumhe tumhe bhi tumhre school ke din yaad or aane bhi chaiye aakhir sb ko unka pehla pyaar pehlna crush pehla dookha scool m hi toh milta hai .
Late Night Call – 12:34 AM
(dono thode thake hue hain, par raat ka sukoon dono ke mood ko halka phulka kar raha hai)
Rishi (call uthate hi):
"Waise ek baat bolun?"
Sheetal:
"Hmm… boliye sahab."
Rishi (teasing):
"Kal tumhe black dress mein dekhke na… mujhe laga ki Ajmer mein chand zameen pe utar aaya ho…"
Sheetal (halki hansi ke saath):
"Acha? Aur wo chand fir school ke gate ke paas chupke kyun gaya tha?"
Rishi:
"Kyuki us chand ke aas-paas bahut saare tare the… par uska dhyaan sirf ek hi jugnu pe tha."
Sheetal:
"Jugnu toh raat mein chamakta hai, aur main toh subah school jaati hoon…"
Rishi:
"Par tumhare hone se meri raat bhi roshan ho jaati hai."
(Pause)
Sheetal (ab thoda neutral ho kar):
"Rishi… tumhare paas har baat ke liye line hoti hai kya?"
Rishi:
"Nahi… tumhare liye dil mein kuch khaas feelings hain… lines toh bas bahaana hai."
Sheetal:
"Main tumse ek baat kahun?"
Rishi:
"Hamesha."
Sheetal:
"Main filhaal kisi bhi feeling mein nahi padna chahti… mujhe focus karna hai school, life, future pe."
Rishi (thoda casual tone mein, lekin chhupaye jazbaat ke saath):
"Main toh bas tumhari awaaz sunta hoon… pyaar, izhaar sab toh filmon ka kaam hai. Main toh real life mein hoon… jahan sirf muskurahat chura ke jeeta hoon."
Sheetal:
"Bas churaate raho… mujhe nahi deni koi muskurahat."
Rishi (masti bhare andaaz mein):
"Toh fir mujhe arrest kar lo… chori ka ilzaam toh lag gaya."
Sheetal (chhupte hue hanste hanste):
"Pagal ho tum… seriously."
Rishi:
"Pagal toh tumhare liye ho gaya hoon… par haan, abhi tak confession nahi kiya…"
Sheetal (taunt ke andaaz mein):
"Good… aur mat karna. Main kisi ka dil todna nahi chahti."
Rishi (halke sur mein):
"Tum toh shabd bhi tod ke bolti ho… fir dil kya cheez hai."
(Pause… dono chup)
Sheetal (thoda soft tone mein):
"Chalo ab so jaao… subah school hai."
Rishi:
"Main toh tumhare sapne mein aane ke liye tayyar hoon… neend toh bas ek excuse hai."
Sheetal:
"Main sapne nahi dekhti…"
Rishi (muskurate hue):
"Toh fir mujhe jagte hue yaad rakhna."













Chapter 5: "Sannaton Ke Beech Ka Shor"
Raat ka waqt tha. Ek thandi, sust si hawa Rishi ke kamre ke parde hila rahi thi. Mobile screen par unki purani chats open thi—vo emojis, vo hansi, vo halka sa flirty andaaz. Har message Rishi ko uss lamhe mein le ja raha tha jab sab kuch perfect lagta tha. Lekin aaj... aaj uska dil kisi ajeeb bechaini se bhara tha.
Usne bas casually ek mutual friend ka profile open kiya tha... aur wahan usse ek naam dikha—Tarun. Ek ladka, jo har post par Sheetal ke saath chhupi hui ek nayi chemistry dikhata tha. Comments, reactions, aur vo chhupi hui sympathy jise padkar Rishi ke dil ne ek hi baar mein judge kar liya — yeh ladka sirf dukh bataakar uska dil jeetna chahta hai.
Rishi ne turant apne doston ko call kiya — Aman, Deepak, or Ravi. Vo sab raat ke 12 baje terrace pe milte hain, cigarette ke dhuen aur unsaid emotions ke beech.
Rishi (ghusse mein, aankhon mein chingariyan):
"Usne mujhe har baat batai... school ki, mummy-papa ki ladaaiyon ki, apne sapno ki... par yeh nahi bataya ki Tarun naam ka koi emotion ka thekedaari karta firta hai uske chats mein?"
Aman:
"Bro, tu kyun itna invest ho raha hai? Jab usne tujhe apna maana hi nahi, toh tu kyun khudko barbaad kar raha hai?"
Deepak:
"Nahi bhai, yeh vo ladki hai jiske liye Rishi ne sab kuch ignore kar diya... studies, family, future. Usne khud kaha tha—‘Yeh sirf meri hai.’”
Rishi (narm padte hue, lekin aankhon mein dard):
"Main bas itna chahta tha ki vo mujhe sabse alag samjhe... baaki sabse zyada. Par lagta hai, main bhi un dard ki kahaniyon mein ek naam ban ke reh gaya."
Ravi:
"Tu keh de bhai, kya chahiye? Uske baare mein sab kuch nikalwa dunga. Har friend, har message, har raaz."
Rishi:
"Nahi... ab main kuch saboot nahi chahata. Bas ek baat saabit karni hai—ki jis Tarun ne usse dard dikhake jeetne ki koshish ki, main apna asli chehra dikhake uska dil jeetunga. Mujhe uska bharosa chahiye, bas."

Agle din, Sheetal online aayi. Jaise kuch hua hi na ho. Lekin Rishi ke andaaz mein thoda sarcasm, thoda sarcasm mein dard tha.
Rishi:
"Tumhare toh bahut ache dost hain... khaas kar Tarun. Tum toh keh rahi thi mummy ka phone sirf raat ko milta hai, par yeh log toh din bhar mein busy rehte hain tumse baat karne mein?"
Sheetal (thoda ghabra ke):
"Kya bol rahe ho? Tumhe Tarun ke baare mein kaise pata?"
Rishi (muskurate hue, lekin aankhon mein narmi aur tikhapan):
"Tum jo na batao, duniya woh bhi bata deti hai."
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha. Pehli baar usne koi justification nahi diya, sirf “Hmm” kaha.
Us raat, dono ki call wahi familiar note pe chhuti —
Sheetal:
"Goodnight, Rishi... kal baat karte hain. Mumma uthne wali hai."
Rishi:
"Goodnight, Sheetal.."
Sheetal chup rahi. Usse ye cheez shyad pasand nhi aai ya vo daar gai ki rishi ko inta sb kaise pta ya usse kon bta rha hai. Mann m chinta ka ubal zaroor tha pr kher sochne ke alava kiya bhi ky ja skta tha. Udhr rishi ersha ke bhav m jhulus rha tha ki usne usse ye sb kyu nhi btya shyd vo khi na khi kuch jyda hi umeed lagaye betha tha .








Chapter 6: "Bas Meri Ho Tum"
Raat ka waqt tha. Rishi apne kamre ke andhere mein chup tha, lekin uska andar ek aag ki tarah jal raha tha. Usne ek friend ke zariye kuch aise screenshots dekhe jo uska chain le gaye. Unhi lamhon mein usne jaana — Sheetal sirf usse hi baat nahi karti thi. Vo waqt jo Rishi ke liye khas tha, vo kisi aur ke saath bhi bitaati thi. Tarun... ek aur ladka... jo apne ghar ki tragedy sunaakar, Sheetal ke jazbaat se khel raha tha.
terrace ki chhoti si diwaar par Rishi baitha tha. Cigarette ki jali hui roshni uski aankhon mein chhupi hui udaasi ko aur bhi roshan kar rahi thi. Uske aas-paas uske wahi purane doston ka jhund tha—Aman, Veer, Shashi Aryan. Deepak, Ravi—jo is baar uske wajah se khud bhi bechain dikh rahe the.
Rishi (ghusse se teeth chabaate hue):
"Vo sirf meri hai. Samjhe tum log? Meri. Agar vo meri nahi ban sakti... toh kisi aur ki bhi nahi hogi!"
Aman:
"Bro, tu kyun itna invest ho raha hai? Jab usne tujhe apna maana hi nahi, toh tu kyun khudko barbaad kar raha hai?"
Aryan (halka muskuraate hue):
"Tu bol toh aise raha hai jaise kisi ne teri cheez chheen li ho bhai…"
Rishi (tez awaaz mein):
"Vo cheez nahi hai Aryan. Vo meri duniya hai. Aur duniya kisi ke saath baant ke nahi jee jaati. Main use har haal mein paaunga... chaahe kuch bhi karna pade."
Deepak:
"Nahi bhai, yeh vo ladki hai jiske liye Rishi ne sab kuch ignore kar diya... studies, family, future. Usne khud kaha tha—‘Yeh sirf meri hai.
Veer (thoda serious hokar):
"Toh kya socha hai? Us Tarun ko sabak sikhana hai?"
Rishi:
"Nahi... sabak nahi. Uska ego tohdenge. Vo jo Sheetal se sympathy mein baat karta hai na... ab use har taraf se warning milegi. Ek-एक kone se. Use yeh mehsoos hona chahiye ki Sheetal ke aaspaas bhi hum jese log hain… jo chhup kar sab dekh rahe hain."
Aur agle kuch dinon mein, Tarun ko social media pe unknown messages milne lage:
"Sheetal se door rehna hi behtar hai."
"Jitna door rahega, utna zyada safe rahega."
Tarun ghabra gaya. Or usne jake sari btt Sheetal ko bta di.
Sheetal, dusri taraf, kuch aur hi soch rahi thi. Usse ab mehsoos hone laga tha ki Rishi ka vyavhaar badal raha hai. Jo ladka pehle har baat pe muskurata tha, har pal usse hasaata tha—ab vo kuch zyada hi serious aur possessive ho gaya tha. Lekin satya yeh bhi tha ki usse Rishi ki baatein ab achhi lagne lagi thi... uski protective nature, uska har roz active hona sirf uske liye, vo late night calls... sab kuch.
Lekin ek dar bhi tha — "Kya yeh bas ek crush hai? Ya kuch aur?"
Raat ko dono online aaye or Facebook par phir baat hoti hai…aur Rishi ne initiate kiya.
Rishi:
“Tumne mujhe bataya kyun nahi ki tum itne logon se baat karti ho?”
Sheetal:
"Sabse toh nahi karti... aur jisse karti hoon, usmein tum bhi ho."
Rishi:
"Tumhare liye bhi bas main unmein se ek hoon?"
Sheetal:
"Tum thoda zyada hi emotional ho jaate ho kabhi kabhi."
"Tu pehle jaise nahi raha Rishi. Pehle mast-maula tha, ab zyada serious lagta hai."
Rishi (thoda taana maarte hue):
"Zamana serious ho gaya hai Sheetal. Tere aaspaas ke log bhi… zyada emotional ho gaye hain na?"
Sheetal (thoda sharmaakar):
"Tu kiski baat kar raha hai?"
Rishi:
"Bas un logon ki jo tujhe apne dard sunaake teri sympathy chahte hain."
Sheetal (chup reh jaati hai)
Rishi (fir likhta hai):
"Main kisi se sympathy nahi chahta. Main bas itna chahta hoon… ki tu kabhi kisi aur se woh baat na kare… jo tu mujhse karti hai."
Sheetal:
"Tu possessive ho gaya hai Rishi…"
Sheetal (thoda ruk ke):
"Aur agar main hi tumhare kareeb na reh paayi toh?"
Thoda sa sannata chhaya uss chat mein... aur fir ek chhoti si smiley 👀 Sheetal ne bheji.
Rishi offline chla gya or kuch der bad phir aaya 
Rishi:
"Tu sach mein nahi jaanti na… tu kya ban gayi hai meri zindagi mein?"
Sheetal:
"Aur tu bhi nahi jaanta… ki mujhe kya mehsoos hota hai jab tu chhup ho jaata hai."
Dono chup ho jate hai pr rishi khi na khi ye samajh chuka tha ki Sheetal bhi maan hi maan usse psnd krne lgi hai.















Chapter 7 "Haathon Se Fisalta Pyaar"
Raat ke andheron mein jab duniya so rahi thi Rishi ki aankhon mein ek alag hi junoon tha—ek aisa junoon jo kisi samajh, kisi hadh ko nahi manta tha. Usne socha bhi nahi... bas keh diya duniya se ki "haan, vo meri hai!" Jaise koi baazi jeet chuka ho, jaise usne khud se ek vaada pura kiya ho. Kisi dost ki story mein tag kar diya, kisi group mein casually keh diya, aur kisi dukan pe chai peete hue keh diya —
"Rishi aur Sheetal ek dusre ke bina adhoore hain.
Jaise hi subah hui, poora Ajmer janta tha ki ek khubsoorat si ladki jiska dard sirf Rishi samajhta tha, ab Rishi ki ho chuki hai. Logon ne screenshots le kar stories banayi, ladkiyon ne memes banaye, aur ladkon ne Rishi ke dedication ki tareef ki — kuch log thoda jale bhi. Sheher ke kone kone mein log uske aur Sheetal ke baare mein baat karne lage. "Rishi ki ladki hai, suna tune?" "Bohot khubsurat hai yaar, Sheetal..." "Kab hua sab? Mujhe toh laga vo kisi aur ke sath thi..."
Aur tab... Sheetal ka phone vibrate karne laga, baar-baar or uske phone ne dhamaka kiya.
Facebook inbox — 99+ unread
"Hey, you and Rishi? Really?"
"Since when, girl? Wah! Kab bataya bhi nahi..."
"Sach hai tum Rishi ke sath ho?"
"Kitne din se chal raha hai ye?"
"Tum dono cute ho, kab announce kiya?"
Sheetal ke haath thande pad gaye. Usne toh kabhi kisi ko haan bhi nahi ki thi... Rishi se toh abhi tak usne pyaar ka izhaar tak nahi kiya tha. Lekin ab uska naam uske naam ke sath jod diya gaya tha, bina uske marzi ke. Ek second ke liye uska dil ruk gaya...
Usne phone ki screen ko dekha, fir khud ko...
"Main kab uski bani?"
Gusse aur confusion mein doobti Sheetal ne turant Rishi ko message kiya:
Sheetal: “Tumne poore sheher mein bol diya ki hum ek saath hain?”
Rishi ne bina dare reply kiya:
Rishi: “Toh jhooth kaha kya maine? Tum meri ho na?”
Sheetal: “Main ne toh kab haan nahi ki!”
Rishi: “Par kab mana kiya?”
Lekin jaise hi usne apni aankhen band ki, Rishi ka chehra dikhayi diya—woh raat ke andhere mein phone ke doosre taraf se kehta hua:
"Tere bina kuch adhura hai... tu hai toh sab kuch hai."
Aur phir ek aawaz dil ke andar se aayi—“Toh kya galat keh diya usne?”
Uski baaton mein ek jazba tha, ek junoon, jise na to Sheetal samajh pa rahi thi, na hi usse ignore kar pa rahi thi.
Uske baad usne inbox ke sare messages dekhe. Har ek message usse Rishi ki taraf dhakel raha tha. Har line ke beech mein Rishi ka woh possessive andaaz tha — jo duniya se ladne ko taiyaar tha, bas uske ek haan ke liye.
Sheetal ne zyada soche bina sabko ek hi message bhej diya:
"Yes. I'm with Rishi ❤️Yes, we are together."
Aur usi waqt uske dil mein ek ajeeb si shaanti thi—jaise kisi uljhan ka hal mil gaya ho.
Aur tab jaise uske dil ke upar jo barf ki chadar thi, wo pighalne lagi.
Phir us raat, dono phone pe aaye.
Rishi:
"Mujhe pata tha tu kabhi mana nahi karegi. Tere dil ke andar mere liye kuch na kuch zarur hai."
Sheetal (halki hasi ke saath):
"Tum bahut overconfident ho Rishi."
Rishi:
"Pyaar mein overconfidence nahi hota... bas yakeen hota hai."
Sheetal:
"Aur agar main keh doon ki kuch nahi hai mere dil mein tumhare liye?"
Rishi (saansein thodi tez):
"Toh khud se jhoot bol rahi hogi tu. Main teri aankhon mein sab kuch padhta hoon, Sheetal."
Sheetal (thoda ruk ke):
"Agar main kuch mehsoos karti bhi hoon… toh vo sab itna asaan nahi hai Rishi. Main kisi rishte mein aise hi nahi padti."
Rishi (zidd bhari awaaz mein):
"Tu chaahe jitna resist kar le, main rukne waalon mein se nahi. Main tujhe jeet ke rahunga… chahe duniya hilaani pade."
Background mein Tarun ka phone bajta hai.
Unknown number se awaaz aati hai:
"Sheetal se door rehna, warna yeh phone call akhri hogi."
Tarun ka chehra safed pad gaya.
Rishi ke doston ne apna kaam kar diya tha.
Ab koi bhi ladka Sheetal ke aas paas bhi dikhai nahi deta tha.
Sheetal, chhat pe akeli khadi sochti hai —
"Kya yeh sach mein pyaar hai? Ya bas uska junoon? Par kyun, jab vo phone karta hai… meri dhadkane tez ho jaati hain?"
Aur isi uljhan mein… ek pyaar khud-b-khud likha jaa raha tha —
Bina izhaar ke, sirf jazbaat se…













Chapter 8: "Ek Raat, Do Dil, Ek Iqraar"
22 December 2017
Aj raat kuch alag thi… thandi si hawa, sard sa asmaan aur Rishi ke dil mein ek ajeeb si bechaini. Ajmer ki galiyon mein sannata tha, lekin rishi Kabhi Facebook kholta, kabhi screen pr Sheetal ka naam dekhta, kabhi dil ko behlane ki koshish karta—par har bar haar jata. Raat ke 12 baje uska phone vibrate karta hai. Screen pr naam tha—Sheetal Calling…
Uska dil zor se dhadakne laga… aankhon ke saamne uske muskurate chehre ka tasavvur tha… uss pal mein kuch toh tha—kuch jadoo, kuch khamoshi, kuch intezar jo ab samapt hone ja raha tha. Usne phone uthaya, ek pal ko kuch bola nahi… bas ek thandi saans li. Dono ke beech kuch der ke liye sirf khamoshi thi, lekin us khamoshi mein hi sab kuch tha—raaz, jazbaat, kasmein, uljhan, aur ek ankahe pyaar ki kasak…
“Hello…” Sheetal ki awaz mein ek naram, halki si sharm thi.
“Kya hua? Aaj raat ko yaad aa gayi meri?” Rishi ne hamesha ki tarah halka sa tease kiya, par is baar uski awaz mein woh usual shaitani nahi thi—ek gehra pyaar tha.
Sheetal (dheere se):
"Rishi… tu sach m pagal hai kya?"
Rishi ki aankhon mein muskaan thi, lekin dil halka sa dhadak gaya.
Rishi:
"Ab kya kar diya maine?"
Sheetal:
"Poore sheher mein tu chilla chilla ke bolta raha ki main teri girlfriend hoon… sabko keh diya bina mujhse pooche… jaise main koi cheez hoon tere paas already..."
Uska bolna thoda teekha tha, lekin usmein chhupi hui chinta aur possessiveness dono ka rang tha.
Rishi (thoda chhupte hue):
"Mujhe darr tha… ki kahin tu kisi aur ki na ho jaaye… isliye keh diya sabko. Mujhe tujhe kho dene ka darr lagta hai Sheetal..."
Ek gehra sannata chha gaya. Sheetal chup thi… Rishi ka dil zor zor se dhadak raha tha. Usse laga shayad aaj sab kuch khatam ho jaayega.
Lekin tabhi…
Sheetal (ruk ruk ke, halki si muskaan ke saath):
"Rishi… tu jaanta hai, agar main ‘haan’ nahi karti… toh bhi tu sabke saamne keh deta ki main teri hoon…?"
Rishi:
"Tum meri ho bhi toh. Haan na kehna sirf ek formal word hai. Mera dil jaanta hai… tu meri hai."
Sheetal ki aankhon mein aansuon ki nami thi… usne ek gehri saans li. Ek lamha, ek second ka intezaar aur phir… “Aaj kuch kehna tha… kuch important.”
Rishi ka dil ruk sa gaya… vo jaanta tha ki aaj ki raat, bas raat nahi… ek itihas banne wali hai.
“Bolo, main sun raha hoon.”
Raat 1:34 baje…
Sheetal ne ek lambi saans li… aur phir bola…
“Rishi… I love you.”
Ek pal ke liye Rishi kuch nahi bol paya… vo chhath pe tha, thandi hawa uske chehre se takra rahi thi… aankhon mein aansuon ka ek moti jhalar… par chehra poori tarah muskurate hue gulab ke phool jaisa tha. Usne kuch nahi kaha… sirf phone ke dusre end se ek gehri saans li, aur aankhen band karke us pal ko mehsoos karta raha
“Bol do na kuch…” Sheetal ne thoda sa ghabrakar pucha.
Rishi ne aankhen band ki aur bola:
“Mujhe laga main kab ka keh chuka hoon… par shabd kahin gum ho gaye. Sheetal, main bhi tumse bepanah pyaar karta hoon… tum meri har subah ho, har raat ho… tum ho, toh main hoon.”
Us raat dono chhath pe the, par apne apne gharon ke. Ek ne chhath ko asmaan samjha, doosre ne chand. Wo chand jisme dono apna chehra dekhte thae, aaj dono ek dusre mein khud ko dekh rahe the.
Waqt thahar gaya tha…
Rishi ne bola:
“Ab toh poora sheher jaanta hai ki tu meri hai… ab tu bhi keh diya kar, meri ho.”
Sheetal hansi aur boli:
“Bas, ab toh tu officially mera ho gaya.”
“Pehla Pyaar” — ek ankahe jazbaat ka safar
Pehla pyaar...na toh kisi dhoom-dhaam se aata hai,na hi kisi shabd mein poori tarah utarta hai.Woh bas aata hai...ek halki si muskaan ke peeche,ek aankhon ki nami mein chhup kar,
ya kisi lamhe ki khaamoshi mein dheere se.
For Sheetal, pehla pyaar ek ajeeb si familiarity thi —jaise kisi anjaane ko roz dekhte rehna bina kabhi samjhe ki kyun.Har raat usse lagta tha Rishi uske nazdeek hai,aur har subah woh sochti thi —“aaj usse baat hogi ya nahi?”Woh khud ko rokna chahti thi,lekin raat ke 2 baje tak phone screen takna,
Facebook refresh karte rehna,yeh sab uske bas mein nahi tha.Woh chahti thi ki koi usse samjhe… bina pooche, bina judge kiye —aur Rishi, bina kuch kahe, wohi ban gaya tha.
Rishi ke liye, pehla pyaar ek junoon tha —
lekin aisa junoon jo chillata nahi,
bas aankhon se kehta hai,
“Tu meri hai... bas meri.”
Pehli baar usne kisi ladki mein apna ghar dekha tha —
aankhon mein sakoon,
aur muskaan mein apna sukoon.
Woh Sheetal ke har message mein,
har “hmmm” ke peeche chhupa ehsaas padhta tha,
aur har “okay” mein uske dil ki doori mehsoos karta tha.
Uske liye pyaar ek khaamosh waada tha —
ki chahe kuch bhi ho jaye, main yahi rahunga… tere aas paas.
Pehla pyaar koi declaration nahi hota.
Woh toh ek halka sa haqdaar ban jaata hai…
bina izzat maange, izzat paa jaata hai.
Aur jab raat ke 1:34 par
Sheetal finally keh deti hai — “Rishi... I love you,”
toh sirf teen shabdon mein
saari chhupi hui duaayein poori ho jaati hain.
Us lamhe, na sirf ek mohabbat ka izhaar hota hai,
balki do dilon ki saanso ka ek saath dhadakna shuru hota hai.
Aur tab jaake,
pehla pyaar sirf ek feeling nahi rehta...
woh ban jaata hai zindagi ka wo hissa,
jo har baar yaad aata hai —
thoda sa muskaata hua, thoda sa rulaata hua.

Wahiin se unki love story ne ek naye mod liya—ab mohabbat ka izhaar ho chuka tha, ab mohabbat ko nibhaane ki koshish thi. Ab raaton ke sirf baatein nahi hoti thi, sapne bhi bunte jaate thae—ek saath rehne ke, saath jeene ke, saath marne ke.














Chapter 9— "Jaan aur Betu"
Ab sab kuch badal gaya tha...
Raat ke 1:34 baje sirf ek “I love you” ne Rishi ki duniya mein roshni bhar di thi.
Woh ladki, jiske liye usne har hadd paar kar di thi, aaj uski thi — sirf uski.
Aur Sheetal... ab woh sirf ek naam nahi rahi thi.
Ab woh Rishi ki Jaan thi.
Us raat ke baad dono ke beech ki conversations mein ek naya rang aa gaya tha.
Pyaar ka rang... mohabbat ki bhaasha... aur har lafz mein chhupi ek meethi si deewangi.

Raat 11:47 PM — Facebook Messenger par:
Sheetal:
“Betuuu... soya nahi abhi tak?”
Rishi:
“Teri yaadon ka nasha itna gehra hai jaan,
aankhon ne neend se rishta tod diya hai...”
Sheetal:
“Haye haye... ab toh shayar bhi ban gaye ho?”
Rishi:
“Nahi jaan, bas mohabbat ki zabaan seekh raha hoon.
Tere pyaar mein har lafz khud ba khud shayari ban jaata hai.”
Sheetal:
“Bas bas... ab zyada bologe toh sach mein pighal jaungi...”
Rishi:
“Toh pighal ja meri jaan...
Main har pal tujhe apne jazbaat mein bhar ke rakhna chahta hoon...
Tere bina ab kuch bhi apna nahi lagta.”
Sheetal:
(Thoda blush karte hue screen ki taraf dekhti hai)
“Pagal hai tu...
Par tujhe na miss karne ka time bhi nahi milta...
Kyuki tu toh har pal mere paas rehta hai.”
Rishi:
“Main toh tere dil mein bas gaya hoon jaan...
Aur tu meri har saans mein...”

Ek aur raat — 2:03 AM:
Rishi:
“Aaj teri baat sun ke na,
Dil ki har dhadkan ek naya geet gaa rahi hai...”
Sheetal:
“Aur geet ka naam kya hai?”
Rishi:
“‘Jaan’... bas ‘Jaan’
Kyuki ab zindagi mein sirf tu hai.”
Sheetal:
“Tu na bohot zyada cute ho gaya hai...
Mujhe darr lagta hai, kahi kisi ki nazar na lag jaye...”
Rishi:
“Agar nazar lagi bhi na,
Toh tu apne Betu ko gale laga lena...
Teri baahon mein toh har dard ka ilaaj hai.”
Dono ki bonding ab sirf pyaar tak simit nahi thi...
Ab unki baatein har baat mein ek commitment ban gayi thi.
Ek ehsaas, ek waada, ek khwahish —
ki chahe duniya kuch bhi kahe,
ye dono ek doosre ke liye bane hain.
Sheetal har raat Rishi se baat kiye bina so nahi paati thi. Aur Rishi, agar Sheetal ka "Good night jaan" na aaye,toh puri raat bechain rehta tha. Ab mohabbat sirf lafzon tak nahi thi, ab mohabbat har pal mein zinda thi.
2:08 AM 
Sheetal:
“Soo gaye kya betuuu? 🐰💤”
Rishi:
“Sona toh tab chhod diya tha jab tune apne naam se ‘jaan’ kehna shuru kiya tha... ab toh sirf tere goodnight se hi aankhein bandh hoti hain 😌❤️”
Sheetal (voice note bhejti hai, halka sa muskurate hue):
"Pagal hai tu... itna drama karta hai na, ek din sach mein emotional bana dega mujhe bhi!"
Rishi (reply karta hai voice note mein, thoda flirt karte hue):
"Tu emotional ho ja, main apni baahon ka cushion bana dunga... rona bhi pade toh mere kandhe pe rona, jaan."
Sheetal (typing...):
“Haww! Kisi aur ko bhi aise hi bolta tha kya pehle?”
Rishi (jaldi se):
“Tu meri first aur last dono hai…
Tere baad kisi aur ka naam sochna bhi gunaah lage.”
Sheetal (teasing tone mein):
“Sach batao... kal jis Prachi ki photo pe like kiya tha na... uski smile achhi lag gayi thi kya?”
Rishi:
“Tera gussa toh chandni se bhi zyada khoobsurat lagta hai…
Prachi ki smile mein woh jalti aankhein kaha jo tu mujhe dikhati hai? 😈”
Sheetal:
“Mujhe jealous mat banaa, nahi toh pura week baat nahi karungi 😤”
Rishi:
“Jealous toh tu tab hogi jab kisi aur ke naam ke saath ‘jaan’ likh dunga…
Par tu toh meri zindagi ka woh password hai jo sirf ek baar set hota hai, reset nahi hota.”
Sheetal:
“Hayeee... tu na... ek din mujhe sach mein rula dega khushi ke aansuon se...”
Rishi:
“Rulaunga nahi jaan…
Har subah tere naam ki dua se shuru karunga, aur har raat tujhe pyaar bhare goodnight se bhejunga 💫”

2:52 AM
Sheetal:
“Betu... ek baat kahun?”
Rishi:
“Kehde… tujhe sunne ke liye toh zindagi ruki hai.”
Sheetal:
“Main tere saath bura bhi ho jaun na, toh tu mujhse pyaar karte rehna...
Kyuki na jaane kyun... tujhe kho dene ka darr har pal rehta hai.”
Rishi (typing slow, par bhari jazbaat ke saath):
“Tujhe chhodne ka matlab hoga apni rooh se alag hona...
Tu agar dard ban jaaye, toh main use jeene ka tareeka bana lunga...”

3:12 AM — Before call ends
Sheetal:
“Ab jaa... subah school bhi jaana hai, aur mumma abhi uth jaayengi... good night betuu 😴🌙”
Rishi:
“Good night meri jaan...
Sapno mein milna, uss jhule pe jahan sirf tu aur main hoon… aur na koi duniya, na koi waqt.”
Call disconnected...
Screen pe “Active 3 mins ago” likha aata hai.
Aur dono ka dil... ab ek dusre ke liye dhadakne laga tha.
Morning, 7:30 AM – Rishi ka Ghar
Rishi ne poori raat sahi se soya nahi tha.
Woh toh sirf ek hi baat baar-baar sochta raha —
“Usne I love you bola… Sheetal ne bola... Rishi I love you!”
Mirror ke saamne khada hoke, apne school shirt ke buttons band karte hue, khud se hi muskurakar bola —
“Betu... tujhe toh sach mein pyaar ho gaya hai.”
Aur haan, uska wo lucky perfume bhi lagaya — wohi, jo pehli baar Sheetal se milne wale din lagaya tha.
8:15 AM – Sheetal ka Ghar
Sheetal apni maa ke phone se chupke se Rishi ka good morning message padhti hai:
“Good Morning meri jaan… aaj blue kurti pehenna, mujhe dekh ke smile aa jaye.”
Woh halki si blush karti hai…
Phir mirror ke saamne khud se kehti hai —
“Tu pagal ho gayi hai Sheetal… par yeh pagalpan achha lagta hai.”
Blue kurti nikalti hai, aur aankhon mein woh narmi aur cheekh raha pyaar saaf dikhai deta hai.

School Scenes:
Rishi ka School – Lunch Break
Rishi canteen mein apne doston ke beech baitha hota hai.
Aman:
“Bhai, tujhe kya lagta hai? Sheetal sach mein tujhe pyaar karti hai?”
Rishi (confidently):
“Uski aankhon mein jo khamoshi thi na… usmein meri dhadkan thi. Mujhe uska ‘I love you’ sunke pata chala — yeh ladki sirf meri hai.”
Ravi 2 (teasing):
“Lekin bhai, aaj kisi aur school ke ladke ne uski Instagram story pe fire emoji daala hai…”
Rishi ka chehra turant tight ho jaata hai.
Woh phone nikalta hai, story dekhta hai, aur us ladke ke profile pe jaakar screenshot le leta hai.
Rishi:
“Naam kya hai iska?”
Friend 2:
“Tarun…”
Rishi (slow, deep voice mein):
“Yeh wahi hai na jo pehle bhi DMs mein tha? Usne dobara Sheetal ki taraf dekha toh uski aankhein uske pass nahi rahengi.”
(Pause karta hai)
“Vo sirf meri hai. Aur agar meri nahi toh kisi ki bhi nahi.”

Meanwhile – Sheetal ka School:
Woh staff room ke peeche wali class ke corridor mein khadi hoti hai. Uski ek friend usse kehti hai:
Jessica:
“Tu serious hai us Rishi ke saath? Usne toh poore Ajmer mein bol diya hai ki tum dono relationship mein ho!”
Sheetal (shock mein):
“Kya?! Maine toh...”
Uska phone vibrate karta hai.
Inbox mein 12 unread messages — “You and Rishi together?” “Really?” “Congrats”
Kuch emojis, kuch fake congratulations, kuch jealous comments.
Woh kuch seconds ke liye blank ho jaati hai.
Phir aankhen band karke deep sa saans leti hai...
Aur dil se ek decision leti hai.
Apni friend ki aankhon mein aankhon daal kar kehti hai:
“Haan... main Rishi ke saath hoon. Aur agar kisi ko problem hai, toh unka problem hai... mera nahi.”

Back to Evening – Messenger Chat
Sheetal:
“Aaj kuch ajeeb laga... sab mujhe tujhe lekar judge kar rahe the…”
Rishi:
“Toh karne de na jaan… pyaar ki misaalein samjhe waalon ne kab chhodi hain?
Aur waise bhi, ab tu meri hai officially 😉”
Sheetal:
“Rishi... bina puche tune sabko keh diya ki hum relationship mein hain... tu aise kaise keh sakta hai?”
Rishi:
“Kyuki tujhe paake mujhe laga main jeet gaya... aur jeet ko chhupake nahi rakha jaata jaan.
Main toh sabse chillake kehna chahta hoon — I LOVE YOU RITAKSHI ❤️”
Sheetal (typing… rukti hai, phir likhti hai):
“Mujhe darr lagta tha... tere jaise kisi ko deserve karti bhi hoon ya nahi…”
Rishi:
“Main tere liye bana hoon jaan… aur tu mere liye. Bas.”
"Pyaar... ya Bandhan?"
Ab dono ka har din ek hi tareeke se shuru hota—subah school, shaam tak intezaar, aur raat ko bed ke kone mein chipak ke phone pe baatein. Sheetal ab ‘Ritakshi’ ban chuki thi... aur Rishi uska ‘Betu’.
Rishi (10:43 PM):
"Jab tu mujhe ‘betu’ bulati hai na... lagta hai jaise duniya ki har thakan nikal jaati hai."
Sheetal (10:45 PM):
"Aur jab tu kehta hai ‘jaan’, toh lagta hai jaise sab kuch apna sa hai..."
Raat bhar chalti unki baatein, kabhi sweet, kabhi teasing.
Rishi:
"Aaj tere school ke samne se guzra tha... bas tera chehra dhoondh raha tha aankhon se."
Sheetal:
"Main hoti toh aankh milane se pehle aankh chhupa leti... bohot sharmeeli hoon main."
Rishi (laughing emoji):
"Tu sharmeeli hai? Chal jhoothi! Kal raat toh itna tease kar rahi thi mujhe."
Sheetal:
"Bas... pyaar mein thoda naughty hona allowed hai na?"
Raat ke 1 baje ho jaate, dono jaante ki subah school hai, phir bhi chat band karna mushkil hota. Ek alag hi duniya mein jee rahe the dono.
Par jab pyar had se zyada hone lage, toh wo kabhi kabhi bandhan ban jaata hai.
Rishi ka pyaar ab possessiveness banne laga tha. Uske har message mein chhupi hoti thi ek demand—“Kahan ho?”, “Kiske sath ho?”, “Tumhe mujhse sab pehle batana chahiye.”
Aur ek raat, jab Sheetal apni dost ke birthday party mein thi, bina bataye...
Rishi (11:11 PM):
"Itna time ho gaya, message bhi nahi kiya? Mujhe laga tujhe farak padta hai."
Sheetal (11:13 PM):
"Main sirf party mein hoon Rishi, please samjha karo."
Rishi:
"Main tujhe kisi aur ke saath nahi dekh sakta, tu meri hai Ritakshi. Sirf meri."
Sheetal ka dil ek pal ke liye kaamp gaya... kya ye pyaar tha ya apnapan mein chhupa hua ek control?
Raat bhar neend nahi aayi. Ek taraf tha Rishi ka pure-hearted love, jo har dafa uske liye kuch bhi karne ko tayyar tha. Doosri taraf tha us pyaar ka bojh, jo dheere dheere uski azaadi ko choomne laga tha.
Subah usne diary mein likha:
"Kya har pyaar mein apnapan itna gehra ho jaata hai ki saans lena bhi mushkil ho jaata hai?"

Pehla pyaar...
Jaise kisi shaayar ke lafz pehli baar uske dil se nikal kar kaagaz par utare ho,
Jaise kisi khushboo ne pehli baar tumhare saans ko chhua ho,
Jaise tum pehli baar zindagi se mil rahe ho — bina kisi shart ke.
Pehla pyaar ek aisi pavitra vyatha hai jo tumhare rom-rom ko jaga deti hai.
Yeh pyaar nahin hota — yeh ek tapasya hoti hai.
Jisme tum us vyakti ko pooja ke jaise mehsoos karte ho,
Jiska naam lete hi dil se ek geet sa nikalta hai,
Aur aankhon mein bas usi ka chehra — har waqt, har jagah, har lamha.
Titliyan pet mein kyun hoti hain?
Kyunki dil pehli baar kisi ke liye dhadakna seekhta hai.
Us dhadkan ka har echo tumhare pet tak goonjta hai.
Woh halka sa nervousness, woh anjaani si khushi,
Woh darr ki kahin yeh sapna toot na jaaye —
Yeh sab milkar banati hain woh “titliyan”.
Sab kuch acha kyun lagne lagta hai?
Kyunki tumhara nazariya badal jata hai.
Ab sab kuch us nazar se dekha jata hai jo pyaar mein rang chuki hoti hai.
Pehle jise barsaat mein bheegna bura lagta tha,
Ab woh baarish bhi tumhari mehboob ki baahon jaisi lagti hai.
Chehre par muskurahat kyun rehti hai?
Kyunki uska khayal hi ek prarthna ban gaya hai.
Woh naam tumhare hothon par rehta hai,
Jaise mala ke moti — baar baar, bina thake.
Pehla pyaar...
Ek ankahi kahaani hoti hai,
Jo aankhon mein likhi jati hai,
Aur dil uska shabdkosh ban jata hai
Rishi’s First Love Feeling
Uska first crush nahi tha yeh —yeh kuch aur tha, kuch deeper. Jaise har dream suddenly uske around hi ghoomne laga ho. Jaise zindagi pehle blank thi,aur ab uske smile se color bhar gaya ho. Jab usne hello bola tha, dil ne bina permission ke dance karna shuru kar diya.
Woh kuch keh jaaye ya na keh jaaye, uske presence se hi Rishi ka din lit ho jaata tha. Woh chhoti chhoti baatein —
uska favorite color, uske chai vs coffee choices, sab yaad rehne laga jaise brain ne uske liye extra memory card laga liya ho. Woh possessiveness bhi aayi — kyunki Rishi ke liye yeh bas pyaar nahi tha, yeh uska escape tha, uski peace, uska home.

Sheetal’s First Love Feeling
Usne kabhi socha nahi tha ki kisi ke text ka wait karna itna soft aur sweet sa pain ho sakta hai. Uska naam notification bar mein aata, aur Sheetal ka face automatic blush mode mein chala jaata. Woh raat ko good night ke baad bhi so nahi paati thi, kyunki uski last seen green thi... aur dil bas ek aur message chahta tha,ek aur reason uske sapnon mein aane ka.
Uska voice —
jaise kisi lullaby ne dil ko blanket mein lapet liya ho. Aur uski aankhen — jaise kisi poem ki aankhon mein monsoon bhar gaya ho. Sheetal ne kabhi love story imagine nahi ki thi,
par ab har fairy tale mein sirf usi ka chehra dikhta tha. Uski duniya controlled thi, silent thi —aur Rishi ne aake us silence mein music bhar diya tha.



Chapter 10: “Kya Main Teri Hoon Ya Sirf Teri Zidd?”
Subah thi, par Sheetal ke liye woh sirf ek aur raat ke baad ka thakaan bhara waqt tha. Uske dimag mein ab bhi kal raat ke Rishi ke lafz gunj rahe the—"Tu meri hai. Sirf meri."
Woh classroom ke akeli bench par baithi thi, kitab khuli thi, par nazar sirf ek naam pe tik rahi thi—Rishi.
Uske dil mein kuch tha... ek ajeeb sa mix. Pyaar bhi tha, par pressure bhi.
Apnapan bhi tha, par dara hua sa ehsaas bhi.
Us raat ki baat uske kaan mein goonj rahi thi—
Rishi (1:02 AM):
"Tu bol kyun nahi deti sabke saamne ki tu meri hai? Main duniya ke samne khada ho gaya tere liye."
Sheetal (1:04 AM):
"Par bina mujhse pooche tune sabko bata diya… Rishi, agar main naa bolti toh? Toh fir kya hota?"
Rishi:
"Tab bhi tu meri hi hoti, Ritakshi. Kya farq padta hai? Mera pyaar toh sachha hai."
Woh lafz "tab bhi tu meri hi hoti" uske mann mein ghoom rahe the jaise kisi ne uske faisle ka haq cheen liya ho.
Lekin... phir bhi... uss Rishi ke bina sab adhoora lagta tha.
Woh banda jo har raat uski har khushi ka reason ban jaata tha.
Phir ek aur raat...
Rishi (11:47 PM):
"Jaan, aaj bhi thoda possessive ho gaya tha main... sorry. Par kya karu, tu kisi aur ke saath ho toh mera dil jalta hai."
Sheetal (11:49 PM):
"Main samajhti hoon Rishi... mujhe bhi ab tu na ho toh sab suna suna lagta hai."
Rishi:
"Toh kehde... bolde ek baar fir se... ki tu sirf meri hai."
Sheetal:
(Chhoti si hasi ke sath) "Main sirf apni hoon, par har baar apne mein tu milta hai."
Dono ki baaton mein ek poetic intimacy thi—na poori azaadi, na poora qaid.
Jaise pyaar ke beech ek invisible door ho, jahan se ek kadam peeche lena bhi mushkil ho chuka tha.
Us raat ke baad Sheetal ne apne phone ke gallery mein Rishi ke messages ka ek folder banaya—“Betu Talks 💬”
Aur Rishi ne har jagah apne insta ke bio mein likh diya—
“Taken by my Queen – Ritakshi ❤️”


















Chapter 11: Pehla Pyaar Ka Gulabi Sa Mausam
Subah ke school hours ab sirf formalities ban chuki thi. Dono alag-alag school mein the, lekin ek dusre ke khayalon mein saath-saath. Rishi ka dhyan ab class ke blackboard par kam aur phone ke inbox mein zyada rehta tha. Sheetal bhi apne classroom ke corner bench pe baith kar, uske last night ke messages baar-baar padhti thi… jaise har shabd mein ek nayi muskurahat chhupi ho.
Lunch break ke baad dono ka routine tha — library ka excuse bna kar ek chhoti si sneak call. Awaazon mein ek nasha tha, aankhon mein ek sapna.
Rishi (whispering over call):
“Tumhe pata hai jab tum mujhe ‘betu’ bolti ho na… lagta hai jaise duniya ki sabse khubsurat muskurahat mujhe mil gayi ho.”
Ritakshi (thoda sharma ke):
“Pagal ho tum… sab kuch itna filmy kyun lagta hai tumhare sath?”
phir halki si hasi
“Waise, mujhe bhi tumhara ‘jaan’ kehna achha lagta hai… pata nahi kyun, par dil ko chain milta hai.”
Shaam ko jab dono apne apne ghar wapas jaate, toh Facebook ke chats aur late night calls fir se zindagi ka hissa ban jaate. Har raat kuch naya tha… kuch geele jazbaat, kuch chhupi hui tamannaayein.
Rishi (ek raat):
“Main tumse ek baat poochun… kya tumhe kabhi darr lagta hai ki hum alag school mein hain… zindagi alag hai hamari… toh kya sab kuch kab tak chalega?”
Ritakshi (ek gehri saans lete hue):
“Darr toh mujhe sirf ek cheez ka hai… ke kahin tum kabhi chhod na do… baaki sab se lad lungi.”
Us raat Rishi ko neend nahi aayi… aur Sheetal ne diary mein likha,
"Aaj usne poocha, darr lagta hai kya? Kaash main keh paati, darr lagta hai… tumse pyaar ho gaya hai isliye."
Dono ke beech ab ek emotional connection tha, jisme shabd kam, jazbaat zyada bolte the. Jab Rishi school ke baad road se chalte hue kisi ladki ko dekh bhi leta, toh Sheetal ka ek message aata:
"Dekho Betu, aankhen sambhal ke le jao warna punishment ready hai!"
Aur Rishi haste hue likhta:
"Bas meri jaan ke liye aankhen chhod doon? Tum ho toh aur kuch dekhna zaruri hi nahi!"
Ab dono ke beech har baat mein possessiveness thi, par pyaar se bhari hui. Ek rishta jo ab tak bas jazbaat tha, ab haq ban chuka tha.
Rishi (thoda teasing mood mein):
“Waise jaan, ek baat toh batao… tumhe ajeeb toh nahi laga jab maine bina tumse puche sabko keh diya ki tum meri ho? Mujhe toh laga tum gusse mein message karogi ‘Rishi, tumne mujhse poocha bhi nahi!’”
Ritakshi (thoda ruki, phir uska message aaya… jo Rishi ne 10 baar padha):
"Tarun ka message aaya abhi… ek doubt clear karna tha… maine bola ‘kk, pucho’…
Toh bola, ‘tum seriously single ho?’
I said, ‘haan…’
Phir bola, ‘Rishi ne kyun bola ki tum uski GF ho?’
To I said, ‘Almost saath hi hain… n relationship ki baat hai toh bas aaj hi aa jaayenge…’
Phir bola, ‘kk atb’”
Rishi ki aankhon mein us waqt ek ajeeb si chamak thi… khushi bhi thi, sukoon bhi, aur thoda sa guilt bhi. Par usse respond karne se pehle ek aur message aaya:
Ritakshi:
“Rishi… tumne jo bhi bola unke saamne… vo sab mere liye tha.
Just because you care. You didn’t want them to say anything about me.
And now… it’s my turn.
I won’t let you bow down for any reason.
I love you. And it doesn't matter who thinks what outside…
Bas mujhe itna chahiye ki jab main ye sochna band kar doon ki ‘aage kya hoga’, tab hum saath ho.
Aur rahi baat dusron ki… toh puche jise poochna hai — sabko seedha jawab milega:
Yes, I’m in a relationship… and it’s with you.
Baaki sab… baat khatam.”
Rishi ne phone screen ko apne se laga liya… aankhon mein nami thi, par chehre pe woh bachpana bhara muskurahat… jaise koi chhota baccha apna favourite toy wapas paa gaya ho.
[Mid-January 2018 – 15–20 Days into Relationship]
Wo dono officially couple ban chuke the. Har roz subah uthte hi ek dusre ko "Good morning jaan" kehna… aur raat ko "Miss you betu" likhkar sona, ab routine ban gaya tha.
Ab school aur tuition ke beech sirf padhai nahi, unke doston ka nonstop chedna, smile exchange, aur nazar churakar dekhna bhi chalu ho chuka tha.

[Classroom mein – Rishi ke dost usse tease karte hue]
Ravi (Rishi ka best friend):
"Rishi bhai, ab toh tumhare phone ka naam WhatsApp nahi, Ritakshi Chat Centre hona chahiye!"
Rishi (hass ke):
"Toh? Tere jaise single logon ko kya pata pyaar kya hota hai!"
Kunal:
"Bas bhai, ab toh hum tumse milne nahi, bhabhi ke update lene aate hain."
Rishi smile karta, lekin andar se ek alag hi garv hota… ki jise chaha, vo ab uske saath hai.
[Girls' group mein – Sheetal ka scene]
Neha (Sheetal ki close friend):
"Tu serious hai uske saath ya bas timepass?"
Sheetal (thoda blush karte hue):
"Main uske har msg pe smile karti hoon… mujhe khud nahi pata tha pyaar aise feel hota hai."
Aayushi:
"Rishi ke bina toh tu reh nahi sakti ab… kal bhi 10 baar uska naam liya tha tune!"
Sheetal (chhupate hue):
"Pagli… naam nahi liya, bas… yaad kiya tha."
Raat ke 11:47 ho rahe the… dono apne-अपने bed pe lete the, lekin neend dono se door thi. Mobile screen ke us paar wo ladki thi jise rishi har din aankhon mein base rakhta tha… aur screen ke is paar wo ladka tha jiske awaaz se Sheetal ka dil dhadakna seekh gaya tha.
Call connected.
Kuch pal dono chup rahe… jaise sirf ek dusre ki saanson ko mehsoos kar rahe ho.
Rishi (dheemi aawaaz mein):
"Agar tu abhi mere paas hoti na jaan… toh main tujhe bas dekhta rehta… bina kuch kahe…"
Sheetal (thoda muskurake):
"Kyun? Kuch bolta kyun nahi?"
Rishi:
"Kyuki tujhe dekhne bhar se hi sab kuch kehne ka man karta hai… aankhon se bolna seekh gaya hoon ab main."
Woh khamoshi… woh jazbaat… dono ke beech ka faasla kaan se dil tak simat raha tha.
Rishi (aawaaz aur halka sa bhari hui):
"Jaan… agar tu yahan hoti na, main tujhe apni baahon mein bhar leta… tere baalon ko apne hothon se hata ke, aankhon mein jhankta… aur bas… ek pyara sa kiss deta… tere maang tak..."
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha… sirf aankhen band ki aur mehsoos kiya… jaise woh usi moment mein jee rahi ho.
Sheetal (thoda sharma ke, lekin bold tone mein):
"Phir kya karta?"
Rishi (halki hansi ke saath):
"Tumhara haath pakad ke kehta… ye haath kabhi chhodna mat… main har raat tumhe is tarah chhupana chahta hoon, jaise meri duniya mein sirf tu hi ho."
Sheetal ki saans tez ho gayi thi… uske liye yeh naya tha… lekin ajeeb nahi tha… wo sab mehsoos kar rahi thi — jise kabhi alfaazon mein nahi kaha tha.
Sheetal (dheere se):
"Rishi… mujhe darr lagta hai kabhi kabhi… ki yeh sab sapna toh nahi?"
Rishi:
"Agar sapna hai, toh mujhe iss sapne se kabhi mat jagana. Tu meri haq hai, meri zarurat hai, meri har raatein tere khayalon ke bina adhoori hai."
Rishi (pause ke baad):
"Tum hoti toh... tere galo par apne hothon ka pyaar chhod deta… aise… ki har subah tu sirf mujhe mehsoos kare."
Sheetal:
"Tum bohot badal gaye ho…"
Rishi:
"Nahi jaan… main wahi hoon… sirf pyaar gehra hua hai… sirf tujhmein jeene ka jazba aa gaya hai."
Tabhi ek halka sa silence hua… dono sirf ek dusre ki saanson ko sun rahe the… bina kisi word ke… vo connection jo sirf rooh tak jaata tha.
Sheetal (thoda emotional hoke):
"Rishi… agar main abhi tere paas hoti na… toh apna sar teri chaati par rakh ke so jati… bas wahi meri duniya hoti."
Rishi:
"Main bhi tujhe itna paas rakhta… ki duniya ko tere hone ka ehsas bhi na hota. Tu meri baahon mein hoti… toh waqt ka har lamha ruk jaata."





















Chapter 12: Board ke Pehle Dinon Ka Tanaav, Pyaar ka Sahara
January ka aakhri hafta tha. Thand apne pure shabnam mein thi aur uske sath-saath dono ke sar par boards ka bhoj bhi chadh chuka tha. School mein mock test aur ghar mein maa-baap ka pressure — dono taraf se halat tang thi.
Rishi ka toh haal kuch aur hi tha. Pichhle kuch hafton mein toh usne kitabein khol kar bhi nahi dekhi thi. Raat bhar Sheetal se baat karne ka nasha aisa chadh gaya tha ke syllabus ka 'S' bhi yaad nahi tha.
Subah 6 baje alarm bajta… par Rishi toh tab sota tha jab duniya uthti thi.
Us din raat ko, jaise hi Sheetal ka message aaya —
Sheetal (10:47 PM):
"Kal physics ka test hai… I'm freaking out Betu 😣"
Rishi (10:48 PM):
"Tu toh topper hai yaar, mujhe dekh… pura paper hi blank chhodne ka mood hai."
Sheetal (10:49 PM):
"Tumhe tension nahi ho rahi kya?"
Rishi (10:50 PM):
"Tension toh hai… par tujhe khone ka zyada hai… paper toh nikaal lenge somehow."
Ek chhoti si smile screen ke us paar phail jaati hai.
Sheetal (10:52 PM):
"Pagal ho tum… lekin promise karo ki aaj seriously padhaai karoge. Hum dono ek dusre ke liye nahi, khud ke liye bhi kuch banenge na?"
Rishi (10:54 PM):
"Bas tu saath rahe… main har exam jeet jaaun."
Phir dono call par aa jaate hain, jahan Rishi ke notes idhar-udhar bikhre padhe hain, aur Sheetal ek notebook lekar padh rahi hoti hai.
Rishi:
"Tu na meri teacher ban ja… har subject mein pass ho jaaun main."
Sheetal (muskurate hue):
"Main teacher ban gayi toh phir kiss kaun karega?"
Rishi thoda chaukta hai, phir dheere se bolta hai —
Rishi:
"Main toh roz kiss lunga… subah revision ke pehle, aur raat goodnight ke baad."
Sheetal blush karti hai, phir topic change karne ki koshish karti hai.
Sheetal:
"Ruko, ruko… English revise kar lein pehle."
Rishi:
"English toh zindagi bhar karte rahenge… par tu mere saath ho, ye formula life ka sabse perfect answer hai."
Dono hans padte hain, aur is raat padhai aur pyaar ka ek naya balance shuru hota hai.
Agli Subah – School ke Pehle Din ka Mahol
Sheetal apne school jaane ke liye taiyar ho rahi hoti hai, aur usi waqt Rishi ka message aata hai —
Rishi (7:21 AM):
"All the best meri jaan ❤️ paper phaad ke aana. Tera Betu tera wait karega raat ko, victory call ke liye."
Ritakshi (7:23 AM):
"Tum bhi ache se dena… cheat mat karna. Agar karoge toh sapne mein aa kar maarungi 😤"
Rishi (7:24 AM):
"Cheat karunga bhi toh tera naam likhunga answer sheet mein."
Ritakshi:
"😒 Block kar dungi..."
Rishi:
"Tab toh paper hi fail ho jaayega… meri zindagi ka syllabus tu hi toh hai."
Raat mein dono apne-apne paper ke experiences share karte hain, frustrations nikalte hain, aur ek dusre ka hausla badhate hain.
Aisa lagta hai jaise duniya ke chaos mein ek dusre ki baahon ka sukoon hi sabse bada reward ho. Jab Paper Kharaab Ho Jaaye, Par Pyaar Sambhal Le
Rishi ka 2nd Board Exam – Mathematics
Subah se Rishi ka mood kharaab tha. Pichli raat neend bhi kam hui thi, aur jaise hi question paper haath mein aaya, uska chehra ekdam utar gaya.
"Ye kya hai... itna out of syllabus kaise aaya..."
Uske haath thande ho gaye the. Paper ke aadhe se zyada questions usne dekhe tak nahi the. Ghadi ki tick-tick uske kaan mein cannon jaise baj rahi thi.
Paper ke baad usne kisi se baat nahi ki. Chhup chaap ghar aaya, phone uthaya, aur sirf ek message bheja:
Rishi (3:37 PM):
"Sab barbaad ho gaya Ritakshi… I'm done."
Ritakshi (3:38 PM):
"Kya hua Betu? Phone uthao please 😟"
Phone bajta raha… Rishi ne nahi uthaya. 15 minute baad finally call pick kiya.
Call Start
Sheetal (ghabraayi hui):
"Kya hua? Rone jaisa tone kyu hai? Paper toh theek gaya na?"
Rishi (thaka hua, udaas):
"3 questions attempt hi nahi kiye… baaki mein bhi sure nahi hu. Mera sab khatam ho gaya yaar… sab."
Sheetal:
"Rishi… suno… ye sirf ek paper tha. Tum itne smart ho, ek paper tumhe define nahi karta. I'm proud of you, no matter what."
Rishi:
"Tujhe nahi samajh aayega… main sabse jyada padhne ke sapne leta tha, aur sabse kam padha. Aur ab sab mujhse umeed kar rahe the."
Sheetal:
"Main bhi toh karti hoon… aur tujhe har haal mein chahiye. Fail bhi ho jaaye na… toh main tera haath nahi chhodungi. Aur tu bhi nahi chhodna."
Rishi ki aankhon se aansu girte hain… pehli baar kisi ne uske failure mein uska saath diya tha… judge nahi kiya tha… sirf samjha.
Rishi:
"Tu toh ek dum meri life ka stabilizer hai… jab sab short circuit ho jaaye tab bhi sambhal leti hai."
Sheetal (halki hasi se):
"Main toh tere liye inverter hoon… darkness mein bhi light doon."
Dono hans padte hain… ek pal ke liye Rishi ka tension kam ho jaata hai.
Agli Raat – Romantic Comfort
Raat ke 11 baje phir call hota hai.
Rishi:
"Aaj agar tu paas hoti na… toh sirf baahon mein le leta… kuch bolta nahi… sirf feel karta ki tu meri hai."
Sheetal:
"Aur agar main teri bahon mein hoti… toh us heartbeat se padhti, jo har second yeh kehti — I trust you, I believe in you."
Rishi:
"Tu toh meri textbook bhi ban ja… main har raat tujhe padhunga… aur har subah tujhmein top karunga."
Sheetal:
"Bas syllabus complete karna mat bhoolna Betu… warna punishment ready hai."
Rishi (muskurate hue):
"Tujhe punish karne ka toh mujhe haq bhi nahi… par pyaar karne ka junoon zaroor hai."








❤️ Chapter 13: Syllabus Se Zyada Tum
Raat ka ek baje tha. Books table par bikhri thi. Notes, highlighter, last-minute revision… sab kuch tha. Lekin nahi tha toh sukoon.
Rishi ne phone uthaya. Dil to padaayi se bhaag raha tha, lekin Sheetal ke ek message ka intezaar tha jaise har sawal ka jawab usi ke paas ho.
Phone vibrate hua. "Jaan… neend nahi aa rahi."
"Na mujhe… bas tu yaad aa rahi hai."
Call connect hua.
Sheetal:
"Kal ke paper ka dar toh hai, par usse zyada darr is baat ka hai ki agar tu na ho toh ye sab ka kya matlab hai?"
Rishi (aahista):
"Agar tu mere paas hoti na abhi… toh main padhai chod ke tujhe apni godi mein le leta. Tere baalon ko kaan ke peeche karta… aankhon mein dekhta… aur keh deta — ‘Tere hone se hi toh sab kuch hai.’"
Sheetal (slowly, breathing heavily):
"Tu hota na… toh shayad main apna har stress tere seene pe rakh ke bhool jaati… jaise tere dil ki dhadkan meri kitaab ban jaaye… aur main usse padhte padhte so jaaun."
Rishi:
"Tu sirf meri jaan nahi hai jaan… tu meri neend hai, mera chain hai, mera syllabus hai, mera result hai… agar tu nahi toh main nahi."
Dono ke beech silence tha, par uss khamoshi mein cheekhta hua pyaar tha. Bahar se dono syllabus padh rahe the, andar se ek dusre ko.
Sheetal (whispers):
"Rishi… kabhi lagta hai tu itna apna hai ki dar lagta hai… ki agar tu chala gaya toh main apne aap ko kaise sambhaalungi?"
Rishi:
"Tujhe apne aap se zyada apna samajhta hoon… itna ki ab agar tu chali gayi… toh main kisi aur syllabus ka page nahi palatunga. Bas tu yaad rahegi."
Rishi (slowly):
"Tu yahan hoti na, toh abhi teri aankhon mein aankhon daal ke, keh deta — ‘Tujhse hi toh meri har subah, har raat judi hai.’ Tera haath pakadta… aur agar tu roti, toh main tere aansu apne hothon se chhunta."
Sheetal (tears in eyes):
"Tu hota toh bas mere paas baith jaata… kuch bolta bhi nahi… par meri rooh samajh jaati ki ab kuch bhi mushkil nahi."
Rishi (breaking the silence):
"Jaan… tu meri ho na?"
Sheetal (smiling softly):
"Main har us pal mein teri hoon… jahan tu mere baare mein sochta hai… jahan tu meri chinta karta hai… aur jahan tu sirf mujhe jeeta hai."
Agla paper kal tha… Rishi ne apni diary mein likha:
"Mujhe farq nahi padta 95% aaye ya 55%,
Mujhe sirf uska chehra dekhna hai… paper ke baad.
Jahan uske honton pe ho meri tasalli,
aur aankhon mein ho sirf main."
[Scene: Ek raat, jab Ritakshi aur Rishi dono apne-apne kamre mein the, ek dusre ki baaton mein doobe hue. Phone par baat kar rahe the, jaise duniya se door sirf dono ke liye waqt ruk gaya ho.]
Rishi (awaz mein halki si sharaarat):
"Agar tum yahan hoti na… toh seedha aankhon mein dekh ke kehta, ‘jaan, tujhme khud ko bhool jaane ka man karta hai’."
Ritakshi (halki si muskurahat, par tone mein thoda resist karte hue):
"Tumhe toh bas line maarni hoti hai… main toh abhi tak sochti hoon ki tune bina puche sabko bata diya tha ki main teri hoon."
Rishi (thoda possessive hoke, lekin pyaar se):
"Kyuki tu meri hai… dil ne kab ka faisla kar liya tha. Tujhse pyaar ki ijaazat thodi li thi, tujhme toh saans lena seekh liya tha."
Ritakshi (thoda sa chok kar):
"Rishi… kabhi kabhi lagta hai tumhara pyaar mujhe tod dega ya mujhse sab kuch chheen lega..."
Rishi (ghumta hua jazbaat se):
"Aur mujhe lagta hai tu na mili toh main apna wajood kho dunga. Main pagal ho jaunga tujhme… dekhna ek din tu khud kehgi, ‘Rishi, tu meri aadat ban gaya hai.’"
[Ek pal ke liye dono chup ho jaate hain… phone ke dono side sirf gehri saansen chal rahi hoti hain.]
Ritakshi (halke se):
"Abhi agar tum yahan hote na… toh mujhe apni baahon mein bhar lete?"
Rishi (awaaz aur narm ho jaati hai):
"Main tumhe apni chhati se laga leta, dhadkanon ka music sunata… tumhari baalon ko apne fingers se suljhaata… aur phir halki si pyaar bhari chummi tumhare mathhe par… fir aankhon mein jhank kar kehta—‘jaan, tujhme har din jeene ka nasha hai.’"
Ritakshi (dhadkan tez hoti hai):
"Rishi… bas kar yaar… exam kal se hai, aur tu mujhe aur pagal bana raha hai."
Rishi (halki hasi ke sath):
"Paper toh ek din ka hai jaan, par tu toh meri zindagi ka syllabus hai… pura padhne mein zindagi lag jaaye shayad."
[Phir dono hansi mein doob jaate hain, aur conversation slowly fade hoti hai, jaise chaandni raat mein halki si barish.]
[Agla din – Exam wali subah]
Rishi apne bed par late hue, kitaben khuli padhi thi, par nazar toh phone par lagi thi.
Sheetal ka ek message aata hai:
"Best of luck Betu, tu mera topper hai… chahe number aaye ya na aaye, meri nazar mein tu 100/100 hai."
Rishi ka chehra khil jaata hai, aur woh sochta hai—"Bas is ladki ne keh diya, ab paper kya zindagi bhi nikaal lunga."







Chapter14 – Naye Raste, Nayi Tensionein
Raat ke 2 baje the. Do mahine ke exam stress ke baad aaj dono phir se purane waale Rishi aur Sheetal ban gaye the—jaan aur betu.
Rishi ne phone uthaya, aur jaise hi call connected hua, pehle lafz the—
"Bas ab saans le pa raha hoon, jaan…"
Sheetal ki hansi chhup nahi paayi,
"Pehli baar exam ke baad itna halka mehsoos ho raha hai…jaise hum zinda ho gaye ho fir se."
Rishi:
"Aaj na sach bolun toh laga jaise kisi jail se riha ho gaya hoon... exam khatam hote hi bas ek hi chehra aankhon ke saamne tha—tumhara."
Sheetal (halki hansi ke saath):
"Toh ab kaunsa punishment doge mujhe? Itne dino tak call time cut hone ke liye."
Rishi:
"Punishment? Tum mere saamne hoti toh seedha aankhon mein dekh ke kehta—tumne sirf mujhse baatein chhupayi... par main toh tumhare khayalon mein khud ko dhoondhta raha."
Sheetal (thoda sharma ke):
"Pagal ho tum... waise bhi ab toh free hain na dono... toh saari baatein poori kar lenge."
Rishi:
"Free toh ho gaya hoon... par ek cheez batao... agar result mein hum dono alag-alag shehron mein chale gaye toh?"
Thoda sa sannata chhata. Pehli baar kisi ne khamoshi mein dooriyon ka zikr kiya tha.
Sheetal ne kuch der tak kuch nahi kaha. Phir dheere se bolti hai:
Sheetal:
"Tab bhi baatein toh rukengi nahi Rishi... tumse jud gayi hoon, jaise kuch adhura sa judta ho poora hone ke liye."
Rishi (murmuring):
"Tum meri puri duniya ho, Ritakshi..."
Raat bhar dono competitive exams ki planning karte rahe, future ki chhoti-chhoti baatein—
"Main CLAT ke liye tayari karungi. Agar selection ho gaya toh Laxmangarh jaana padega…"
"Main Mumbai me admission lena chahta hoon, BFM ya finance line me kuch bada karna hai."
Phone ke doosre chhor se kuch seconds tak khamoshi thi.
"Itna door?" Rishi ki awaaz thodi halki pad gayi.
Sheetal ne kaha,
"Haan… par hum dono ka sapna hai na kuch banne ka… toh dooriyan sacrifice hai… pyaar toh wahi rahega."
Lekin dil ke kisi kone me Rishi ko dar lag raha tha… woh toh aaj tak is rishte ko sambhalte aaya tha… kya doori uss jazbaat ko kamzor kar degi?
Do Hafte Baad — Result ki Dastak
Pura sheher 12th board ke result ka intezar kar raha tha. Har taraf tension, aur us tension me ek alag si kasak thi—kisiko Mumbai milne wala tha, kisiko Jaipur, kisiko Delhi.
Aur Rishi aur Sheetal—ye dono kisi aur hi duniya ke musafir the.
Ek doosre se kuch kehna chahte the… par bas palak jhapakte hi dono ke raste alag hone wale the.
Rishi aur Sheetal raat raat bhar college ke possibilities discuss karte, kabhi sapne bunte, kabhi future ka khauf baant'te.
Sheetal:
"Maine decide kar liya hai... Laxmangarh jaa rahi hoon Law karne. Meri maa ne bola wahan ka campus sapne jaisa hai."
Rishi (khamosh rehkar):
"Achha hai... wahan ki ladkiyan kaafi independent hoti hongi na?"
Sheetal (smiling):
"Haan... lekin main toh wahi rahungi, jo tumse late night call pe emotional ho jaati hoon."
Rishi (gambhir hokar):
"Aur main... Mumbai jaa raha hoon. Glamour ke beech finance padhoonga... par tumhari aawaz ke bina sab kuch mute lagega."
Aur usi raat...
Rishi:
"Ritakshi, agar main tumse keh doon ki tumhe chhod ke jaana mere liye maut ke barabar hai... toh tum kya karoogi?"
Sheetal (dheere se):
"Main tumhare bina kabhi poori ho hi nahi paungi... par Rishi... hum apne sapno ke liye lad rahe hain na... aur is ladayi mein hum dono ek dusre ke liye kamzor nahi, taaqat banenge."
Rishi (zid bhari aawaz mein):
"Toh vaada karo... chahe jitni bhi doori ho, tum mujhe bhoologi nahi."
Sheetal:
"Vaada... tum meri subah ka pehla khayal ho aur raat ka aakhri... aur yeh kabhi nahi badlega."

Sheetal ko apne dream campus ka confirmation aa gaya—Lakshmangarh, Girls’ Law University.
Rishi ka bhi merit list me naam aa gaya—KPB Hinduja College, Mumbai.
Agle din raat ko call pe—
Rishi: “Tu jaa rahi hai Lakshmangarh… tujhe toh pata bhi nahi ki tu kitna important hai mere liye…”
Sheetal: “Main jaa toh rahi hoon Rishi… par main kahin nahi jaa rahi hoon… main teri hoon, bas itna yaad rakhna…”
Rishi (halki si hansi ke saath): “Mumbai badi city hai jaan… par tere bina toh sab kuch suna suna lagega…”
Wahi raat thi… jahan ek lamha ruk gaya… ek nayi kahani shuru hone wali thi—dooriyon ke darmiyan pyaar ka imtihaan.
Agle kuch dino tak, dono apne documents, admissions, packing aur tyariyon mein busy ho jaate hain... lekin har raat, woh 3 baje tak call, woh late-night teasing, woh “Jaan” aur “Betu” wale naam, aur chhoti chhoti cheezein... ek alag hi duniya basa chuki hoti hai unke beech.







Chapter15 : Sapno Ka Sheher – Mumbai
Jab Rishi ne Mumbai ki mitti mein pehla kadam rakha, toh aisa laga jaise kisi film ka background music baj raha ho… Sheher ki hawaon mein kuch alag hi jazba tha—ek aisi udaasi, jo sapno se chipak gayi thi… aur ek aisi roshni, jo andheron ko bhi mehfil bana deti thi. Mumbai... naam mein hi ek aisa jadoo tha jo Rishi ke dil ke kone-kone mein utar gaya. Jaise kisi ne sapne ko concrete mein dhal diya ho. Jaise har building, har light, har sadak apne andar koi purani kahani le kar baithi ho.
Jaise hi Rishi Dadar station par utarta hai, local train ka shor, platform par bhaagte log, hawayein jo samundar ki lehron se takra ke aayi ho—sab kuch ek pal mein uski aankhon ke samne naachne lagta hai. Uske kandhe par bag tha, lekin asli bojh uske sapno ka tha—jo ab Mumbai ke hawale tha. Station se nikalte hi, Rishi ka chehra har taraf ki roshniyon se chauk gaya. Billboards pe bade actors ke muskurate chehre, sadkon pe tez kadmon se chalte log, har kone se nikalti hawayein jo kisi na kisi kahani ka raaz le kar guzar rahi thi. Rishi ne socha:
"Yeh sheher sirf sapne poore nahi karta… yeh tumse tumhara sab kuch maangta bhi hai. Yeh sheher sirf sheher nahi hai… yeh ek imtihaan hai. Yeh puchhega tu kaun hai? Kya banega? Kya chhod ke aaya hai?"
Usne ek chaiwala dekha—road ke kone par, jiske haathon mein mitti ki kulhad thi. Pehli baar Rishi ne Mumbai ki chai pi, aur laga jaise is sheher ne usse khud mein shamil kar liya ho. Chai mein ek thehri hui si taqat thi—jaise thakavat bhi pighal gayi ho.
Auto waale se lekar local train ke musafiron tak, har kisi ki aankhon mein thakaan bhi thi aur ek aasha bhi. Mumbai ke log ajeeb the… apne mein magan, par kisi musibat mein dekho toh ruk kar puchhne wale bhi. Kabhi kisi ne pyaar se poocha:
"Bhaiya naye aaye ho kya? Aaram se chalna, Mumbai sabko chalana sikhati hai."
Khane ki baat aayi toh Rishi ne vada pav chakh liya. Ek haath mein bag, doosre mein chutney se bhara hua pav… aur har bite ke saath ek nayi zindagi ka swaad. Marine Drive ke paas baith kar jab usne samundar ki lehron ko dekha, toh laga…
"Kisi din Ritakshi ko yahan laakar bas yehi lehron ki tarah uski baatein sunu… bina kisi rukawat ke uske baal ud rahe hote hawaon mein, aur main... main bas use dekhta rehta, bina kuch kahe."
Woh lehron ki taraf dekhta raha, aur uska dil sirf ek baat kehta raha:
"Main aaya hoon, par adhoora. Tumhare bina yeh sheher sirf shor hai, sur nahi."
Auto se hostel tak ka safar jaise kisi naye janm ki taraf jaane jaisa tha. Har rickshaw driver ke chehre par ek kahani, har traffic signal pe kisi na kisi ka sangharsh. Par Rishi toh in sab mein ek hi chehra dhoond raha tha—Ritakshi ka.
Us hostel ke kamre mein, chhoti si bed, ek table, ek window—par us window se dikhte the Mumbai ke light wale khwab. Raat ke andhere mein bhi ye sheher chamakta tha. Rishi ne dekha ki yahaan ka chaand bhi thoda alag tha—thoda busy, thoda dard bhara, jaise usse bhi kisi ka intezaar ho.
Hostel ke kamre mein raat ko lete waqt Rishi ki aankhon ke samne sheher ke scenes ghoom rahe the. Har kone mein kahani thi, aur us kahani ka ek hissa ab Rishi bhi ban chuka tha. Ek sapna, jise le kar vo Laxmangarh se chala tha… ab uski pehli kasauti thi—Mumbai.
College ke pehle din, naye chehre, naye log, English mein baatein, branded kapde, khud pe confidence jataate log… Rishi thoda ghabraya bhi. Par uski aankhon mein alag chamak thi—usne safed shirt, dark blue jeans pehni thi, aur dil mein sirf ek tasveer thi—Ritakshi ki.
Us din canteen mein vada pav khate hue Chutney se bhara hua, spicy aur garma-garam. Usne socha,
"Agar Ritakshi hoti toh isse chakh ke sabse pehle aankhon mein aansu aa jaate... aur main hans hans ke uska chehra dekhta."
Phone ki screen baar baar check karta, kyunki ab aadat pad chuki thi—raat ki calls, din ke texts, aur ek dusre ke bina jeene ka gussa. Raat mein kamre ki light band karke jab vo lehta, toh hostel ke fan ke neeche usse Ritakshi ki awaz sunai deti:
"Betuuuu... so gaye kya?"
Us pal Rishi ko samajh aaya…
"Yeh sheher chahe jitna bhi sapno ka ho, agar tumhare sapne kisi aur ke saath na jude ho… toh unka koi matlab nahi."
Aur tab se har raat, Mumbai ke shor mein ek khamosi thi jo sirf Rishi ko sunai deti thi… us khamosi mein Ritakshi ka naam tha.
Laxmangarh Girls’ University — Pehli Jhalak, Pehla Saans
Jaise hi Sheetal ne college ka main gate cross kiya, ek ajeeb sa sukoon uske dil ko chu gaya. Seedha aasmaan, khule meydan, aur har taraf se ghoomti hawa jisme Rajasthan ki mitti ki khushboo thi — sab kuch naya tha, par uss naye mein ek apnapan bhi tha.
Campus — ek sapne ki tarah!
Lambe-lambe neem ke pedon ke beech se hote hue jaata hua ek straight white-tiled path… dono taraf lush green lawns, jahan kabhi kabhi mor bhi nikal kar apne pankh faila dete…
Aur university ke beechon beech, ek red sandstone se bana heritage style ka main building — jisme ghanti ki awaaz aati toh lagta jaise purani kahaniyon ka koi killa zinda ho utha ho.
Girls hostel campus se juda hua tha, par alag bhi. Ek taraf girls ki loud laughters, ek taraf shaam ke baad ki khamoshi jisme sirf crickets ki awaaz hoti.Peheli raat hostel ke kamre mein, Sheetal bed pe lete hue ek pal ke liye udaas ho gayi… door kahin Mumbai mein Rishi tha… aur yahan uske paas sirf kuch diaries, ek earphone, aur hostel ke naye kamre ki khidki se dikhta sitaron bhara aasmaan.
Lekin...
Isi naye sheher mein, naye campus mein, naye logo ke beech...
Uska pehla khwab ‘lawyer’ banne ka zinda hone laga tha. Agle din usne white kurti aur blue jeans pehni, bal bandhe aur ek diary haath mein lekar nikli — naye classroom, naye professors, naye pehchaan — par dil ke kone mein ab bhi ek awaz thi jo kehti thi:
“Rishi, agar tum hote toh main tumhe har ek kona dikhati is sapno ke sheher ka...”
Chapter 16: "Tujh Bin Main, Main Bin Tu"
Time: Raat ke 11:47
Place:
📍 Laxmangarh Hostel — ek thaka har kamra, lekin Sheetal ki aankhen ab bhi jagi hain.
📍 Mumbai ki ek high-rise building ka hostel room — Rishi headphones lagaye hua, laptop off kiya, aur finally phone uthaya.
Call Connects…
📞 Tring… Tring…
"Ritakshi Calling..."
Rishi ka thoda sa muskurana, jaise kisi ne uske dil ki thakan chura li ho. Call pick karte hi dono ne ek pal tak kuch nahi kaha…
Sheetal:
"Kya kar raha tha?"
(awaz mein thakaan bhi thi, lekin pyaar bhi.)
Rishi:
"Bas… duniya se lad raha tha… aur tujhe yaad kar raha tha."
Sheetal:
(thoda hass kar)
"Duniya se roz ladte ho tum… kabhi apne liye bhi toh jeena seekho Rishi."
Rishi:
"Apna toh tu hi hai… tujhse baat na ho toh sab bekaar lagta hai."
Ek lambi khamoshi. Do shehron ke beech ek virtual silence, jisme dono ke saans bhi sunayi dene lage.
Sheetal:
"Aaj hostel ki chhat pe gayi thi… itne taare the… bas tujhe miss kiya."
Rishi:
"Yahan toh aasmaan bhi udhaas hai… tu hoti na toh Mumbai bhi sundar lagta."
Sheetal:
"Tu waise abhi kaisa lag raha hai? Dekhne ka mann ho raha hai."
Rishi:
"Main toh waise hi hoon… par tu nahi dekhegi toh aur behaal ho jaunga. Tujhe touch karne ka mann karta hai, tere haathon ko apne haath mein lene ka, tujhe aankhon se chhune ka... jaise keh doon ki tu wapas aa ja bas."
Sheetal:
"Tumhare bina sab ajeeb sa hai Rishi… naye dost, naye jagah, sab ke beech mein bhi main akeli lagti hoon. Hostel ki khidki se dekhti hoon toh lagta hai tum kahin pass ho… aur main tumse milne jaa rahi hoon."
Rishi (halke jazbaat mein):
"Tu mujhe sirf yaad nahi aati… tu mujhme basi hai. Meri neend, meri bhukh, mera focus, sab tu le gayi. Tujhse baat karne ke baad lagta hai zinda hoon."
Sheetal (awaz bhari hui):
"Main bhi na, ek ajeeb si larki hoon… par tujhme sab kuch pa liya hai. Tu nahi hota toh main itni himmat kabhi nahi jutati law padhne ki. Tu mera reason hai… aur meri raah bhi."
Rishi:
"Aaj ka din sirf tujhse baat karke khatam karna tha… aur sach bolun toh tujhe sunna, tujhe mehsoos karna, ye meri zindagi ka sabse khoobsurat hissa ban gaya hai."
Aur fir dono chup ho jaate hain… ek dusre ki saanson mein uljhe hue… shehron ke beech faasla toh tha, par dilon ke beech ab sirf silences the — pyaar se bhare hue, umeedon se lipte hue.
Raat ke 1:12 ho chuke hain. Par call end nahi hoti. Kyunki kabhi-kabhi sirf saath hone ka ehsaas kaafi hota hai.
Time: 1:23 AM
Mumbai ki balcony mein halki si thandi hawa…
Laxmangarh mein hostel ke kamre mein chhup kar, blanket ke andar se call…
Rishi:
"Aaj tujhe sirf sunna chahta hoon… mat bolna kuch der… bas tu saans leti rahe."
Sheetal (thoda sa sharma ke):
"Meri saanson se kya milega tumhe?"
Rishi:
"Wahi jo chand se roshni milti hai… main jeeta hoon teri saanson se."
Dono ke beech ek gehri, raag bhari khamoshi. Jaise waqt ruk gaya ho.
Rishi:
"Agar tu yahan hoti na… toh tujhe apni baahon mein le leta… ekdum khinch ke… ziddi bachhe ki tarah… aur fir…"
Sheetal:
"Fir kya?"
(awaz mein ek sulgi hui masoomiyat)
Rishi (thoda sa dheere se):
"Tujhe apne se itna kareeb kar leta… ki teri dhadkan meri chhati se takraati…
Tere baalon ko apni ungliyon se suljhata… aur fir tere galo pe apne honthon ka pehla haq jamaata…"
Sheetal (ghabra ke):
"Rishi… tum… tum toh bade badmash ho gaye ho."
Rishi (halki husn bhari cheekh mein):
"Tere pyaar ne kiya hai mujhe aisa… tum hoti na, toh teri aankhon mein ghanto dekhta rehta… bolta nahi, par aankhon se poora ishq kar leta…"
Sheetal (saans bhari bhari si):
"Tum mujhe dekhte bhi kaise… main toh sharma jaati."
Rishi:
"Tu meri ho… tujhe dekhna mera haq hai. Main tujhe chhune se pehle tujhe mehsoos karna chahta hoon… tujhe itna pyaar karna chahta hoon ki tu apne aap se zyada mujhme jeene lage."
Sheetal:
"Rishi… kabhi lagta hai tu meri aankhon mein nahi, meri rooh mein basa hai…
Kabhi kabhi darr lagta hai… itna pyaar sahi hai kya?"
Rishi:
"Agar galti hai… toh main khush hoon ki tujhme kho ke main galat ho gaya.
Tere bina main kuch nahi… aur tere saath main sab kuch."
Sheetal (dheere se):
"Tum mujhe abhi hoton se chho rahe ho na?"
Rishi:
"Nahi… abhi toh main tujhe apni baahon mein le kar, tere kanon ke peechhe ek pyaar bhari kiss de raha hoon…
fir tere mathe pe, aankhon ke kone pe…
aur fir tere honthon pe… sabse gehra pyaar."
Sheetal:
"Tum hotey toh main… main apna chehra tumhari chhati mein chhupa leti… fir kabhi alag nahi hoti."
Call pe dono ki saansen tez ho chuki hain…
Mumbai ki raatein ab aur thandi lagne lagi hain…
Laxmangarh ka chandrama bhi sharma gaya hai…
Do pyaar karne wale… ek screen ke par us intezaar ko mehsoos kar rahe hain… jahan sirf ehsaas bolta hai.
Pehli baar jab hostel ke naye kamre ki chhat ke neeche dono ne ek lambe samay ke baad ek dusre ki aawaz suni thi, toh shabdon ne nahi... bas saansen bol rahi thi. Sheetal Laxmangarh ke apne hostel ke chhoti si balcony mein khadi thi… uske baalon mein raat ki thandi hawa ulajh rhi thi , aur aankhen mobile screen pe jhuki thi—jahan Rishi usse video call pe dekhta hua sirf muskura nahi raha tha… usse mehsoos kar raha tha.
Mumbai ki flashy skyline Rishi ke peeche halki si dikh rahi thi. Uske hostel ke kamre mein ek halke blue light ka bulb jal raha tha… aur uski aankhon mein intezaar ke rang thahre hue the.
Rishi (halke se, dheeme sur mein):
"Jaan… pata hai, tujhe dekhe bina itne din lag gaye... toh aaj sirf dekhne ka mann hai. Bolne ka bhi nahi… bas dekhne ka."
Sheetal (narm muskuraahat ke saath):
"Toh dekh lo... jitna dekhna hai… kyunki kal se fir coaching ki race shuru ho jaayegi."
Rishi (nigahen screen se na hatate hue):
"Nahi jaan… tujhe dekh ke dil bhar nahi raha… lagta hai tu paas hoti toh main tujhe apne paas kheench leta...
Apne dono haathon mein tera chehra thaam leta… aur itne kareeb karta ki sirf saans ka faasla reh jaaye."
Sheetal (thoda sa sharma ke, par nazar screen se naa hatate):
"Tu wahi Rishi hai na, jo pehle roz rooth jaata tha… ab itna romantic kaise ban gaya?"
Rishi (halki si husn-bhari taana marta hai):
"Jab koi itni haseen ho... toh aadmi ya toh shayar ban jaata hai ya deewana... main dono ho gaya hoon."
🌙 Us raat chaand unke hostel ke upar tha, par unke beech jo jazbaat baras rahe the, woh chaand se bhi zyada roshan the…
Rishi (dheere se):
"Agar tu yahin hoti naa mere samne… toh main teri aankhon ko lambe se dekhta... fir tere baal peechhe karta... aur teri gardan pe halka sa chumma deke kehta — jaan, yeh dooriyan sirf college tak ki honi chahiye… dil tak nahi."
Sheetal (halke se aankhen band karti hai, aur cheekh se kaan ke paas baalon ko hata ke):
"Aise mat bol... kuch kuch hota hai."
Rishi (halki huski aawaz mein):
"Tu nahi jaanti… kitna kuch hota hai.
Raat ko jab tu nahi hoti... toh sirf yaadein hoti hain… aur woh yaadein sirf dard nahi deti, kabhi kabhi... jazbaat ko badan banake tang karti hain."
Sheetal (thoda sa cheek kar, par pyaar se):
"Bas Rishi... bas karo… tum kuch zyada hi intense ho jaate ho."
Rishi:
"Kyuki tu sirf pyaar nahi hai... tu meri har ek raat ka raaz hai.
Aur tujhse baat karte waqt lagta hai jaise main kisi sukoon ke saagar mein tair raha hoon—jahaan sirf tu hai, tera saath hai… aur main hoon."
Unke beech ka vaarta ab lafzon se zyada rooh ke level pe pahunch chuki thi.
Woh baatein, jo kabhi chhup chhup ke hoti thi… ab khud mein ek aag si liye aage badh rahi thi—ek pyaar, jo kehna nahi chahta tha… mehsoos karwana chahta tha.
Un raaton ka kya kahna, jab hostel ke kamre sirf ek network aur ek call ke liye roshan hote the, aur duniya ke har paheli jawab pa jaati thi… sirf ek "jaan" ki aawaz mein





Chapter 18 : Ghar Wapsi — Ek Hi Sheher Mein Dono…
Jab lambe samay baad dono apne apne sheher wapas aaye, toh har ek mod, har ek gali, har ek khushboo kuch keh rahi thi…
Rishi ne jaise hi Mumbai se Ajmer ki mitti ko mehsoos kiya, uski aankhon mein ek alag hi chamak thi. Taxi se utarte hi usne apne jooton ke neeche se uthe mitti ke jhatkon ko chhukar kaha:
"Yahin se toh chalu hui thi meri kahani… aur ab yahin usse jeene laut aaya hoon."
Maa ne gale lagaya, lekin rishi ki aankhon mein koi aur hi chehra ghoom raha tha—Sheetal.
Doston ne milke sab kuch plan kiya—ghar ke bahar khade hokar ek chhoti si chai peene ki party, purani galiyon mein ghoomna, aur sabse khaas—ek secret milan.

Sheetal, Laxmangarh se wapas aayi thi, thodi si badli hui—thoda mature, thoda aur khud se judi hui. Maa ke haathon ki kadi pakodi, pitaji ki kadak nazar, aur terrace se dikhte school ke unhi galiyon ki yaadein.
Lekin uski raaton ki neend sirf ek baat se udd rahi thi—Rishi bhi yahin tha.
Har message, har vibration, har notification ke piche ek umeed thi—"Kahi Rishi ka toh nahi?"
Ajmer ki hawa mein dono ke hone ka ehsas toh tha, lekin unka milna abhi bhi kismat ke kisi naye mod pe likha tha.
Sheetal, terrace pe late night baithi thi, kandhon tak chadar odhe… haathon mein chai ka cup, aur dil mein ek hi naam—Rishi.
Rishi, apne kamre ki light band karke window ke paas baitha tha… phone haath mein, aur aankhen notifications pe tikki hui. Ek message… ek vibration… bas ek awaaz ka intezaar tha—uski awaaz ka.
12:14 AM – Incoming Call: "Jaan ❤️"
Rishi turant call uthata hai, jaise uska dil kabse sirf is pal ka intezaar kar raha ho.
Rishi (softly):
"Pata hai… main soya nahi tha, bas tujhe mehsoos kar raha tha… tu iss sheher mein ho, yehi kafi hai ki saans mein teri khushboo hai..."
Sheetal (thoda sulgi hui aawaaz mein):
"Main bhi wahi kar rahi thi… terrace pe baithe baithe tujhe soch rahi thi… yaad hai woh school ki chhat? Jab tu mujhe neeche se dekh ke muskurata tha… ab lagta hai, tu bas un aankhon mein hi basa rahe."
Rishi:
"Main toh chahta hoon tujhe aankhon se nikal kar apni baahon mein bhar loon… kab tak yeh duriyaan rahein? Kab tak sirf call pe tujhe chhoo sakoon?"
Sheetal (halki muskurahat ke saath):
"Tu chhoo toh leta hai… apni baaton se… apni aawaaz se… kabhi kabhi lagta hai ki tu mere room mein hi baitha hai, meri kamar pe haath rakhe keh raha ho—‘Tu meri hai.’"
Rishi (thoda jazbaati hokar):
"Agar tu mere paas hoti na abhi… toh sirf baaton se kaam nahi chalta… tujhe apni taraf kheench leta, tere baalon mein haath phira ke tujhe gale laga leta… aur fir chupchaap teri dhadkane sunta..."
Sheetal (saans bhari hui):
"Rishi… tu jaanta hai na, main tere bina complete feel nahi karti… par main dar rahi hoon… agar yeh waqt kabhi chheen le gaya toh? Agar yeh lamhe, yeh pal, yeh khwab adhoore reh gaye toh?"
Rishi (maturity se):
"Main tujhe adhura rehne hi nahi dunga… chahe jitna waqt lage… tu meri jaan hai… aur pyaar sirf paas reh kar nahi hota, kabhi kabhi doori mein hi sabse gehra rishta palta hai."
Dono ki baaton mein aisi roohani taap thi ki ek virtual embrace mehsoos ho raha tha. Koi physical touch nahi, lekin dono ke beech ki vichaaron ki taap, saanso ka talmel, aur lamhon ka bharosa sab kuch keh raha tha.
Mil phir bhi nai paye dono tamam koshisho ke bavjood bhi, lekin dono ab samajh chuke the ki milna zaroori nahi, jude rehna zaroori hota hai.











Chapter19 : Khwabon Ka Milna Abhi Baaqi Hai
Laxmangarh ki shaam, aur Mumbai ka din...
Do sheher, do dil, ek silsila—jo milke bhi mil nahi paaye the.
Hostel ki chat par baithi Sheetal ne thandi hawa mein apne baalon ko khule chhod diya. Aankhon mein ek ajeeb si udaasi thi… uski diary ke ek page par likha tha:
“Usne kaha tha – jaldi milne aayega,
Par waqt ne har baar ek nayi chaal chal di.
Main uske bina hoon, lekin khud se door nahi,
Shayad is baar dooriyon ne pyaar ko aur gehra kar diya hai.”
Doosri taraf Mumbai ki bheed mein khoya Rishi, VT station ke paas ek tapri par cutting chai le kar baitha tha. Paas mein ek couple ko haaste dekh kar uska dil ek dam se bheeg gaya…
"Kaash tu yahan hoti…
Main tujhe ek haath se sambhalta,
Doosre haath se tere baalon ko kaan ke peeche karta,
Aur keh deta—kya tujhmein sama jaaun?"
That Night — Their Most Intimate Call Yet
Raat ke 12:47 ho chuke the.
Sheetal ka message aaya:
"Jaag rahe ho?"
Rishi: “Tere bina neend ka naam hi nahi. Call?”
Sheetal: “Karo...”
Phone bajta hai.
Call connects. Silence.
Bas dono ki saansien… ek ajeeb si lagan mein bandhi hui.
Sheetal:
"Rishi…
Tum mujhe itna kyun yaad aate ho har waqt?"
Rishi (thodi der chup rehkar):
"Shayad kyunki tu mere andar basa hua koi geet hai…
Jo har waqt bajta hai… bina rukhe."
Sheetal (halki si hansi):
"Tumhare dialogues kabhi kabhi Dharamveer Bharti jaise lagte hain…"
Rishi (softly):
"Par jo mehsoos karta hoon woh sirf tera Rishi karta hai, kisi ka Chander nahi."
Silence… ek gehri.
Rishi:
"Tu yahan hoti na toh…
Main tujhe apni aankhon se chho leta…
Woh jo tu kehti hai na – aankhon mein pyaar dikhta hai…
Main dikhata, bina kuch kahe."
Sheetal (dheere se):
"Main khudko sambhal bhi nahi paati jab tum aise bolte ho…"
Rishi:
"Toh kab tak sambhalogi?
Kab tak rukogi?
Kab milogi, Ritakshi?
Main sirf baaton mein jee nahi sakta ab."
Sheetal (thoda roothi si):
"Main bhi jee rahi hoon tumhare bina…
Par ghar toh tabhi laut sakti hoon jab college break mile…
Tum samajhte kyun nahi?"
Rishi (halka sa tensed):
"Main samajhta hoon…
Par mera dil nahi samajhta."
Bittersweet Ending to the Call
Sheetal:
"Ek baat kahu?"
Rishi:
"Bina kahe bhi sun lunga."
Sheetal:
"Aaj jab maine hostel ke lawn mein couple ko baithke haaste dekha na…
Bas socha… kab tak likhte rahenge hum ek dusre ko,
Kab tak is call mein teri awaaz ko gale lagati rahungi?"
Rishi:
"Jab tak milne ka waqt nahi aa jata,
Meri awaaz hi tera haqdaar hai."
Sheetal:
"Tab tak tu mera Rishi hai…
Aur main teri Sheetal."
Rishi (softly):
"Hum… door hain, par adhoore nahi."
Call disconnects.
Par dil… aur bhi zyada connect ho jaate hain.
Raat ka ek baje ka waqt tha. Hostel ke sab kamre so rahe the, lekin do dil jag rahe the—ek Mumbai ke hostel se, aur ek Laxmangarh ke.
Rishi apne bistar par lete hue, phone ka speaker kaan se lagaaye, uski awaaz mein wohi purani masti thi — lekin aaj usmein kuch aur bhi tha... ek narmi, ek gehraapan.
Rishi (softly teasing):
"Toh madam... ab toh bas final semester bacha hai. Ek saal aur... phir toh main Mumbai ke saare bridges par tere liye love quotes likhwa dunga."
Sheetal giggled on the other end. She was sitting in her hostel garden, the moonlight falling gently on her face. Her fingers played with the grass as she listened to him talk.
Sheetal (smiling):
"Aur tab tak? Sirf phone pe dialogues chalenge?"
Rishi:
"Aur kya! Tere birthday se shuru karte hain... March 10, right?"  Rishi ek second ke liye chup ho gaya. Phir bola, “Pata hai, aaj subah se mann ajeeb sa lag raha tha… fir yaad aaya — March chal raha hai… aur 10th March... tera birthday!”
Ek lamba sannata chhaya raha... phir sirf uski halki si ‘hmm’ ki awaaz aayi.
Rishi ne fir pucha, “Bata na... kuch plan kiya hai? Hostel mein celebration hoga? College friends kuch kar rahe hain kya?”
Sheetal ne thoda sa pause leke kaha, “Kya hi celebration Rishi... mujhe kabhi birthday pe gift mila hi nahi.”
Rishi ki aankhon mein hairani si chhup gayi, “Kya? Matlab... kabhi bhi nahi?”
“Hmm...” usne dheere se kaha, “Na mummy-papa kabhi kuch laaye... na kisi dost ne kabhi diya. Mujhe kabhi kuch milne ki aadat hi nahi lagi. Aur maine khud bhi kabhi kisi se kuch expect nahi kiya. Expect karungi toh hurt bhi toh hogi”
Rishi ki saansen thodi tez ho gayi. Usne aankhen bandh karke socha — ye ladki kitni gehri hai... aur kitni tooti hui bhi…
“Nahi Rishi... kabhi nahi. I guess... kuch log sirf dene ke liye hote hain, maangne ke liye nahi.”
Rishi chup raha. Kaafi der tak. Fir usne kaha — “Toh is baar... tera birthday alag hoga.”
“Kaise?” usne halka sa hasa kar pucha.
“Is baar tujhe milega pehla gift... sabse khaas gift. Jo sirf tera hoga. Tere liye socha gaya, tere liye diya gaya. Tere Rishi ka diya hua... pyaar se bhara hua.”
Phone ki doosri taraf khamoshi chhayi thi. Lekin uss khamoshi mein ek halka sa sukoon bhi tha... jaise kisi ne dil par haath rakh diya ho.
“Rishi...” uski awaaz ab zyada naram thi, “Tum kyun ho mere liye itne ache? Mujhe darr lagta hai... kahin main is sab ki aadat na daal loon...”
“Tu daal le Sheetal...” usne pyaar se kaha, “Main hoon na. Har saal, har birthday, har gham, har khushi mein. Tu bas ek baar keh de... ki tu deserve karti hai pyaar. Aur main de dunga sab kuch.”
Sheetal ne phone ke mic se chehra chipka liya... uski aankhon se ek boond nikal kar takiye par gir gayi. Pehli baar... usne kisi se kuch paana chaha tha. Aur pehli baar... kisi ne bina maange sab kuch de diya tha.
Sheetal ka 18th birthday.
Ek aisi tareekh jise Rishi kabhi bhool nahi sakta tha. Na is baar. Na kisi aur baar.
Aur usne thaan liya tha—yeh birthday, uski zindagi ka sabse yaadgaar din banayega...
chahe usse iske liye apna sab kuch kyun na daav pe lagana pade.
Mumbai ke hostel ke ek chhote se kamre mein, Rishi ne ek bada sa courier box khola. Dheere-dheere ek-ek karke cheezein usme sajata gaya, jaise dil ke tukde ho—ek ek ehsaas, ek ek jazba.
Sabse pehle, usne rakhi 4 badi dark chocolates.
Unke wrappers ke andar chhoti-chhoti chitthiyan chhupayi thi. Har ek chitthi mein ek baat likhi thi, jo woh Sheetal se kehna chahta tha...
“Tera har gham meetha kar dunga...”
“Main hamesha teri khushi ban ke rahna chahta hoon...”
“Teri khamoshi ko bhi padh sakta hoon...”
“Tujh mein hi toh main hoon...”
Phir usne rakhi ek hoodie — uske favourite marshmallow shade mein.
Hoodie ke folds mein uski khushboo basa di thi—woh musky, soft perfume, jo usne khud apni kamai se liya tha... sirf us pal ke liye jab Sheetal usse pehnegi, aur mehsoos karegi jaise Rishi ki baahon mein hai.
Aur phir rakha ek chhota sa bottle — perfume ka.
Wo khushboo jo Rishi ko Sheetal ke baalon mein ghum ho jane wali lagti thi...
"Main chahta hoon, jab bhi tu isse lagaye... tujhe yaad aaye ki main tujhe har pal mehsoos karta hoon... even from miles away."
Lekin sabse khas tha usme ek bada sa love letter.
Ek lambe, haathon se likhe hue letter mein usne woh sab likh diya jo dil mein tha...
Pyaari Sheetal,
(ya shayad kahun — meri saans, mera sukoon, meri duniya...)
Aaj tu apne jeevan ke ek naye mod par khadi hai. 18 ka ho jana sirf ek umar ka number nahi hota... ye toh ek nayi duniya ka darwaza hota hai — jahan tu apne faisle, apne sapne, apni zindagi ke rang khud chunegi. Aur main chahta hoon, chahta hoon ke har ek mod pe tu muskuraye… bina kisi darr ke, bina kisi kami ke.
Tujhse milne ke baad maine samjha ki pyaar kya hota hai. Pehle log kehte the, mohabbat mein junoon hota hai. Mujhe laga tha filmy baat hai… par tu mili, toh mehsoos hua ki junoon sirf ek aag nahi hoti, ek sukoon bhi hota hai.
Jab tu haste hue "hmm" kehti hai na, mera pura din us ek "hmm" mein jee jaata hai. Teri aankhon ka kajal, teri baaton ka lehja, tera naam mere liye dua ki tarah hai — har roz, har raat, har lamha.
Tu jaanti hai Sheetal, main kabhi kisi se kuch maang nahi paya. Par tujhmein main apne khuda ko dekhta hoon — jis se maangne ka haq bhi mujhe darrata hai.
Kya pata, tu roothe toh?
Kya pata, tu door chale jaaye?
Isliye, main har baar chup reh jaata hoon.
Par tu toh padhti hai na meri khamoshiyan bhi?
Tera hona, mere hone ka sabse khoobsurat sabab hai.
Mujhe yaad hai wo pal jab maine tujhe Facebook pe pehli baar "Hi" likha tha… ek ajeeb si ghabrahat thi, par uske baad jo safar chala, usne mujhe ek aur insaan bana diya. Mujhe khud se milaya.
Tujhse baatein karke, raat ke 2 baje tak jag kar, sapne bunna… tujhe har mushkil se door rakhne ka junoon… tujhe paane ki nahi, tujhe sambhalne ki tamanna…
Main nahi chahta ki tu kabhi soch bhi paye ki tujhe kabhi kisi cheez ki kami ho.
Chahe duniya tujhe kuch de ya na de, par Rishi tujhe sab kuch dega — har baar, har pal.
Isliye yeh chhota sa parcel nahi, yeh mera dil hai...
...jo tujh tak bhej raha hoon.
Usme jo ghadi hai na, wo sirf waqt nahi dikhati... wo har wo lamha dikhati hai jo main tere saath bitaana chahta hoon.
Wo hoodie main chahta hoon tu pehne, jab tujhe thand mehsoos ho... aur mehsoos ho ki main hoon, tere itna kareeb, ke meri khushboo tere chehre tak aa jaye.
Main chahta hoon, tu har subah is perfume ki khushboo se shuru kare — jaise main tere kaan ke paas aake keh raha hoon:
“Good morning, meri jaan…”
Aur yeh chocolates? Ye sirf mithaas nahi hai...
Yeh us zindagi ka taste hai, jahan tu ho — jahan gham bhi khushiyon jaisa lage.
Aur sabse aakhri mein...
Main tujhe khud dena chahta hoon.
Apne sare jazbaat, apni sari chintaayein, apni har ek muskurahat ke saath.
Rakh le mujhe apne paas, kisi ek chhoti si yaad ki tarah bhi sahi.
Main us yaad mein jee loonga, mar bhi loonga.
Happy 18th Birthday, meri rooh.
Tere is nayi zindagi ke pehle din par, tujhe main apna dil de raha hoon.
Ab tu meri zindagi ka har agla saal, har agla pal, har agla sapna hai...
Hamesha tera,
Rishi
Aur sabse aakhri mein...
Usne narm kapde mein lapet kar rakhi Fossil ki ek sundar si watch.
Woh ghadi, jise usne mahino tak paisa jod-jod ke kharida tha. Jab dekha tha toh sirf ek baat sochi thi:
"Jab Sheetal isse pehnegi, toh waqt ruk jayega... aur us ghadi ka har second uske haathon pe chamkega, jaise main uske paas hoon..."
Usne ek sec ke liye bhi yeh nahi socha ki mehngi hai, ya zarurat kya hai.
Kyuki pyaar mein zarurat nahi hoti... bas jazbaat hote hain.
Aur woh sab kuch de raha tha — jisme uska apna kuch bhi bacha nahi tha.
Uske paas kabhi kuch tha bhi nahi...
woh bhi kahin na kahin Sheetal jaisa hi tha — apne jazbaat chhupake jeene wala.
Lekin in sab baaton ka pata Sheetal ko nahi tha.
Usne kabhi bataya bhi nahi... kyunki Rishi ke liye sabse zaroori thi uski muskaan.
Aur jab woh box band kar raha tha...
usne ek last chitthi andar rakhi...
“Happy Birthday, meri jaan. Tu meri zindagi ka sabse haseen lamha hai... Tera Rishi.”
















Chapter 20: “7th March – Parcel of Love”
Din tha 7 March. Laxmangarh Girls' University ka campus usual routine mein busy tha, par aaj Sheetal ka man ajib si halchal se bhara tha. Subah-subah hostel ke main gate pe ek courier aata hai – ek bada sa brown box, achhe se tape kiya hua, jisme likha hota hai:
To: Sheetal Sharma
From: Rishi (Mumbai)
Usne box ko dekha, aankhon ka noor badal gaya.
“Yeh... sach mein usne bheja?”
Wo hamesha sochti thi ki Rishi sirf feel-good baatein karta hai, emotional bolta hai lekin shayad karega nahi kabhi.
Par aaj usne usse galat sabit kar diya tha.
Usne box hostel room mein le jaake rakha, thoda der tak usse dekhti rahi... uska dil zor se dhadak raha tha.
Usne turant phone uthaya, Rishi ko call lagaya.
Phone uthte hi bola:
Sheetal (bacchon jaisi zidd mein):
"Rishi! Yeh sab sach mein tune bheja hai?! Bata bhi nahiaya! Mujhe abhi kholna hai... abhi ke abhi!"
Rishi (halki si hansi ke saath):
"Nahi meri jaan… raat 12 baje. Tere birthday pe hi. Special moment ke liye sab kuch sambhal ke rakha hai."
Sheetal ne munh fula liya,
"Tu toh na… ekdum badtameez hai! Mujhe abhi dekhna hai. Mujhse intezaar nahi hota!"
Rishi:
"Toh mat kar intezaar… lekin main nahi chahta woh lamha miss ho jaye. Jab tu khol rahi ho toh main tujhe dekhna chahta hoon… tujhmein apna pyaar dekhna chahta hoon."
Uske baad, dono kuch der chup ho jaate hai. Sheetal ki aankhon mein aansu aa jaate hai… ekdum se, bina roye, woh pighal jaati hai.
Sheetal:
"Rishi… tu kabhi mujhe chhod ke toh nahi jayega na?"
Rishi (ek gehri saans lete hue):
"Agar 6 mahine ke liye door hu, toh kya hua… agar 6 saal bhi lag jaaye, main wahi rahunga… tere paas, tere intezaar mein."
Raat ka har pal ab Sheetal ke liye bhari tha... vo parcel ek nasha ban gaya tha.
Har raat vo Rishi se kehti thi:
"Rishi... I love you. Tune mere liye sab kuch kiya. Na hum kabhi mile, na main tujhe woh sab de paayi jo log pyaar mein dete hain, lekin tune fir bhi mujhe sabse zyada diya... kyun Rishi? Kyun?"
Rishi kuch nahi bolta tha... bas phone ke us paar ek khamoshi hoti thi — lekin usmein mohabbat chilla rahi hoti thi.
 “Ek Lamha, Jisme Zindagi Sama Gayi”
(9th March, 11:45 PM – Birthday Eve)
Kamre mein ek halka sa andhera tha, sirf study lamp jal raha tha. Sheetal ne apne baal khule chhod diye the, ek loose hoodie pehni hui thi — wahi hoodie jo usne abhi tak parcel se nahi nikali thi... abhi bhi box uske saamne tha, lekin uska dil uss waqt aur tez dhadak raha tha.
11:45 PM — Rishi ka video call aata hai. Usne turant accept kiya. Screen pe Rishi tha… halke musskurate hue, aankhon mein ek ajeeb si chupi hui si nervousness thi
 Rishi thoda anxious tha, Sheetal ka reaction dekhne ke liye bechain.
Aur Sheetal? Uska chehra... chamak raha tha.
Ek nayi si roshni thi uske chehre pe. Na usne makeup kiya tha, na tayar hui thi — fir bhi, us din woh sabse sundar lag rahi thi.
 Rishi:
“Tu ready hai?”
Sheetal (narmi se):
“Rishi… pata nahi kyun, aisa lag raha hai jaise meri duniya thodi der mein badal jaayegi…”
Rishi:
“Tabhi toh keh raha hoon… ready ho ja meri duniya banne ke liye.”
Woh hansi… woh aankhon ka chamak… dono taraf ek ajeeb si roshni thi.

12:00 AM
Rishi (camera ke us paar se muskurate hue):
"Happy birthday, Sheetal. I love you. Thank you for being there... for being with me."
Sheetal ke aankhon se aansu beh jaate hai. Uske hothon se bas nikalta hai:
"Kisi ne mujhe bina maange sab kuch de diya, Rishi..."
Aur tab wo box kholti hai... ek ek cheez nikalti hai...
1. Marshmallow hoodie — jisme uska naam likha tha, jise dekhke usne aankhen band karke socha: "Yeh Rishi ki baahon jaisa lag raha hai..." Usne aankhen band karke usse apne chehre se lagaya.
"Jaise tu mujhe apni baahon mein le raha ho Rishi…"
Uski aankhon se ek aansu tapak gaya.
2. Perfume — Phir usne nikaala ek chhota perfume bottle. Cap khol ke jaise hi usne spray kiya, pura kamra mehak utha — ek khushboo jo sirf yaadon ki hoti hai, jo sirf ek insaan se jodi hoti hai khushboo se uska kamra mehak uthta hai. "Yeh to Rishi ki yaadon jaisa lag raha hai..." 
Dark chocolates — Chocolates ke ek ek packet par cute se handwritten notes the:
· "Ye wali teri hansi jaisi meethi hai."
· "Isme teri aankhon jaisi gehraayi hai."
· "Aur yeh wali... tujhmein meri jaan basi hai."
Sheetal muskuraate muskuraate ro padti hai.
3. Love Letter — jisme har lafz Rishi ka dil tha.
4. Aur phir... Fossil ki Watch — ek mehngi gift jise dekhke Sheetal shock ho jaati hai.
Usne us ghadi ko haath mein pehna, aur Rishi se bola:
"Tune mujhe waqt nahi diya, tune mujhe mere jeene ki wajah de di..."
Rishi aankhon mein aansu lekar bas ek hi baat kehta hai:
"Tu iss ghadi mein nahi hai, tu meri zindagi mein sabse sundar lagti hai, Sheetal."
Sheetal camera ke us paar roti jaa rahi thi. Par woh aansu dard ke nahi the — woh us sukoon ke the, jo sirf ek sachche pyaar mein milta hai.
Sheetal:
"Rishi… tune mujhe bina maange sab kuch de diya.
Mujhe kabhi laga hi nahi ki main kisi ke liye itni khaas ho sakti hoon.
Tujhmein mujhe meri hi ek behtar roop dikhta hai…
Aur yeh ghadi… yeh sirf waqt nahi… yeh tera pyaar hai."
Phir usne woh ghadi pehni.
Woh camera ke saamne apne haath dikhati hai.
"Dekh Rishi… ab har waqt tu mere haath mein hai."
Rishi us moment mein bas chup rehta hai… aankhon mein paani, dil mein ek shanti.
Sheetal kehti hai:
"Tu kabhi chhod ke toh nahi jaayega na?"
Rishi (thodi der chup rehta hai, phir kehta hai):
"Tu mujhe samundar mein chhod de, main baarish banke laut aaunga.
Tu mujhe andhere mein chhod de, main tera chaand ban jaaunga.
Par tujhe… kabhi chhod ke nahi jaaunga." 
Subah hostel ka corridor, thoda sa shor, birthday wishes ki goonj —
aur beech mein Sheetal, thoda blush karti hui, par aankhon mein ek alag si chamak thi.
Vo hoodie jo usne parcel se nikali thi, usne pehni hui thi — sleeves thodi lambi thi, lekin usse chhupane ka koi irada nahi tha.
Uske haath mein wahi Fossil ki watch thi,
aur perfume ki woh khushboo... uske aaspaas hawaon mein ghul chuki thi.
Uski dost Piya sabse pehle poochti hai:
Piya (taang khinchti hui):
“Yeh kya baat hai madam, kal raat kaunse fairy tale mein thi tum?”
Sheetal (halki muskurahat ke saath, aankhon mein nami chhupaye):
“Bas ek parcel aaya tha...”
Simran (excited):
“Yeh hoodie, yeh watch... chocolates... sab usi box mein tha na? Bata na, kisne bheja?”
Sheetal thodi der chup rehti hai... fir bohot pyaar se kehti hai:
“Rishi ne bheja hai....”
Sab hostel waali ladkiyan ek pal ke liye bas usse dekhti rehti hain...
kisi ke paas kehne ko shabd nahi hota... sirf ek halki si muskurahat aur aankhon mein ek hi jazba:
“Aisa pyaar kisko milta hai…”
Ragini (ekdam dreamy awaaz mein):
"Yaar, mujhe bhi koi Rishi chahiye... jo bina mile sab kuch de jaaye."
Priya:
“Usne teri har wish poori kar di bina tujhe kuch bataye… how dreamy is that yaar!”
Sheetal (bohot pyaar se kehti hai):
“Usne mujhe meri har wish se pehle poora samajh liya...
aur jo maanga nahi tha na... usse bhi meri zindagi mein bhar diya.”
Woh pal hostel ke terrace tak fail gaya...
chand ladkiyan jo kabhi pyaar mein hurt hui thi, woh chupke se muskurayi thi...
aur kuch aisi thi jinke dil mein ab khud apne liye ek “Rishi” ban gaya tha.
Us din ka har moment Sheetal ke liye ek nayi kahani likh raha tha...
Aur jab vo raat ko Rishi se baat karti hai,
vo kehti hai:
"Rishi... aaj sab mujhse bas ek hi cheez pooch rahe the — 'Tu kitni lucky hai.'
Par main sirf itna keh paayi...
Lucky nahi hoon Rishi, main toh bas tujhmein kho gayi hoon.”
Rishi chup tha… fir usne kaha:
"Aur main tujhmein jee raha hoon, Sheetal. Har pal."
Birthday ke kuch din baad... dono apne-apne campus life mein wapas fully involved ho jaate hain.
College mein assignments, notes, group studies aur hostel ki responsibilities...
upar se finals ka pressure –
lekin ek dusre ke liye waqt nikalna, ye dono ab aadat ban chuki thi.
Raat ke 2 baje tak phone ke saamne aankhon mein neend thi, par dil mein bas ek tasalli:
"Woh sun raha hai, main bol rahi hoon... toh sab theek hai."
Ek raat, March 28, 1:47 AM – video call
Sheetal (thodi thaki si):
"Rishi, tu bhi thak gaya hoga... so ja na."
Rishi (smiling):
"Tujhe dekhe bina neend kaha aati hai mujhe?
Aur aaj toh tu hoodie mein aur bhi pyari lag rahi hai... jaise us hoodie ne tujhe apna bana liya ho."
Sheetal (blushing):
"Tune diya hai na... isiliye itni apni lagti hai.
Waise... tujhe ek baat bataun?"
Rishi:
"Batao meri jaan."
Sheetal:
"Jab vo parcel khola tha... toh lag raha tha jaise kisi ne meri zindagi ke sabse khoobsurat lamhe ek box mein band karke bhej diye ho.
Tu jaanta hai Rishi...
Mujhe aaj tak kisi ne itna thoughtful gift nahi diya tha... kabhi kisi ne mujhe itna feel nahi karaya tha..."
Rishi (aankhon mein pyaar ke aansu dabate hue):
"Tu jaanti hai Sheetal... vo Fossil ki ghadi main kab se dekh raha tha.
Mujhe laga, jab tu use pehnegi... toh har waqt aur bhi sundar ho jaayega.
Har second tera ho jaayega...
aur mujhe ye soch kar hi sukoon milta hai."
Dono kuch der tak chup rehte hain... sirf aankhon mein baatein hoti hain.
Waqt thoda tham sa jaata hai.
Sheetal:
"Rishi... mujhe dar lagta hai kabhi kabhi."
Rishi:
"Kis baat ka dar?"
Sheetal:
"Ki kahin ye sab sapna na ho...
ki kahin tu mujhse door na ho jaaye..."
Rishi (uski aankhon mein dekhte hue):
"Main har us pal mein tere paas hoon, jahan tu khush hoti hai.
Aur agar tujhe mere hone ka ehsaas hota rahe...
toh dooriyan sirf doori nahi rehti, vo ek naya rishte ka wajood ban jaati hai."
Sheetal:
"Tu kitna likhta hai dil se...
kabhi kabhi lagta hai, main kisi novel ki heroine ban gayi hoon."
Rishi (muskurata hai):
"Toh phir main us novel ka writer ban jaata hoon...
jo sirf tere liye likhi ja rahi hai."
Next Day
Dono exam mode mein shift ho jaate hain, lekin har raat ek dusre ka goodnight message,
har subah ek "Good luck, champ!"
ye unka apna ritual ban chuka hota hai.
April ke aakhri hafte mein exams khatam hone wale hote hain...
Aur ab dono ke dil mein ek hi khayal:
“Kya iss baar hum sach mein mil payenge?”















Chapter 21: “Woh Pal... Jo Saalon Ka Intezaar Tha”
Dono ke exams khatam ho chuke hote hain.
Wo pressure, wo tension... sab kuch ab sirf ek yaad ban gaya hota hai.
Lekin us sabke beech, ek cheez ab bhi zinda thi —
"Intezaar."
29 April 2019 ki shaam...
Phone ke uss chhoti si screen par do log baithkar bade sapne bunta karte the.
Sheetal hostel ke apne bed pr leti thi, rishi apne kamre ke kone mein jhukkar baitha tha — dono ki aankhon mein ek hi sawal tha, "kab milenge?"
Aur jaise upar waale ne bhi unki baat sun li ho...
Baaton-baaton mein rishi ne kaha:
"Ek kaam karte hain... main subah Ajmer se Jaipur aata hoon, fir Jaipur se seedha Laxmangarh. Tum hostel ke bahar milna, phir hum dono saath mein Ajmer laut jaayenge. Tu hostel ke warden ya mummy se kuch kah de... bas ek din, bas ek mulaqat."
Sheetal pehle thodi ghabraayi, thoda simeet gayi...
"Papa ki nigraani bahut sakht hai... agar pata chal gaya toh?"
Par rishi ka jazba... uski aankhon ka vishwas... uski awaaz ka bharosa... kuch aisa tha ki Sheetal ka har darr haar gaya, aur pyaar jeet gaya.
"Theek hai... karte hain. Ek baar toh milna banta hai."
Aur yun decide hua...
23 May 2019 — dono ki pehli mulaqat ka din.
Agle kuch hafton tak dono ki baat ka sirf ek hi maqsad tha — “kya pehnoge?”, “tumhe pehli baar dekhunga toh kya kahunga?”, “pakka milenge na?”, “kya tu mujhe pehchaan legi pehli nazar mein?”
Raaton ko ye sawaal satate, subah uthkar inn baton par muskaan bikhar jaati.
Aur aayi wo raat —
22 May.
Sheetal ne hostel ke andar apna sab kuch arrange kar liya tha halaki uske maan m darr toh bht tha pr kher apne pyaar ke lie toh sb kuch jayaz hai . vhi us din uska aakhri paper bhi tha dono ki lambi btt hoti h kisi ka bhi maan nhi tha vo call cut krne ka lekin rishi usse bejhta hai or kehta hai bs jaana kuch ghante or phir tere pss….




















Chapter 22: Pehli Mulaqat – 23 May 2019
Subah ka waqt tha… shaant si galiyon mein halki si roshni chhalak rahi thi… aur ek ladka, Rishi, dil mein ek toofan liye nikal chuka tha...
Uski aankhon mein ek aisa sapna tha jo saans ban chuka tha…
Ek maroon shirt, blue jeans, perfectly set baal… aur uske kaanon mein lage earphones mein sirf ek hi geet –
"Main tenu samjhawan ki, na tere bina lagda jee…”
Subah 5:30 baje ghar se nikalte waqt uske kadam thode jaldi mein the, thode ghabraaye hue… lekin dil?
Woh toh sirf ek naam le raha tha – Sheetal.
Aaj pehli baar milne jaa raha tha apne khwaab se…
Apne pyaar se…
Bag mein chocolates, ek hoodie jismein uska khud ka pyaar daba hua tha, ek bottle paani aur thoda khana… lekin sabse gehra tha uska hausla…kyuki Rishi un ladkon mein se tha jinhone kabhi safar akela kiya hi nahi tha…Na bus jaana aata tha, na shehron ki bhaag-daud.Par pyaar… pyaar toh raaste chunaata hai na?
Udhar Sheetal apna aakhri paper de rahi thi… lekin man? Woh toh aaj kisi aur sheher mein tha…Woh ladki, jiske aankhon mein hamesha ek darr rehta tha… aaj ek umeed thi…
Aaj usne bhi maroon shirt pehna tha, jeans aur casual shoes…
Baalo mein halka se gilaapan tha, aur aankhon mein chamak…
Jab usne apni tasveer bheji Rishi ko – toh Rishi bas ek hi baat soch paya –
"Aaj toh Khuda bhi mujhe rokh nahi sakta."
Rishi Jaipur pahuchta hai 9 baje…wahan se auto leta hai bus stand ke liye… aur wahan…
Uski zindagi ka sabse naya tajurba… ek bheed bhari local bus. Na seat, na hawa… sirf garmi, pasina, aur uske bag mein sulagta pyaar…
Par uska josh?
Uska jazba?
Sab kuch tha… Sheetal tak pahuchne ka paighaam…
Doopahar 1 baje…Sheetal ka paper khatam hota hai…
Aur usi waqt, Lakshmangarh ki us campus ki dhool bhari galiyon mein ek ladka utarta hai…
Garmi apne shikhar par… lekin uska pyaar bhi toh…
Rishi idhar-udhar dekh raha hota hai…Aur ek pal… ek lamha…
Uski nazar uss ladki par padti hai jo door se bas usey dekh rahi hoti hai…
Ek halki si muskaan… aankhon mein nami… lekin chehre par roshni thi – usi ki roshni jise Rishi ne kabhi sirf tasveeron mein mehsoos kiya tha…
Woh chalta hai… dheere-dheere…Na kuch keh paata hai… na woh…Sirf aankhon se baatein hoti hain…Aur Rishi uska haath pakad leta hai…
Itna zor se, jaise us pal mein saari duniya simat gayi ho…"Jaise aaj duniya ka aakhri din ho… aur tu mere samne ho…"
Woh kehte hain na – kuch pal hote hain jo sirf rooh mehsoos karti hai…
Yeh wahi tha.
Sheetal ki Pehli Jhalk – Rishi ki Nazar Se
Wo lamha…
Jab Rishi ne pehli baar usse dekha, toh duniya ruk gayi thi…
Na garmi ka ehsaas raha… na bheed ka shor…
Sirf ek chehra tha – Sheetal.
Usne pehna tha ek halka mehroon color ka cotton top, jismein uski saaf, narm si wheatish twacha dhoop mein aur bhi chamak rahi thi.
Uski black jeans bilkul simple thi, lekin uski adaaon ke aage woh bhi naya rang le rahi thi.
Paaon mein white sneakers the, jinke shoelace dheere-dheere hawa mein hil rahe the… lekin uska chehra?
Chehra jaise kisi kavita ka pehla sher ho…
Ek muskaan, jo uske dard ko bhi pyaar bana deti thi.
Aankhen, jaise udaasiyon ke saahil par bhi khushi ke jharne behte ho…
Aur un aankhon ke neeche thodi si neend thi – shaayad raat bhar baatein karne ka asar –
Lekin usi ne toh Rishi ko baandh liya tha.
Uske baal, halka gilaapan liye, peeth tak aaye hue…
Hawa mein udte nahi the… jaise bas Rishi ki aankhon ke saamne thahar gaye ho.
Usne kuch makeup nahi kiya tha…
Na lipstick, na eyeliner… sirf ek masoomiyat ka noor tha uske chehre pe…
Jaise khuda ne us din bas usey sajaya ho…
Simplicity ki misaal thi woh… lekin uss simplicity mein itna husn chhupa tha, ke Rishi saans lena bhool gaya.
Aur jab Sheetal ne pehli baar Rishi ki taraf dekha…
Woh nazar…
Jaise pura aasmaan uski aankhon mein utar aaya ho…
Kuch kehna chahti thi… lekin sirf aankhon se kaha –
"Tu aaya hai na… ab sab theek lag raha hai."
Rishi ke liye woh ek ladki nahi thi…
Woh uske khwaabon ki jeeti-jaagti dua thi…
Woh dua jo usne har baar phone rakhte waqt maangi thi…
Aur aaj…
Wo roop… wo ehsaas…
Sirf ek mulaqat mein Rishi ki zindagi ban gaya.

Rishi uska haath pakad ke kehta hai –
"Is haath ki tasveer kheech leta hoon… taaki yaad rahe, jis tarah aaj pakda hai… zindagi bhar chhodunga nahi."
Sheetal thoda muskaati hai… kuch bolti nahi…Uske aankhon se ek aansu beh jaata hai…
Aur us aansu mein tha –
Darr bhi…
Umeed bhi…
Aur pyaar…
Woh pyaar jo saalon se phone ke paar tha…Aaj saansein saath mein le raha tha.
Bus Ka Safar – Pehli Baar Ek Saath
Dono ke beech baat abhi shuru hi hui thi…
Ek shabd ke baad doosra kehne ka waqt bhi nahi mila tha,
Ki ek dusty si, halki si kharash bhari bus aayi…
Aur conductor ne aankhon mein be-laj sharam le kar keh diya –
“Bhaiya aage baith jao… didi peeche…”
Shataksi ke chehre pe muskaan thi, lekin Rishi ke dil mein kroodh ka agni lehar sa uth gaya.
Uska chehra tapak padta tha jaise junoon mein bhari ghadi.
Usne turant aankhon se aag barasate hue kaha –
“Kyun? Di peeche kyu baithengi?
Paise humne dono ne diye hain, izzat ek ko milegi?”
Usne turant phone uthaya, bus company mein complaint ki…
Conductor ka rang ud gaya…
Aur kuch hi palon mein usne maafi maangi.
Par tab tak Sheetal ka chehra halka sa gabhra gaya tha…
Woh nahi chahti thi ki iss pehli mulaqat mein koi teekhi baat ho.
Usne haath pakad kar Rishi se kaha –
“Chhod na Rishi, rehne de… mil toh gaye na ek doosre se…”
Par Rishi…
Woh sirf ek ladka nahi tha…
Woh tha protector, woh tha jazbaat ka pahredaar.
Uski aankhon mein ek aag thi…
Aur usne us aag ke beech kaha –
“Dekh Sheetal…
Aaj maaf kar raha hoon…
Par kabhi jab main kisi se baat kar raha hoon na…
Toh beech mein mat bolna…”
Woh baat shayad teekhi thi…
Par mohabbat kab hamesha meethi hoti hai?
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha…
Bas aankhen jhuka ke naraaz bachchi ban gayi…
Ek taraf se muh fula kar baith gayi –
“Main tujhse baat nahi karti…”
Bus ke peeche ki woh khaali seat…
Jahan sheher ka shor door reh gaya tha…
Aur sirf do dhadakte hue dil baith gaye the—ek dusre ke itne kareeb, jaise
dono ki tadap ek saans mein simat gayi ho. Rishi ne dheere se uska haath pakda—
naram, thoda thartharata hua haath,
jaise usme bijliyon ka jhonka bhar gaya ho…Rishi muskuraya…
Woh jaanta tha…Woh naraaz nahi hai,
Bas chahti hai uski tawajjo, uski manmani….
Aur phir usne apna sar uske kandhe par rakh diya…Sheetal ki palken bandh ho gayi,uske honton pe ek halki si muskaan thi,lekin uske dil mein toofan macha tha…Usne kabhi kisi ladke ka haath nahi pakda tha…Uske liye yeh sirf haath nahi tha…Yeh tha uske bharose ka pehla imtihaan.
Rishi uske itne kareeb tha…ki dono ki saans ek rhythm mein chalne lagi thi,lekin us rhythm mein ab ek uljhan thi,ek chupchaap si halchal,jo dono ke andar ka sach bolne ko tadap rahi thi…
Aur tab…Rishi ne dheere se uska chehra apni taraf kiya…Sheetal ki palkon ne thoda darr,thoda jhijhak, thoda pyaar chhupaya tha…Aur uski nigahein—jaise keh rahi thi—
“Rishi, tu jo karega… sahi hoga…”
Dono ke beech ka faasla kuch centimetres ka tha…Lekin uss pal mein woh centimetres… light years jaise lag rahe the.Rishi ne aankhon se uski ijaazat mangi,aur Sheetal ne bas halki si palkein jhuka li…
Aur bas...
Woh lamha aaya…
Jahan honth, pehli baar mohabbat ke raaz chhoone jaa rhe thae
Rishi ne apne honton se Sheetal ke honton ko bohot dheere se chhua…
Jaise koi mandir ki dehleez par pehla kadam rakhta hai…
Jaise koi geet ki pehli line gahri sans ke saath gungunata hai…
Aur uss sparsh ke sath hi—
Sheetal ki saans ruk gayi thi…uska seena tez tez uthne laga…jaise dil ke andar kisi ne dhol bajaa diya ho…uske haath kaanpne lage…
aur rango bhari palkein uss pyaar ke bojh se aur bhari ho gayi thi…Uske honton ne pehli baar kisi aur ki garmi mehsoos ki thi…aur woh garmi…sirf ek chumban nahi thi…
woh tha uske dil ki purani tanhaiyon ka jawab…
Pehli kiss...
na to besharam thi, na shararti…
woh thi ek vachan,
ek sankalp,
ek gehri si “main tere saath hoon” ki tasdiq…
Aur jab dono ke honton ne woh pal chhoo liya,toh dono ke chehre pe halki si nami thi…
na jaane garmi thi, ya jazbaat ka paseena…Kiss khatam hone ke baad dono ne aankhen nahi kholi…Bas ek lamha…ek lamha jisme sirf pyaar, pyaar aur pyaar tha…
Sheetal ka chehra gulabi pad gaya tha…
woh jhuki ja rahi thi…aur Rishi uske kaan ke paas jaake bas itna kaha—
“Tere honton ne meri zindagi ka matlab de diya Sheetal…”
Aur Sheetal ke aankhon se ek aansu nikla,lekin woh aansu dukh ka nahi tha…
woh tha ek ladki ka pehli baar kisi par poora bharosa karne ka aansu…
Agle kuch minute tak dono kuch nahi bole…
Na zarurat thi…
Na himmat…
Woh ek kiss mein sab keh chuke the…Aur jab pyaar bolta hai, zubaan chup ho jaati hai…
Sheetal hansi… thodi si sharmai…
Aur kehne lagi –
“Rishi… public mein… koi dekh lega…”
Toh Rishi ne wohi purana lekin amar jawab diya –
“Jab pyaar kiya, toh darna kya…”
Aur phir dono ek dusre mein sama gaye…
Jaise do raaton ki thakan, ek chhoti si palkon ki thandi si jhilmil mein chhup gayi ho.
Tabhi unki aage wali seat par ek 5 saal ki chhoti si bacchi unhein dekh raha tha…
Sheetal ekdam se uth gayi, jaise uski poori sanskriti hila di gayi ho…Sheetal ne usse dekha,
aur ekdum se seedhi ho gayi —
sharma gayi… khud se, us pal se
“Oh no Rishi, bachcha dekh raha hai…”
Rishi ne apne bag se ek Dairy Milk nikala,
Us bacche ke haath mein diya,
Aur kaha –
“Ja beta, jaake didi ke saath khel…”
Woh baccha chali gaya, lekin Sheetal nahi…
Woh ab bhi naraz thi –
“Ja na… tu toh busy hai sab mein…
Mere paas toh time hi nahi hai tera…”
Rishi ne haath pakad kar kaha –
“Pagli…
Mera toh har waqt, har lamha, har pal
Sirf aur sirf tere liye hai…”
Bus ke peeche ki seat pr, jahan parda tha sirf shyam ka,vahi in do dweeno ka maan kr rha tha —
"Na hath chhute, na yeh pal ruke..." dono ke beech ka waqt ek ujli subah jaisa chamak raha tha Na koi kuch bol raha tha, na hi koi dekh raha tha, lekin har ek touch, har ek movement...
ek khamosh kavita ban chuka tha jo sirf unke jism mehsoos kar rahe the...
Sheetal ki aankhon mein sharam thi, par us sharam mein ek dard bhi tha—
“Aaj nahi to kab? Kya yeh pal dobara milega?” Sheetal ne apne aap ko halka sa sambhala... Rishi ne uske baalon ko, jo kaan tak aaye the,
pyaar se peeche hata diya…
Us ek sparsh se Sheetal ke poore jism mein
ek lehar si daud gayi thi…
uski palkein bhaari ho chuki thi… aankhen apne aap band ho gayi thi…
Rishi ne uska haath pakda,
aur uski ungliyon ke siron ko
apne hothon se chhoo kar,
ek alag hi mohabbat ka geet chhed diya…
Sheetal ki saansen tez hone lagi thi…
usse samajh nahi aa raha tha
ke yeh excitement thi ya koi sukoon bhari ghabrahat…
Uski chest ke neeche kahin,
ek ajnabee si garmi uth rahi thi…
jo is pehli mulaqat ka asli rang tha…
Rishi ka chehra ab itna kareeb tha
ke un dono ki saansein ek dusre ke gaalon ko chhoo rahi thi…Rishi ne uske haathon ko aurkaas ke tham liya—
jaise keh raha ho, “Tu mujhme sama jaa…”
Garmi se paseene ki boonden dono ke haathon se beh rahi thi,
lekin woh paseena sharir ka nahi tha, woh mohabbat ka tha…
dono ki ulta-saans chal rahi thi,
jaise ek ek lamha dil ke beat ke saath jujh raha ho…
Rishi ne sheetal ki shirt ke kuch buttons khol diye—
narmi se, aadar se, poori ijaazat ke sath…
Sheetal ne aankhen jhuka li ,
lekin kuch boli nhi…uska rom rom kaap rha tha—
na dari hui thi, na roki hui thi—
bas mehsoos kar rahi thi us Rishi ko,
jo sirf uska tha…
Phir Rishi ne usse apnibaahoon m kaas kr bhar liya—ek bacche ki tarahh,
jiske pass uska khilauna ho,
aur dar ho ke koi cheen na le…
Us pakad m bhookh nhi thi…balidan tha ,
haq nhi tha… ibbadat thi…
Dono ke chehro ka ran gulabi padh chuka tha
na jaanemohabbat ka asar tha,
ya ya unke dil ki aandhi ka rang…
Aur tab…
bina kuch kahe…
bina kisi planning ke…
bs jazbaat ke zor pe…
Dono ke hoth ek dusre ko chhoo gaye…
Ek kiss... jo kisi rule mein nahi bandhi thi…
na samay mein, na jagah mein,
sirf pyaar mein…Ek sparsh... jo mohabbat ke pehle geet jaisa tha…
na jaane kitni baar socha tha is lamhe ko...
aur ab... woh ho raha tha…
Sheetal ka poora jism ek pal ke liye kaanp gaya…
uske hothon ne pehli baar kisi ladke ka chhoo lena mehsoos kiya tha…
Rishi ne aankhon se maafi nahi maangi,
sirf uski aankhon mein dekha,
aur aankhen poochh rahi thi —
"Kya galat kiya?"
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha…
sirf apni palkein jhuka di…
aur phir... Rishi ne use apni baahon mein bhar liya…
Iss baar woh kiss gehri thi…
geeli thi…
chup thi…
aur puri duniya se alag thi…
Sheetal ki aankhon ne palkein bandh kan li …
aur Rishi ne uske gale ko chhooma…
uske gaalon ko, uski aankhon ko,
uske kaan ke peeche, uski maang tak……
sab pe apne hotho se us mohabbat ki mohar chhodta gaya…har jaga pe sirf ek hi shabd likh diya tha —
"Main sirf tera hoon..."
Sheetal ne sirf ek hath Rishi ke seene par rakha…
jahan uska dil dhadak rha tha …
bohot tez… jaise drum baj raha ho…
aur har ek beat keh rahi thi—
"Main sirf tera hoon Sheetal…" Sheetal ne apni ungliyaan Rishi ke baalon mein ghusa di thi,
jaise keh rahi ho — "Ye pal ruk jaye…"
Kiss lamba tha…
aur har second mein ek naye emotion ka jhanjhat tha…
kabhi sharam, kabhi pyaar, kabhi ek lori sa sukoon…
aur kabhi ek toofan jaisa wajood…
Aur jab Rishi ne uska naam apne hothon ke beech se nikaala—
"Sha...takshi..."
toh woh naam shayari ban gaya tha…
Aur bas tabhi…
Jaipur aa gaya…
Jahaan duniya fir se yaad aayi…
jahaan bus badalni thi, par jazbaat nahi…Lekin us kiss ka ehsaas,
woh khula button,
woh halki halki sanson ka jadoo,
aur woh hothon ki nami…
ab tak dono ke jism par chhodi gayi thi…
jaise koi mehndi…
jo waqt ke saath gehri hoti ja rahi ho…
Ajmer ke liye nikalte waqt,
Rishi ne ek baar fir uskahath pakada,
aur uskiaakhon m dekhkar muskuraya—
"Yeh toh shuruaat thi, abhi to tere jism ke har kone se teri rooh tak jaana baaki hai…"
Sheetal ne aankhen jhukai, lekinrukk kr boli—
"Bas is baar bhi waada kar, mujhe sirf chhooge... kabhi todoge nahi…"
Rishi ne uske mathe pr phir ek halki si kiss di…
aur kaha—
"Tujhse sirf jurna aata hai, Sheetal…
tujhe khona... kabhi seekha hi nahi."
Ajmer ke raaste mein... sleeper cabin ke andhar woh teen ghante... jaise poori duniya se alag ek chhota sa jannat ka tukda mil gaya ho.
Jahan koi dekhne wala nahi, koi rokne wala nahi...
sirf do dil, do jism... aur ek mohabbat thi jo har second gehri hoti ja rahi thi.
Jaise hi Rishi aur Sheetal us cabin ke andhar ghuste hain,
Sheetal bina kuch bole usse kas ke pakad leti hai…
uski baahon mein aise chhup jaati hai jaise koi apna sab kuch paa gaya ho.
“Bas… ab kahin nahi jaane dungi…”
uske lafzon mein thodi si kampan thi…
aur Rishi ki baahon ki kasak pal pal aur gehri hoti gayi…
Unke haathon ki garmi ek dusre ke jism se guzar rahi thi…
aur cabin ke andhar sirf halki halki sanson ki awaz thi…
aur mohabbat ka junoon tha jo har pal unhe aur paas le ja raha tha.
Sheetal ne dheere se Rishi ki shirt ke button kholne shuru kiye…
har button ke saath uske haathon ka touch Rishi ke seene tak utar raha tha…
Rishi ne kuch nahi kaha,
sirf uske chehre ko dekhta raha…
jaise kahin bhatak ke aayi ho,
aur ab ghar mil gaya ho…
Sheetal ne apna chehra uske seene par rakh diya…
uski dhadkanon ko mehsoos kiya…
aur aankhen band kar li…
Woh aawaz… woh thap thap thap…
ek sukoon tha jisme woh doobna chahti thi hamesha ke liye…
Rishi ne usse apni baahon mein le liya…
ek haath uske sir par rakh diya…
aur uske baalon ko pyaar se chhoo kar,
uske maang pe ek choomi de di…
Aur phir uski maang ke paas halki si saans bhar ke kaha:
“Aaj se teri har pareshaani meri hai Sheetal…
tere har dard ka aadha hissa mera bhi hoga…
kabhi mat sochna ke tu akeli hai.
Main hoon na…
har mod pe… har andhere mein… har roshni mein…
main tera hoon… aur tu meri hai…
cheezien chahe kitni bhi badal jayein…
lekin tu hamesha mujhe apne paas khada paayegi.”
Sheetal ki aankhon se do aansu beh jaate hain…
woh kuch nahi bolti…
sirf uske gale lag jaati hai…
Aur cabin ke woh pal…
ek dusre ke jism se chipak ke…
sirf silence mein guzar jaate hain…
Rishi kabhi uske baalon mein apne hothon se leher chhunta hai,
kabhi uske kaan ke peeche halka sa kiss karta hai,
aur Sheetal uski har saans ko apne jism mein bhar leti hai…
Unke beech lafz nahi the…
sirf khamoshi thi…
aur woh khamoshi cheekh cheekh kar keh rahi thi —
“Yeh mohabbat ab sirf mohabbat nahi rahi…
yeh meri rooh ka hissa ban chuki hai…”
Cabin mein andhera tha, par dono ke beech ek roshni thi…
jo unke dilon se nikal kar unke jism tak aa chuki thi.
Saat baje raat ke aspas ka time tha…
bus highway ke lambay safar mein doobti ja rahi thi
aur cabin ke bahar sirf sookhi hawa, headlights ka light,
aur ek virani si thi…
Lekin cabin ke andar ek toofan tha…
jo kisi aankh se nahi dikhta…
sirf dil aur jism mehsoos kar sakte the…
Sheetal ab Rishi ke seene se chipki hui thi…
uski shirt puri tarah se khul chuki thi,
aur Sheetal ka chehra uski dhadkanon ke sath sath
halke se uthta, girta ja raha tha.
Usne Rishi ke seene pe ek halki si kiss ki…
aur bola, “Tere paas aake sab kuch bhool jaati hoon…
jaise duniya thi hi nahi kabhi…”
uski aawaz halki, narmi bhari thi,
jaise koi geeli mitti ho pehli baar baarish chhoo rahi ho…
Rishi ne uske gaal pe apni ungli se halka sa chakkar banaya…
aur phir uska chehra apni taraf uthake,
usse aankhon mein dekh ke pyaar bhare lafzon mein kaha:
“Tu meri jaan hai Sheetal…
aur jab tu meri baahon mein hoti hai na,
lagta hai saari jannat yahin simat gayi ho.”
Woh lamha theher gaya tha…
aur agla pal… sirf jazbaat tha.
Rishi ne uske kamar ko apni dono baahon se
aur zyada zor se jakkad liya…
jaise koi dard ka tukda tha jo ab bhool jaana chah raha ho…
Sheetal ki saansen tez ho gayi thi…
uska chehra laal pad chuka tha…
aur cabin ke andar halki si garmi chhayi thi…
Phir Sheetal ne apne shirt ke button ko or loose kr diya…
aur Rishi ki aankhon mein aankhen daal ke
dheere se uska haath apni kamar se upar,
apne peeth se le jaakar, apne gale tak le gayi…
Us chhoo lene mein ek khamoshi thi
jo cheekh cheekh kar keh rahi thi –
"Main teri ho chuki hoon..."
Rishi ne dheere se uska gala chuma…
ek, do, teen baar…
aur phir uske kandhe pe apne hothon ka sparsh chhod diya…
Sheetal ki rythm tooti ja rahi thi…
uska jism halki si kanp mein tha…
Unhone ek dusre ko dekha…
aur kuch kahe bina,
hothon se hothon tak ka safar tai kiya…
Yeh unki teesri kiss thi, lekin pehli jaise masoom nahi thi…
is baar pyaar mein ek aag thi…
ek junoon tha, ek adhuraapan jo poora ho raha tha…
Kiss lambi thi, gehri thi…
aur har second unka pyaar aur mazboot karta ja raha tha…
Sheetal ne Rishi ke baalon mein apne haath phiraye…
aur Rishi ne uske jism pe apni saansen chhod di…
Us pal mein Sheetal ne apni shirt ke buttons khol diye…
aur Rishi ne halki si mushurahat ke sth us pr apna pura charge le liya Sheetal ne apni shirt का aakhri button khol diya,
aur Rishi ne apni shirt utar di…
phir Sheetal ne uske seene pe fir se apna chehra tikaya…
aur kaha:
"Mujhe tujhmein khona hai, Rishi…
bas aaj ke liye duniya ruk jaye…
sirf tu ho, main ho… aur kuch bhi nahi..."
Aur Rishi ne usse aur kass kr pakad liya…
uske baal pichhe kar
uski gardan pe ek narmi se kiss kiya…
aur dhree se kaha:
"Main tujhe poori duniya se chupa loonga Sheetal…
sirf apne liye…
kyunki mujhe tu sirf pasand nahi,
tu meri addiction ban chuki hai."
Phir dono ek dusre mein simat gaye…
woh cabin unka aashiyana ban gaya tha…
jahaansirf sasoon ka sangeet,
honthon ka ras,
aur choone ka khamoosh izhar tha…
3 ghante ka safar jaise 3 pal mein khatam ho gaya…
magar un 3 ghanton ne ek nai duniya rach di thi…
jahan Sheetal aur Rishi
sirf ek dusre ke the…poori tarah 
ab jab unka safar apne aakhri mod par tha,
aur Ajmer bas kuch hi minute dur tha—
un dono ke dil mein ek ajeeb si ghabarahat thi…
jaise kisi ne unke andar se koi hissa kheench liya ho.
Cabin ke parde ke us paar duniya jaise wapas chal padi thi,
lekin andar… ab bhi waqt ruka hau tha.
Sheetal ab bhi Rishi ke seene se lagi thi,
uska haath ab bhi Rishi ki kamar ke aas-paas tha —
woh pal jaise vo chordna nhi chati thi.
Rishi ne uske baalon ko ungliyon m suljhate hue kaha —
"Ajmer aa raha hai, jaana padega ab..."
Sheetal ne uska seena aurkaas kr pakad liya,
"Rishi… mujhe darr lag raha hai…
kya waapis sab normal ho jaayega?
kya tu mujhe waise hi chahega jaise abhi?"
Rishi ne uske gaalo ko apne hathon m lekar kaha —
"Mujhe pata hai, ye waqt sapna lagta hai...
lekin Sheetal, tu sirf is cabin mein nahi,
meri har saas mein ghul chuki hai...
Main tujhe har baar, har pal, is se bhi zyada chahunga."
Phir usne Sheetal ka matha chuma …
lekin is baar uss kiss mein ek alvida sa ehsaas tha…
jaise Rishi bhi chhupana chaahta ho apneandar uth ti bechani ko .
Bus rukti hai…
Aur conductor parde ko hatatahai —
“Ajmer aa gaya bhaiya-behen ji, utarna hai toh tayyar ho jao…”
Woh “bahi-bhen ” sun kar Sheetal aur Rishi dono ek dusre ki taraf dekhe…
phir haste hain — ek thodi sharm, thodi hakikat, aur thodi masti ke saath.
Rishi khada hota hai,
apni shirt pehenta hai…
aur Sheetal bhi jaldi se apne baaal thik karti hai,
shirt ke button band karti hai…
Lekin jaise hi dono cabin se nikalte hain,
aur Ajmer ki thandi hawa unke chehre se takraati hai…
ek khamoshi dono ke beech aa jaati hai.
Ab dono public mein the…
lekin dil ab bhi us cabin mein simta hua tha…
Rishi ne uska haath pakda…
aur dheere se kaha:
"Chalein? Phir apne-apne raahein alag ho jaayengi…"
Sheetal ne uska haath or kaas ke tham liya …
"Mujhe dar lagta hai alag hone se…"
Rishi ne uski aankhon mein dekha —
"Jab tak tu mujhe yaad karegi,
tab tak main tujhmein rahunga.
Aur jab tu bhool jaayegi,
main tere sapno mein chhup jaaunga."
Sheetal ke aankhon mein aansu aa gaye…
lekin woh muskuraayi,
aur bus station ke us bheed mein
dono ek dusre ko phir se gale laga kar…
ek aakhri baar woh cabin wala aalingan dohraya —
sabke saamne, bina kisi sharam ke…
Aur phir…dono highway pr utarte hai rishi yhn uska hth nhi pakad sakta tha kyoki sheetal ke papa usse kisi bhi waqt lene aane vlae thae lekin vo jb tk nhi aaye rishi uske ek saye ki tarah uske ass pss ghumta rha taki us pr kisi ki buri nazar na pade finally uske papa aaye or usse apne sth le gye .
Ek pal ko Sheetal ne palat ke dekha —
Rishi usi tarah dekh raha tha…
jaise ab bhi uski aakhon mein bas Sheetal ho…
Rishi ne hawa mein halka sa hath hilaaya…
aur Sheetal ne aansuon ke peeche se muskura kar,
uska jawab diya...












Chapter 23: “Us Safar Ke Baad – Ek Raat Jo Kabhi Khatam Nahi Hoti”
Raat ke 12:12 baj rahe the.
Ajmer ki hawa mein thakaan thi, lekin ek ajeeb si garmi thi
pr haa Rishi aur Sheetal ke dil mein ek ajeeb sa sukoon bhi tha.
Jaise koi baarish abhi-abhi dil par hui ho…aur har ek kone ko bheegoti chali gayi ho
Rishi apne bed pe leta hua tha, bechain tha...
na garmi se,
na thakaan se,
balki us ehsaas se —
jo abhi abhi Sheetal ki baahon mein usne mehsoos kiya tha Uske haath abhi bhi Sheetal ki kamar ki narmi aur garmi ko yaad kar rahe the
Wo halki si company waali fragrance…ab tak Rishi ke kapdon mein samaayi hui thi
aur phone screen par Sheetal ki display photo ko
bar-bar zoom karke dekhna
Jaise aankhon se uss pal ko phir se jee lene ki koshish kr rha ho
Sheetal bhi kam nahi thi —
room mein aayi, door band kiya
aur seedha mirror ke saamne jaake khadi ho gayi
Apne gale ke paas un honthon ka halka laal nishaan
dekha —
ek cheekh thi jo sirf uske dil ne suni thi Usne aankhein band ki…
aur ek pal mein phir se woh poora safar aankhon ke saamne aa gaya vo apne room mein thi,
narm si roshni, ek halki si muskaan,
aur aankhon mein kuch gehra sa —
jaise woh ab bhi Rishi ke seene par sir rakhe ho…

12:16 AM – Sheetal calling…
Rishi:
(softly, jaise uski awaaz sirf Sheetal ke liye bani ho)
"Bas tujhi ka intezaar tha… Abhi bhi lagta hai tu meri bahon mein hai… bas aankh band karo Sheetal… mujhe mehsoos kar…"
Sheetal:
(halke se hansi ke saath, aankhon mein nami)
"Main bhi toh abhi bhi wahi hoon…
us cabin mein, teri baahon mein…
aur sach bataun Rishi, mujhe darr lag raha tha…
ki yeh sab ek sapna na ho… Tumne jab mujhe pichli seat pe kheench ke pakda tha…
Rishi… meri saans ruk gayi thi ek pal ke liye…
tumhara seena… tumhara garm sa jism…
aur phir jab maine sir rakha us par…
lag raha tha jaise har dhadkan mujhe kuch keh rahi ho…"
Rishi (deeply):
"Agar sapna hai, toh main kabhi jaagna nahi chahta Sheetal…
woh pal… jab tune mujhe pakda tha…
jab tera cheekh se bhara hua dil
meri chhati pe thap thap kar raha tha…
main usse kabhi bhool nahi sakta…"
Sheetal:
(voice breaks a little)
"Rishi… jab tune kaha tha na —
‘tere dard ab mere hain’…
mera kuch andar se toot gaya tha…
aur fir ek nayi Sheetal ban gayi thi…
jo sirf teri hai… Main ab bhi waisa hi mehsoos kar rahi hoon…
mera badan abhi bhi tumhari ungliyon ke sparsh se garam hai…
aur tumhara woh shabd...
'main hoon na tere saath' —
Rishi, usne mujhe zindagi bhar ke liye jeet liya..."
Rishi:
"Tu thi… hai… aur hamesha rahegi…
mujhe bas yahi kehna tha tujhe…
main tujhe iss duniya ke har dard se bachana chahta hoon…
aur uss pal mein, jab tu meri chhati pe thi,
lag raha tha jaise meri saansen teri saanso se chal rahi ho…"
Dono ke beech ek gehra sannata chhata —
lekin woh khaamoshi bhi pyaar se bhari thi
Jaise phone line ke us paar, dono ek dusre ke paas hi ho
Sheetal:
"Rishi… aaj tere bina neend nahi aayegi…
wahan tum the… toh kuch aur soch hi nahi paayi…
tumse lipti hui, mujhe laga jaise duniya ruk gayi ho… Rishi… jab tumne mere kan ke paas aake 'I love you' kaha tha…
mera pura jism kaanp gaya tha…
ek ajeeb si bhookh thi tumhari…
jo mujhe toot ke chahiye thi…
aur main poori ki poori tumhari ho gayi thi…"
Rishi:
"Toh ab aankhein band kar…
aur soch, main teri kamar mein apna haath dale
tere baalon mein ungliyan chala raha hoon…
aur tere kaan ke paas dheere se keh raha hoon —
'I love you, Sheetal…'"
Aur jab tu meri shirt ke button kholke
apna cheekh bhara thaka sa chehra
mere seene pe rakh rahi thi…
mujhe laga maine poori duniya paa li ho…
aur tujhe choomte waqt…
har jagah —
tere aankh, tere kaan, tera gala…
mujhe laga jaise poori Sheetal meri ho gayi hai…
Sheetal:
(blushing)
"Fir mujhe lagta hai main mar hi jaaun wahan…
itna pyaar kaise kar lete ho tum, Rishi?"
Rishi:
"Bas tu saans leti hai na…
main pyaar karta hoon…
har pal… har heartbeat mein…"
Sheetal: (whispering)
"Main kabhi kisi se itna nahi judi…
Rishi… agar main kabhi khud ko bhool gayi,
toh tu mujhe yaad dilana ki main kaun hoon —
main teri hoon..."
Rishi:
“Tere andar jitni pareshaaniyaan hain na…
main un sab ko gale lagake rakhna chahta hoon…
aur kehna chahta hoon —
‘Rone ka mann ho toh sirf meri chhati par rona…
duniya se chhup ke…’”
1:32 AM
Phone pe Sheetal ki awaaz dheere dheere thak gayi thi —
lekin uske lafz ab bhi narm the,
pyaar se bhare hue…
Sheetal (almost asleep):
“Rishi… mujhe tere seene ki garmi chahiye…
tera haath mere baalon mein…
aur woh kiss, jismein main saans lena bhool jaun…”
Rishi (smiling, aankhen band):
“Main aaya hoon tumhare paas,
bas aankhein band kar Sheetal…
main hoon…
tumhare baalon mein apne haath ghumata…
tumhare kaan ke paas ‘I love you’ kehta…”
1:43 AM
Khaamoshi mein dono ek dusre ki saans sunte hai
Kuch pal baad Sheetal ke saans halki, steady ho jaati hai —
woh so chuki hoti hi, Rishi ki baaton mein hi…
Rishi, phone ear se lagaye —
dheere se kehta hai
“Good night meri jaan… kal subah fir baat karenge… main hoon, tere paas… hamesha.”
Aur woh bhi aankhein band kar deta hai—
dil mein Sheetal ka chehra…
aur ek hi jazba —
“Bas tu kabhi door na ho.”
Chaand ne us raat dono ke dilon par ek noor giraaya tha,
jo sirf ek pyaar bhari raat mein hota hai
Woh sirf ek phone call nahi thi —
woh ek nayi zindagi ka aaghaz tha
agle din ek nayi subah hogi,
lekin raat… raat un dono ke beech ek silsila ban gayi thi
Ek aisi aadat,
jo sirf mohabbat se judti thi
Subah 7:14 baje.
Ajmer ki galiyaan abhi bhi thodi neend mein thi.
Par Sheetal aur Rishi ke dil…
woh abhi tak us raat ki gehraayi mein doobe hue the
Phone vibrate hota hai.
📲 Incoming Call: Rishi ❤️
Sheetal ne aankhen muskura ke kholi…
chadar ke andar ghusa hua uska phone jaise
uske dil ke kareeb se awaaz de raha tha।
“Good morning meri jaan…”
Rishi ki thodi si heavy, neend bhari awaaz aayi…
Sheetal: (slowly, aankh se neend pochhti hui)
"Good morning Rishi… mujhe laga abhi bhi kal raat ka sapna chal raha hai… Abhi uthaye mujhe… kyun? Tumhare bina sapna adhoora reh gaya tha kya?"
Rishi:
“Woh sapna hi toh hai jo sach ban gaya hai…
aur sach mein tu meri ho gayi hai Sheetal… Pehle toh mujhe laga tum mere seene pe hi ho ab tak…
aur jab dekha phone baj raha hai toh samajh gaya, Madam wapas apne bistar pe pahunch chuki hain…”
Sheetal: (halki hasi ke saath)
“Toh kya karu? Tumne hi toh kaha tha kal raat… ‘tum meri ho chuki ho’… ab tumse chipak ke sona meri aadat ho gayi hai…”
Rishi: (halki si cheekh kar)
“Ae! Aadat? Tum toh meri shirt ki buttons tod ke meri chaati pe chipak gayi thi…
aur ab keh rahi ho aadat?”
Sheetal: (hasi rokhti hui)
“Button khole the, todhe nahi! Aur waise bhi… shirt se zyada soft tumhara seena laga tha mujhe…”
Rishi:
“Achha ji? Toh ab agle milne par shirt laana hi bandh kar du kya?”
Sheetal:
“Nahi nahi… shirt zaruri hai…
tabhi toh main uske buttons kholke tumhare seene pe sir rakh paungi…”
(voice aur halki ho jaati hai, thoda seductive)
Rishi:
“Ab tu mujhe tease karegi kya? Kal tak toh tujhe meri chhati ki garmi chahiye thi…
aaj subah subah mujhe jalake rakh degi kya?”
Sheetal:
“Ae Rishi… tumhare hothon ki kiss abhi tak mere gaalon pe feel ho rahi hai…
aur tum keh rahe ho main jalati hoon?”
Rishi:
“Mujhe toh lagta hai… tum intentionally mujhe pagal bana rahi ho…”
Sheetal:
“Pagal tum raat ko bhi the… jab maine kaha ‘ab nahi chhodungi’
aur tum aur kas ke mujhe jor se pakad liye…
maine bola tha romantic banne ko, tum wrestler ban gaye…”
Rishi: (hasi ke saath)
“Toh kya karu? Teri baahon mein aake toh main sab bhool jaata hoon…”
Sheetal:
“Toh bhool gaye the ki public cabin mein ho? Haan?”
(mock serious tone mein)
Rishi:
“Haan… bhool gaya tha…
aur sach batau?
Us kiss ke baad, mujhe kuch bhi yaad nahi…
sirf teri aankhon ka nasha yaad hai…
aur tere baalon ki khushboo…”
Sheetal: (masti bhari awaaz mein)
“Achha… toh ab tum khushboo ke liye mere shampoo ka naam puchoge?”
Rishi: (teasingly)
“Woh toh main kal raat hi samajh gaya…
‘Love & Care’ ka shampoo tha na? Jaise tu hai – pyaar bhari, aur thodi naughty…”
Sheetal:
“Baalon ka toh tum bolo hi mtt Tumhare baal itne ache kaise h aisa ky use krte ho itne soft or silky… pr mujhe unhe kheenchna accha laga…”
Rishi:
“Ae pagli! Toh tu baalon se khelne aayi thi ya mujhse pyaar karne?”
Sheetal:
“Dono… pehle baalon se khelti hoon, phir tumhare dil se…”
Dono ki hasi rukkti hi nahi…
pyaar ka woh masoom sa rang, ab ek dusre ko chhedne mein badal chuka tha.
Rishi:
“Agli baar milunga na… toh tujhe main subah se leke raat tak bas chhedta rahunga…”
Sheetal:
“Main bhi na… tumhare kaan me phusphusake bolungi ‘I want you now…’
fir dekhna kaise bhaagte ho tum…”
Rishi:
“Bas kar Sheetal… agar tu thoda aur bolti gayi na…
toh main idhr se bhaag ke tere ghar aa jaunga…”
Sheetal:
“Aaja na… mummy se bol dungi…
‘Rishi study group ka partner hai, assignment dene aaya hai’…”
(aur dono hasi mein phoot padte hain…)
Rishi kuch kehte kehte ruk jata hai or ek bht hi pyaar bhari aawaz m bolta hai “ Sheetallllllll yr I love You yr “
Sheetal ki aankhon mein pyaar ke aansu aa jaate hain…
ab woh raat sirf ek yaad nahi rahi,
ek ehsaas ban chuki thi jo uske saath saans le raha tha.
Sheetal:
“Aaj subah jab aankh khuli na…
sab kuch waisa hi mehsoos ho raha tha jaise kal raat tumse milne ke baad…
meri skin pe abhi bhi tumhare haathon ka sparsh hai Rishi…”
Rishi:
“Mujhe lag raha tha tum mere seene pe ho ab tak…
tumhari saans meri chaati se lag kar chal rahi ho…
aur main tumhare baalon ko pyaar se chhoo raha hoon…”
Dono ke beech kuch der ke liye khamoshi chhayi hoti hai —
ek aisi khamoshi jisme sirf dil baatein karte hain।
Rishi:
“Tu jaanti hai na Sheetal…
teri woh baat… ‘Rishi, mujhe tere seene ki garmi chahiye’…
maine poori raat woh line aankhon mein liye bitayi hai…”
Sheetal: (narm si hasi ke saath)
"Main kabhi nahi sochti thi ki kisi ka pyaar mujhe itna andar tak chhoo jaayega…
main pehli baar itna jee bharke kisi ki baahon mein thi…
aur tum… tum woh sab kuch ho jiska main kabhi sirf khwaab dekhti thi…”
Rishi:
"Main tujh mein kho gaya hoon Sheetal.
Woh sleeper cabin, teri baahon ka tight hug,
aur phir woh pal… jab tune mere seene pe sir rakha…
main samajh gaya ki iss duniya mein agar kuch asli hai…
toh wo tera pyaar hai.”
Sheetal:
“Main ab roz subah sirf tumse good morning sunke uthna chahti hoon…
aur roz raat sirf tumhari baahon mein khona chahti hoon…”
Rishi:
"Tu mere saath hai, toh har subah subah hai.
Warna din bhi be-maayne lagta hai…”
Waqt dheere dheere badhta hai,
lekin dono ka dil abhi tak us bus wale cabin mein hi tha,
jahaan unhone pyaar ka ek naya rang mehsoos kiya tha…
Sheetal:
“Rishi… agar kal raat ek kahaani thi…
toh aaj subah us kahaani ka agla panne khul gaya hai…
jahan sirf tum aur main hoon…”
Rishi:
“Toh aaj se har subah likhenge, ek nayi subah,
ek nayi Sheetal-Rishi ki duniya…
jahaan sirf pyaar ho,
aur kuch bhi nahi…”


[Scene Ends with a soft "I love you" from both sides…]
Sooraj ki kirne jaise Sheetal ke chehre ko choomti hui niklti hai…
aur Rishi ne apni diary mein woh raat likh di,
jise wo zindagi bhar sambhal kar rakhega
Subah ki muskaan, raat ke ehsaas,
aur bepanah pyaar ke beech mein do dil…
ek dusre ko pyaar bhi karte hain, chhedte bhi hain,
aur har pal mein jeete hain…
Din ab din kha rha tha samay katne ka nma hi nhi lee rha tha dono ek dusre ke intazar m ki kaise raat ko or dono ek dusre ki aawaz sune
🕗 Time: 10:43 PM
Rishi ki aankhon mein neend zero, imagination hundred.
Aur Sheetal? Uski screen par Rishi ka naam dekh ke hi uske gaalon pe laali aa jati hai.
📲 Incoming call: Rishi 💋
Sheetal: (sweet sleepy voice mein)
“Hello… kya hua? Aaj itni der baad yaad kiya mujhe?”
Rishi: (husky voice mein)
“Yaad toh tab se kar raha hoon jab se tumhare honth mere se alag hue the…”
Sheetal: (shy hoke, pillow dabate hue)
“Pagal ho tum… raat ke 10 baje aise baatein karte ho kya?”
Rishi:
“Raat hi toh hoti hai jab asli pyaar jaagta hai…
subah toh sirf yaadon ka hangover rehta hai…”
Sheetal: (thoda tease karte hue)
“Waise kal tumhaare lips bahut greedy lag rahe the…
ek jagah ruk hi nahi rahe the…”
Rishi: (laughing softly)
“Toh kya karta? Tumne itni softly mujhe hug kiya tha…
tumhare baalon ka woh smell, tumhare collarbone ka woh curve…
main toh control hi nahi kar paya…”
Sheetal: (voice aur halki ho jaati hai)
“Control ab bhi nahi kar pa rahe ho na?”
Rishi: (a bit possessive now)
“Main nahi chahta koi bhi tumhe aise dekhe jaise main dekhta hoon…
jo kuch feel karta hoon tumhe chhoone par…
tumhare gaalon ka woh softness, tumhari kamar ka woh curve…
kisi aur ko kabhi na mile…”
Sheetal: (aankhon mein halki nami, lekin awaaz mein naughty touch)
“Tumhe bas meri kamar pasand hai kya?”
(laughs)
Rishi:
“Nahi… mujhe tera pura jism yaad hai…
tumhara thoda sa shiver karna jab maine tumhara kaan chuya tha…
woh halki si siskein… woh tight grip…
main raat ko aankh band karta hoon toh sab yaad aata hai…”
Sheetal: (thoda sa moan jaisa “Rishii…”
“Tum itni deep baatein karte ho toh meri saans ruk jaati hai…”
“Tumhe pata hai na… mujhe tumse chipak ke sona tha…”
Rishi:
“Toh kya socha hai? Agli baar milne pe
main tujhe apne lap mein sulaunga…
tere baalon ko apne haathon se saaf karunga…
aur tujhe apne seene pe chipka ke…”
Sheetal: (interrupting softly)
“Tumhare dil ki dhadkan sunnungi…?”
Rishi:
“Nahi Sheetal…
mera dil nahi… apna naam dhadakta sunogi…”
Sheetal: (silent, lost in his words… kuch pal kuch keh nahi paati)
“Tum kabhi jaaoge toh nahi na, Rishi?”
Rishi: (firm voice mein)
“Main tera hoon… tera hi rahunga…
aur jab bhi tujhe lagge ki tu akeli hai,
apna haath apne dil pe rakhna…
main waha hamesha dhadak raha hunga…”
Silence… lekin ek aisi khamoshi, jisme dono ke chehre pe ek sukoon bhari muskaan thi.
Sheetal: (teasingly)
“Agli baar milenge toh mujhe sirf kiss nahi chahiye…”
Rishi: (naughtily)
“Toh aur kya chahiye meri jaaan?”
Sheetal: (shy hoke whisper mein)
“Tumhara waqt… tumhara touch… aur thoda sa… pyaar zyada…”
Rishi: (halki hasi ke saath)
“Toh phir agle call mein bhi ready rehna…
ye toh bas shuruaat thi… naughty Sheetal!”
Agle din raat ko ….
🕛 Time: 12:17 AM
Sheetal ki aankhon mein thoda neend, par dil mein ek bechaini…
woh Rishi ki baaton ko yaad karte hue phone scroll karti hai…
aur tabhi —
📩 Voice note from: Rishi 💞
Sheetal, thoda hichkichate hue earphones lagati hai, aur play dabati hai —
Rishi ki heavy, deep, late-night voice…
jaise uske saans ke kareeb se nikal rahi ho...
"Sheetal…pata hai, kabhi kabhi mujhe lagta hai,tu meri saanson mein utar chuki hai…aise…jaise koi geela dupatta ho —jise jism se alag karo toh bhi…uski nami reh jaati hai."
(Ek chhoti si khamoshi… phir Rishi thoda aur low tone mein aata hai)
"us din… jab tune mujhe pakda tha na bus mein,woh pal…meri shirt se guzarke…seedha mere dil tak chala gaya tha…aur ab uske baad har raat lagta hai…meri shirt ke andar tera chehra chhupa hai…"
(Phir Rishi ka tone thoda deep aur sensual ho jaata hai)
"Sochta hoon Sheetal…agar ek din…tu bina kuch bole, sirf aankhon se keh de —‘Rishi, mujhe chhoo’toh main sirf hath nahi…apni poori rooh se tujhe mehsoos karunga."
"Main tujhe apni shirt ke andar lena chahta hoon, sirf isliye nahi kyunki tu khoobsurat lagti hai…balki isliye…kyunki teri har thap thap si dhadkan, mujhe zinda mehsoos karwati hai."
(Aur phir ek dam se, jaise uski aankhon ke saamne Sheetal ho… woh halka muskura ke kehta hai…)
"Tu hans rahi hogi na? Par mujhe farq nahi padta…kyunki ab tu meri zindagi ka wo hissa hai jahan main sirf tujhe jeena chahta hoon…har pal, har raag, har raat…"
(Last mein uski awaaz thodi emotional ho jaati hai, almost ek whisper mein…)
"Teri awaaz sunke so jaata hoon, aur sochta hoon… agar kabhi tere hoth mere kaan ke paas aaye…aur tu sirf itna keh de ‘mera ho na?’ toh main sirf kehna nahi…poori duniya se chillake bolunga —‘Haan, main sirf Sheetal ka hoon… hamesha ke liye.’
Sheetal ka dil dhadakne lagta hai…
uske haath uske lips pe chale jaate hain…
jaise Rishi ki awaaz ne uska poora jism chhoo liya ho…Sheetal voice note sun ke bas chup ho jaati hai…
ek gehri saans leti hai, aankhon se aansu nahi,
par ek sukoon tapak padta hai…
Texting Rishi:
“Tumhari awaaz ne mujhe chhoo liya…
kal mujhe call karna… bina kisi wajah ke…
sirf mujhe sunne ke liye.”
🕐 Time: 2:09 AM
Rishi abhi tak voice note bhejne ke baad online hi tha...
usne socha tha Sheetal shayad so gayi hogi...
par tabhi —
📩 Voice note received from: Sheetal 💋
Uske display pic pe woh halke se muskurati hai...
par uss voice note mein —
woh muskaan pighal kar Rishi ke dil tak jaati hai...
"Rishi…"
(uski awaaz halki, lekin har lafz mehka hua, jaise raat ki koi khushboo…)
"...tum na...kabhi kabhi mujhe sach mein darr lagta hai...itna kaise likh lete ho mere baare mein? Jaise tumhari har baat mere jism se hokar guzri ho..."
Rishi ki raat aur bhi khaas ho gayi thi ab…
par Sheetal ab thoda naughty ho jaati hai — uski awaaz ek shararat bhari saansein ban jaati hai..."Aur haan…jab tum kehte ho na ki 'main tujhe apni shirt ke andar le lunga'...toh main imagine karti hoon…ek Rishi…jo itna intense dekhta hai mujhe…ki main aankhon se hi haar jaati hoon..."
"...par Rishi, agar main teri shirt ke andar aa gayi na...toh phir teri saansen bhi mujhe chhoone lagen aur tu khud ko sambhal nahi payega…"
Woh thoda rukti hai…
aur phir dheere se, halki muskurahat ke saath — ek dam soft seductive tone mein kehti hai: "Waise…kal raat tum mujhe chhoone ki baat kar rahe the na? Aaj meri baari hai…sochna…
agar main apni ungli se tere collar bone ke paas se neeche...halka halka chhoo ke kahun —‘Tum sirf mere ho…’toh kya tum wapas chhoo paoge…ya sirf meri awaaz se hi pighal jaoge?"
Rishi literally headphone ka wire pakadke tight karta hai…
kyunki uski halke halke saansein bhi ab zyada lagne lagi hain…
Voice note ke end mein Sheetal thoda emotional ho jaati hai…
aur poore silence mein bas ek line bolti hai: “Tumhare bina sab kuch hota hai…
par tum jaisa kuch nahi hota…”
College wapas shuru ho chuka tha. Sheetal Laxmangarh mein apni law ki classes attend kar rahi thi aur Rishi Mumbai ke hustle mein phansa hua tha. Par dono ke beech jo distance tha, wahi unka sabse bada pillar ban chuka tha.
Roz ka routine fix ho chuka tha. Subah good morning call — Sheetal ki halki si sleepy aawaz, “Good morning, Rishi…” aur Rishi ka thoda naughty tone mein, “Aree abhi tak uthhi nahi meri princess?” Phir dono ka hansna, chhedna, aur call ke end mein ek dusre ko miss karna.
Daytime mein Sheetal apni friends ke saath canteen mein hoti, par kaan Rishi ke voice note ki notification par hamesha lagte rehte. Aur Rishi, beech-beech mein apni boring finance classes chhod kar Sheetal ko tease karte hue message bhejta, “Tera lawyer wala attitude kab dekhne ko milega, madam?” Sheetal fir haskar reply karti, “Jab tu case karega, tab main lawyer banke teri band bajaaungi!”
Raat ko toh dono ka apna ek alag hi duniya hoti. Kam se kam 6–7 ghante phone pe… kabhi calls, kabhi texts, kabhi video calls. Sheetal ki aankhon mein neend hoti, par Rishi ki awaaz sunte-sunte hi uska dil chain paata. Rishi ke liye bhi Sheetal ka har ek “hmm,” har ek halki si muskaan uski thakan mita deti thi.
Ek raat Rishi ne usse call par kaha, “Pata hai Sheetal, tujhe bina dekhe rehna mushkil hai, par ye jo har raat tere sath phone par so jata hoon, bas yehi lagta hai ki tu mere sath hi hai.”
Sheetal halki hasi mein boli, “Mujhe lagta hai humare phone ki battery bhi humari love story dekh kar emotional ho jaati hogi…”
Rishi fir naughty tone mein, “Aree battery toh nahi, par main zaroor emotional ho jata hoon jab tu so jaati hai aur main tujhe dekhte reh jata hoon…”
Doori unke beech thi, par wahi doori unhe roz ek dusre ke aur kareeb kheench rahi thi. Har chhoti chhoti baat, har chhoti narazgi, har chhoti hasi unke pyaar ki buniyad ban rahi thi. Par yeh buniyad abhi halki thi — ek aisa dhaga jo bharosa aur pyaar se bandha tha, par jo agar zyada kheencha gaya, toh kabhi bhi toot sakta tha.
Sheetal kabhi kabhi emotional ho kar bolti, “Rishi, tu na bas ab aa jaa, ab aur nahi hota yeh sab…”
Aur Rishi usse sambhalte hue kehta, “Bas Sheetal, thoda aur… jab tak tu lawyer banegi aur main apna kaam sambhalunga, tab tak humari love story ka solid foundation ready ho jayega. Tab tak ye phone, ye distance, hamara pyaar ka imtihaan hai.”
Aur phir dono fir hasi-mazaak mein laut aate. Sheetal naughty voice note bhejti, “Aaj tumhare bina dinner kiya, tumse breakup!”
Rishi turant reply karta, “Abhi ek aur voice note bhej, warna main bhi tujhe block kar raha hoon!”
Iss distance ne unka pyaar kabhi kam nahi kiya — balki har din, har raat, har chhoti si masti, har ek teasing unki mohabbat ko aur gehra banati ja rahi thi.













Chapter 24: "Tumhaare Pyaar Mein Saans Lena Mushkil Ho Gaya Hai"
Sab kuch bht acha chal rha tha mano samay ko pankh lag gye ho pr kbt k chlta sb khi na khi toh nazar lagni hi thi or vhi hua jiska daar tha 
Us raat Sheetal ne khud ko pehli baar apne pyaar ke darpan mein dekha tha — aur use laga, uski parchaiyaan uski apni nahi rahiin hain..."
Woh raat kisi andhere ghane jungle jaise thi, jahan chaand toh tha, magar uski roshni zameen tak pahuchte pahuchte rishi ke saayon mein kho jaati thi. Sheetal ek aisi ladki thi jiske pyaar mein saans lene ki jagah thi… jismein dard ko bhi pyar samjha ja sakta tha… par ab… ab kuch badal raha tha. Usse mehsoos hone laga tha ki har roz har pal ek anjaani si zanjeer usse kas rahi hai — zanjeer pyaar ki, par bina kisi chabhi ke.
Rishi ka pyaar, jo pehle uske liye ek chaadar tha — sukoon ki, suraksha ki, ab ek raag ban chuka tha… aisa raag jo har waqt baja karta tha… bas uski marzi se. Usse lagne laga tha ki Rishi har waqt chaahta hai ki Sheetal sirf uski ho — har pal, har soch, har ehsaas sirf uske naam likha jaye. Par Sheetal… Sheetal ek kitaab thi… jise koi sirf ek pyaar ki line se define nahi kar sakta tha.
Usne dekha tha apne din — jab vo khud ko express karti thi, khud ke liye sochti thi, apne sapnon ki chhoti chhoti galiyon mein khud ko dhoondh aati thi. Par ab? Ab har baat se pehle Rishi ka gussa sochna padta tha… har smile ke peechhe ek dar tha… aur har conversation mein ek aisa guilt chhupa hota tha jaise vo kisi gunaah ki zimmedar ho.
Sheetal ke liye pyaar kabhi possessiveness nahi tha. Pyaar toh uske liye ek hawa tha — jo chhoo jaye, lekin kabhi jakar bandh na kare. Par Rishi… Rishi toh us hawa ko apne haathon mein qaid karna chaahta tha.
Us raat usne sirf ek baat sochi:
"Kya main ab bhi Sheetal hoon? Ya Rishi ka ek shadow ban chuki hoon?"
Raat ke 1:17 baj rahe the…Sheetal ne phone uthaya… aankhon mein halke se aansu the aur dil ek ajeeb si kasak se bhara hua 2 seconds… 4 seconds… 6 seconds…
Aur phir ek thandi saans uske lips se nikli, jaise koi raat bhar dabaa hua dard ab apne aap ko zinda hone ki ijaazat de raha ho.
“Rishi… mujhe tujhse baat karni hai… serious lekin tu please gussa mat hona.”
Rishi ne turant jawab diya, jaise har baar deta tha, “Bolo jaan, sab theek toh hai na?”
Par aaj Sheetal ke words me sweetness nahi thi, ek thehraav tha… ek thakaan thi jo sirf andar se uthti hai… jab pyaar khud ek bojh banne lage.
Main har waqt teri ho sakti hoon… teri muskurahat… teri baatein… teri neend… sab kuch.
Lekin main khud ki bhi hoon, Rishi. Mujhe bhi kabhi kabhi khud mein rehne ka haq chahiye…
Tujhse baat karna, tujhe dekhna… tujhe chhuna — sab meri duniya ban gaya hai.
Par… kya tere pyaar ke liye mujhe apna astitva chhodna zaruri hai?
"Rishi… tujhe yaad hai tu pehle kaise mujhe sunta tha?"
"Har chhoti baat pe tu hans deta tha, mujhe space deta tha, meri baaton ko mehsoos karta tha… aur ab? Ab tu sirf mujhe possess karta hai…"
Phone ke doosre end se kuch der tak khamoshi thi. Rishi kuch bol nahi paaya. Rishi ekdam se chup ho gaya. Pehli baar usne Sheetal ki awaaz mein sirf softness nahi…
ek ‘compassionate protest’ suna.
“Main thak gayi hoon Rishi… thak gayi hoon har baar tujhe prove karte karte ki main sirf teri hoon…Tu jaanta hai na, main kitna pyar karti hoon tujhse… lekin tu har baat pe chhoti chhoti cheezein lekar gussa ho jaata hai…
Tu expect karta hai main har waqt sirf tujhse baat karu, tujhe hi samjhu…
Mere doston se baat karna, thoda khud ke liye sochna — vo sab tujhe chubh jaata hai.”
“Tu kabhi sochta hai Rishi… main bhi insaan hoon? Mujhe bhi space chahiye, apni awaaz chahiye,
main bhi kabhi thak jaati hoon… par main tujhe kabhi nahi batati, kyunki mujhe dar lagta hai…
ke tu gussa karega, mujhse roothega, mujhe daantega…”
Uski voice heavy thi, par andar se nikalti hui, bilkul waise jaise koi dard ka pahad dil ke andar se toot kar girta hai.
 “Tu mera sab kuch hai… par kya main teri sab kuch banne ke chakkar mein apne aap se door ho jaaun Aur tu har baar mujhe kehta hai — tu sirf meri hai… Rishi… main kisi ki cheez nahi hoon… main khud ek insaan hoon.”
Uska gala bhar gaya.
Rishi ab bhi chup tha. Uske paas jawab nahi tha.
Phir Sheetal ne woh baat boli jo shayad har ladki ek din zarur sochti hai —
“Rishi, kya tera pyaar mujhe azadi de sakta hai? Kya tera pyaar mujhe saans lene de sakta hai? Kya tera pyaar mujhe main banaye rakh sakta hai?”
Us pal, time ruk gaya tha.
Ye woh Sheetal thi jo pehli baar apni pehchaan ke liye lad rahi thi… apne pyaar ke andar khud ko dhoondhne ki koshish kar rahi thi.

Phone pe sirf ek saans ka awaaz aaya — Rishi ka…
Jo pehli baar samajh raha tha ki pyar sirf chahna nahi hota…
pyaar hota hai chhod dena jab samjho ki saamne waala ghut raha hai
Sheetal… mujhe maaf kar de.
Main tujhe khone se darta hoon… iss liye tujhe qaid karne lagta hoon.
Par ab se… main seekhunga.
Main pyaar karunga… tere hone ko, tere jeene ko… tere udne ko bhi.”
Silence.
Aur phir… us khamoshi mein, pehli baar Sheetal ko laga — uske pyaar ne usse suna. Samjha.



















Chapter 25: "Us Raaz Ki Parchaiyaan, Kasmein, Khauf aur Khamoshiyaan
Kuch rishton ke beech aise raaz hote hain jo unki muskaan ke parde ke peeche chhup jaate hain. Sheetal aur Rishi ke beech bhi ek aisi hi khamoshi thi…
Ek chhup hua zakham, jo dono ke beech ki bonding ka sabse gehra surakh ban gaya tha.
Rishi kabhi khul kar nahi bola, lekin us din se badal gaya tha jab usse pata chala tha vo sach…Sheetal ka dil us din dhadak toh raha tha… par ek ajeeb si guilt mein.
Ek ladki hone ke naate vo har din, har mod par kuch na kuch jhelti aayi thi —
bus ke safar mein anjaani nazrein, coaching ke raste mein bekaar ke comments,
aur sabse bada zakham — uss ek din ka,
jab usse kisi ne chhoo kar uski maryada ko todne ki koshish ki thi Chhoone ki woh koshish, vo ghinn, vo bezubaani…
Vo awaaz nahi uthaa paayi.
Nahi kyunki usne himmat nahi ki,
balki kyunki usne kabhi seekha hi nahi tha ki apne liye bolna kaise hai.
Vo samajhti thi — chup rehna hi izzat hai.
Vo hans deti thi taaki maamla badhe nahi.
Lekin Rishi…
Rishi ne jab ye sab suna, to uske andar kuch toot gaya.
Usne Sheetal ko kabhi ek ladki nahi, apna "bacchi " samjha tha.
Uski muskaan uska maan thi.
Uska roop nahi, uska sharmila sa wajood Rishi ke liye sab kuch tha.
Par us din... jab usne suna ki Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha… oppose bhi nahi kiya —
toh Rishi ka pyaar bhi ek saval ban gaya. Yahi Rishi ke liye sabse bada dhakka tha.
Woh ladka, Sheetal ko aise treat kar raha tha jaise uska koi haq ho uspe —
aur Sheetal, jise Rishi ne apne pyaar ka swabhimaan banaya tha, us waqt khud par bhi haq nahi jatayi thi.
Us din Rishi toota tha.
Bahar se nahi — andar se.
Uske pyaar ka ek tukda uss din mar gaya tha.
Aur tab se, Rishi badal gaya. Gusse wala ho gaya, possessive ho gaya…
Jitni zyada uski chinta thi Sheetal ke liye, utna hi zyada uska control bhi badhta gaya.
Usse har baat pe rakhna, har pal monitor karna, har interaction pe sawaal uthana —
vo pyaar ka izhaar nahi, ek andheron se ladta hua dard tha.
Aur tab se Rishi ne pyaar karna nahi chhoda —
magar us pyaar mein bharosa kam ho gaya, dar zyada.
Har baar jab Sheetal kisi se baat karti,
Rishi ke dil mein ek sukoon nahi,
ek shak uthta —
“Kahin phir koi usse chhoo na le,
kahin vo phir chup na ho jaaye…”
Aur Sheetal?
Usne ek pal ke liye nahi socha tha ki Rishi uss baat ko itna gehra le lega.
Uske aansuon se Rishi ne poora faisla suna diya tha —
“Jo main kahun wahi sahi hoga.
Jo main chahun wahi tu karegi.”
Aur Sheetal… usne bhi haar maan li thi.
Kyuki uske liye Rishi sirf ek pyaar nahi,
ek “majboori mein mila saathi” bhi tha —
jo uske dard ko samajhta tha.
Sheetal ne pehle toh kuch nahi kaha.
Woh samajh rahi thi Rishi ke dard ko…
Usne ek baar bas itna kaha tha:
"Main toh chhup thi kyunki mujhe dar tha, Rishi… Tera, duniya ka, sabka.
Aur jab tune gussa hokar mujhse poocha ki kyun nahi kiya oppose,
tab maine sirf ye socha — ki tujhe khone se behtar hai main chup ho jaaun."
Aur us raat… jab dono ka jhagda apni charam seema par tha,
Sheetal ne ro ro ke ek kasam khai thi:
“Main ab se wahi karungi jo tu kahega, Rishi… Bas tu mujhe mat chhodna.”
Woh kasam… jo shayad pyaar se nahi, dar se uthayi gayi thi. Sheetal pyaar mein jeene ki jagah "survive" karne lagi thi.
Rishi har waqt uske aas-paas rehta,
lekin uski duniya se, uske space se, uski khushi se door ho gaya tha.
Har baar jab Sheetal kisi aur se baat karti,
toh Rishi ke mann mein ek chhoti si jalan uthti.
Ek chhoti si insecurity…
jo kabhi possessiveness ka roop leti,
kabhi gusse ka,
kabhi aankhon ke khamosh ilzaam ka.
Sheetal khud se poochti thi:
“Kya maine galti ki uss din chup reh kar?”
“Kya main ab bhi khud ki nahi hoon?”
Aur Rishi…
Rishi bhi har raat sirf ek hi baat sochta tha:
“Agar main use khone laga toh?”

Rishi… jise apni Sheetal har pal chahiye thi, us kasam ke pyaar mein doobta gaya…
magar vo yeh bhool gaya tha —
ki Sheetal koi kharidi hui cheez nahi thi.
Woh bhi ek insan thi. Jiske paas bhi ek dil tha, ek soch thi, ek astitva tha.
Yeh tha pyaar. Par uss pyaar ke neeche chhupi hui dar ki mitti.
Jo dono ko ek saath toh rakhti thi,
lekin ek dard bhari sulagti si doori bhi chhod jaati thi.




















Chapter 26: "Mohabbat, Mulkiyat aur Khamoshi ka Bojh
Rishi ne kabhi socha bhi nahi tha…ki jis Sheetal ko woh apni jaan kehlaata hai,uske dil mein chhupi kuch aise tukde bhi honge…jo uske pyaar ke roshni mein bhi kabhi nahi chamak paaye.
Rishi ki mohabbat kab mulkiyat ban gayi, usse khud nahi pata chala…
Usse toh sirf itna yaad tha ki Sheetal pehle hansi thi —uski baaton par, uski nazaron par, uske lafzon ki masoomiyat par.Aur ab…vo hansi kisi aur ke samne bhi theek waisi hi thi —halke se jhukkar, aankhon mein chamak le kar,lekin Rishi ke andar kuch chubhne laga tha.
Woh pyaar jo ek waqt Sheetal ki muskaan se zinda tha,ab usi muskaan se Rishi ke andar jalan uthti thi.Woh keh nahi paata tha,lekin har baat par uski aankhon ka rang badal jaata tha.
Sheetal...
ek ladki jo ab bhi pyaar mein thi,par apni ek chhoti si duniya bhi jeeti thi —
jahan vo thodi bebas thi, thodi khush thi, thodi chhupi hui thi.Usne ek ladke ko "ignore" nahi kiya tha…kyunki use “ladki” hone ki saza pata thi —agar chillayi hoti, toh log use hi doshi banate.Toh vo sirf muskuraayi… aur chup rahi.Par yeh chup rehna Rishi ko tod gaya.
Usse laga Sheetal ne use dhokha diya hai.Use har baar woh pal yaad aata jab kisi ladke ne Sheetal ke saath badtameezi ki thi aur Sheetal ne usse chup chaap jhel liya tha.Rishi ka gussa —nafrat se nahi tha,woh ek aisi bechaini thi jahan pyaar ke saath khud ka wajood bhi toot raha tha.Usse lagta, Sheetal kisi se bhi baat kare toh kuch chhup rahi hai.
Kisi aur ka naam aata, toh Rishi ka chehra tanz se bhar jaata.
Rishi ke liye Sheetal “uska guroor” thi.Lekin jab us guroor ki chhavi kisi aur ki aankhon mein dikhi,toh usne Sheetal se pyaar nahi Sheetal pe haq jatana shuru kar diya.
“Tujhe bas mere liye waqt hona chahiye…”
“Tere phone mein kisi aur ka naam kyun hai?”
“Main sab kuch hoon na tera, toh phir tu mujhse hi chup kyun rehti hai?”
Sheetal chup thi.Kyoki Sheetal ko yaad tha us raat ka vaada —jab usne ro kar kaha tha:
“Main kabhi Rishi ki khilaaf nahi jaungi…
main uski har baat maanungi…”
Par ab Sheetal khud se door hoti ja rahi thi.Uska apna space, apne rishte, apni awaaz…
sab Rishi ki mohabbat ke neeche daba diya gaya tha.Sheetal samajhti thi uska dar —
par uska dam ghutne laga tha.Ek waqt tha jab Rishi ki baatein uske dil mein phool khilaati thi…ab wahi baatein ek "jaise har waqt ke interrogation" si mehsoos hone lagi thi.
Rishi bolta tha:“Main tujhe khone ka khayal bhi nahi jhel sakta…
tu meri hai, sirf meri. Tere aas-paas koi bhi ladka nahi hona chahiye.”
Sheetal chup rehti thi.Ussne toh us din kasam kha li thi —
“Main Rishi ki har baat maanungi… chahe jo ho jaaye.”
Par kabhi kabhi… kasmein bhi qaid ban jaati hain.Aur pyaar… ek jail jaisa lagne lagta hai.Sheetal ke liye pyaar ek saans thi —lekin Rishi ka pyaar ab haalat ban chuka tha.Har baar jab Rishi gusse mein aakar keh deta:
“Tujhe samajh nahi aata? Maine kya kya nahi kiya tere liye!”
“Tu mere alawa kisi se baat kaise kar sakti hai!”
Tab Sheetal ke aankhon mein aansu toh aa jaate,lekin shabd kabhi zubaan tak nahi aate.Vo usi Rishi ke liye khamosh thi —jise usne apna sab kuch maan liya tha.
Aur Rishi?Vo har baar Sheetal ke aansuon mein bhi ek guilt dhoondhta,
lekin kabhi apne lafzon ke zakhm nahi dekh paya.
Rishi ka andhar se hilna ab shuru ho gaya tha.
Usse samajh aane laga tha ki woh Sheetal se sirf pyaar nahi karta tha…
usne Sheetal ko ek ‘zarurat’ bana diya tha.
Ek raat dono call pe the…dono chup the.Kisi ne kuch nahi kaha.Sirf ek saans thi jo ek dusre tak ja rahi thi.Phir Sheetal ne bas itna kaha:“Rishi… agar tere pyaar mein meri khushi nahi,
toh kya main tujhe pyaar karne layak bhi hoon?”Rishi ki aankhon mein aansu the —par ego bhi tha.Usne jawab nahi diya.
Par us raat, pehli baar,Rishi ne sirf Sheetal ke chehre ko nahi,uski thakan, uski chup,
aur uski azaadi ki pyaas ko bhi mehsoos kiya.Aur yeh wahi mod tha...
jahaan pyaar, sirf ek mohabbat nahi raha —ek aaina ban gaya...
jisme dono ne khud ko pehli baar alag se dekha
Rishi ne pehli baar sirf suna. yeh vohi Sheetal hai na jo sirf meri thi,
jo raat ke 3 baje bhi meri awaaz se hansi thi,jo ek din mein 25 baar mujhe “jaan” kehkar bulati thi…Aaj uski awaaz mein ek thakan thi.Jaise vo thak chuki ho sirf pyaar karte karte.Sheetal ki awaaz pehli baar kisi lecture jaisi nahi,ek bechain aurat jaisi thi —
“Rishi… tujhe lagta hai main badal gayi hoon?”
“Main woh nahi rahi jo tujhe har baat pe haan karti thi…”
“Par kabhi socha… main itni chhoti chhoti baaton pe kyun tootne lagi hoon?
Shayad isliye… kyunki ab pyaar mein khud ko kho rahi hoon main.”
Rishi ki aankhon mein paani tha.Nahi, vo ro nahi raha tha.Vo samajhne laga tha.Vo mehsoos karne laga tha ki Sheetal ka rona,uska chup ho jaana,uska har baar sirf “theek hoon” keh dena —ye sab uske pyaar ka response nahi,uski thakaan thi.
Us raat Sheetal ne bataya:
“Woh CLAT wale ladke ka haath sirf jism tak nahi gaya tha Rishi,usne mere guroor ko chhua tha…aur maine kuch nahi kaha,kyunki mujhe laga mai jhel jaungi.Par jab tune har baat pe mujhe shout karna shuru kiya,har minute mujhpe haq jatana shuru kiya…toh mujhe laga…
Rishi bhi usi bheed mein khada hai…”
Silence.
Phone ke dono ends par sirf saans chal rahi thi.
Rishi ne finally kaha:
“Sheetal… tu meri thi, hai, aur rahegi…par maine tujhe insaan ke roop mein nahi, ek zimmedaari bana diya.Shayad main tujhe pyaar se zyada,apne dard ka ilaaj samajhne laga tha.Main galat tha.”
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha.Sirf aankhon se do boond tapki.Par pehli baar, usse laga… Rishi sun raha hai.Rishi defend nahi kar raha,Rishi samajh raha hai.That night, no confessions, no kisses, no flirting.Just truth.Raw, ugly, aching truth.
Jisme Sheetal sirf “jaan” nahi,ek insaan ban kar ubhri…aur Rishi ek lover nahi,ek insaan ki zimmedaari lena seekh gaya.Woh kehna toh aasaan tha —
"Hum milke sab thik kar lenge."
Par kabhi kabhi kuch lafz,sirf kaha jaata hai nibhaya nahi jaata.Rishi ne bola toh tha… par uska pyaar ab roz ka rulebook ban gaya tha.Pehle jo rishta tha dil se dil tak,ab sirf "Rishi ke hisaab se" chalne laga tha.
Sheetal ke liye har subah ek sawaal ban gayi thi —
"Aaj Rishi kis mood mein hoga?" Vo kuch bhi kahe, kuch bhi soch le,thoda waqt apne liye le le,thoda space maang le…bas Rishi ka chehra badal jaata.Naaraazgi, guilt-tripping,aur jab Sheetal apna point rakhti —toh bas ek hi jawab milta:"Tum hamesha meri baat ka ulta kyun karti ho Sheetal? Tumhe mere decisions pe bharosa hi nahi!"
Par kya pyaar mein har baar “decision” Rishi ka hi hona zaroori tha?
Sheetal chup rehti thi.Shayad isliye nahi ki uske paas jawab nahi the,balki isliye… kyunki har jawab pe usse sirf daant milti thi.Ek waqt tha jab Rishi uske pain ko feel karta tha,
ab vo sirf judge karta tha.Vo keh deta,“Theek hai, tum jaanti ho sab kuch, main bekaar hoon.”aur Sheetal fir se galti ka ma’amla samajh karkhud hi sab kuch thik karne lagti.
Rishi bhi badla tha —par samajhne ke liye nahi…bas sunte jaane ke liye.Vo uski baat sunta, par karta wahi jo uska mann kehta.Ek din Sheetal ne bas itna poochha:"Rishi, tujhe kab laga main sirf ek puppet hoon?""Main apni marzi se kuch bhi karun,toh tujhe kyun lagta hai ki main galat hoon?Tere love ka matlab sirf control hai kya?"Aur uske baad sirf gussa.Ek lambe voice note mein sirf dard bhara sarcasm:
“Tu toh bas mujhse door jaane ke bahaane dhoondhti hai Sheetal.Ab tu badi ho gayi hai na?Tujhe kisi ki nahi padti.Main pagal hoon na, sab kuch chod kar bhitujhe har waqt pyaar deta hoon…”
Aur yeh hi rishton ka turning point hota hai.Jab ek ne sirf dekar thaak jaana shuru kiya,aur doosre ne lena hi lena seekh liya.Sheetal ke liye pyaar,ab ek pal ka sukoon nahi,roz ka emotional homework ban gaya tha.
Jisme sirf usse hi solve karna tha…aur har jawab Rishi ke “hisab” se hi sahi maana jaata tha.


Chapter 27: “Chhup Chhup ke Door Hona – Ek Naye Pyaar ki Pukaar”

Pyaar ka yeh bhi ek pehlu hota hai…ki kabhi kabhi dooriyan zaroori ho jaati hain.
Na gusse ke liye,na inteqaam ke liye,bas… apne aap ko samajhne ke liye. Rishi ko kuch bhi galat nahi lagta tha…jab tak Sheetal uski marzi se chalti thi. Aaj agar usne bina bataye kisi dost se mil liya,toh sawal ban jaata tha:
"Kyu gayi thi?"
"Mujhe kyu nahi bataya?"
Aur Sheetal…jo har baar in sawalon ko"care" samajh kar taal jaati thi,ab uske andar kuch tootne laga tha.Raat ko phone pe Rishi gussa karta,aur Sheetal sirf chup ho jaati.Nazar kamre ki deewar pe hoti thi,par aankhon ke samne vo lamhe ghoom jaate,jab unhone bina kisi wajah ke ek dusre se vaade kiye the,bina kisi zarurat ke ek dusre ki duniya ban jaane ka sapna dekha tha
Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha Rishi se —na koi ladaai, na koi faisla, na koi rona-dhona.Bas dheere se… khud ko us emotional chakravyuh se alag karne lagi.Jisme roz kuch na kuch proove karna padta tha.Ab calls ki frequency kam hone lagi thi.
Vo good morning texts,jo pehle raat bhar ke sapnon ka continuation lagte the,ab ek formality ban gaye the.Vo calls jahan pehle sirf hasi hoti thi,ab awkward silences ne jagah le li thi.
Udhar Rishi bhi andar hi andar kuch mehsoos kar raha tha.
Usse lagne laga tha —"Sheetal badal gayi hai.""Pehle jaise baatein nahi karti.""Kahi kisi aur se toh baat nahi karti?"
Lekin usne ek baar bhi socha nahi…ki shayad vo khud badal gaya hai.Pyaar mein vo itna possessive ho gaya thaki Sheetal ke emotions usse dikhte hi nahi the.Uske dil mein sirf ek darr tha —
"Usse khone ka."
Aur us darr ne use ek ziddi, gusse wala insaan bana diya tha.Rishi ke andar kuch to samajh aane laga tha,par uski ego ne hamesha us feeling ka gala ghont diya.
Usse laga,
“Shaayad Sheetal busy hai.”
“Shaayad exams ka pressure hoga.”
“Shaayad main hi zyada soch raha hoon…”
Rishi ko lagne laga tha ki kuch badal raha hai.Vo uske voice mein wo garmaahat nahi thi,
jo pehle hua karti thi.
Ek raat usne Sheetal se poocha:
"Tu thak gayi hai mujhse?"
Sheetal ne sirf ek line mein jawab diya:
“Thak gayi hoon apne aap se,
jo har baar tujhe khush rakhte rakhte
khud ko bhool jaata hai.”
Yeh line Rishi ke dil mein seedha ghus gayi.Usne realise kiyavo pyaar karta toh tha…
par sirf apne tareeke se.
Aur Sheetal… har baar apne astitva ko us tareeke mein ghole ja rahi thi.
Us raat kuch alag tha.
Phone ka screen andhera tha,aur kamra bhi.Par us andhere mein Rishi ki aankhon ke saamne ek roshni thi —
Sheetal.
Par aaj pehli baar,
us roshni ko dekhte hue bhi Rishi ko lag raha tha...
"Main us roshni ko kam kar raha hoon."
Vo akela tha,par tanhayi mein bhiSheetal ki har woh baat goonj rahi thi jo usne kabhi kehkar nahi,sirf sahkar batayi thi.Rishi ne apni diary nikali,
woh diary jo ab tak sirf Sheetal ke liye thi —
shayariyon se, kavitaon se, uski tasveeron se bhari hui.
Lekin aaj...usne pehli baar ek kala panna khola.Aur likhna shuru kiya:
"Kya main uske pyaar ke laayak hoon?"
Jab usne mujhe apne har sapne mein jagah di,maine uske sapne kab samjhe?Jab vo har baar meri har baat maanti rahi,kab maine uski ek baat bhi bina kaate suni?Jab vo chhoti chhoti khushiyon mein jeeti thi,maine apne gusse se unmein zeher kyun ghola?
Shayad… main sirf chahta raha ki vo meri ho,lekin kab socha... kya main uska ho paya hoon?Aankhon mein nam tha,lekin pehli baar Rishi ke dil mein sharam thi —nafrat nahi, guilt bhi nahi,bas ek sach:
“Main uske liye sab kuch karna chahta tha…
par jo uske liye zaroori tha,
vo toh main ban hi nahi paya.”
Ussi waqt uske phone ka screen jalta hai.Sheetal ka message aata hai:
"Soya nahi ab tak?"
Aur Rishi ruk jaata hai.Uske hath diary ke us panne pe the —jahan usne pehli baar apni galti likhi thi. Usne reply nahi kiya turant.Kuch der tak bas us message ko dekhta raha...
aur phir sirf ek baat likhi:"Kya tu mujhse sach mein ab bhi pyaar karti hai? Sheetal ne kuch nahi kaha.Lambi khamoshi…aur phir ek voice note aaya.Rishi ne sunna shuru kiya —aur Sheetal ke shabdon mein ek aag thi,ek pighli hui cheekh thi,ek thaka thaka pyaar tha…
"Main tujhe chhod nahi sakti…
par main khud ko bhi kho nahi sakti…"
"Tere pyaar mein main har baar sirf teri sunti rahi…
aur tu kabhi meri chupiyon ko nahi padh paaya…"
"Main ab bhi tujhe chahti hoon Rishi…
par kya tu mujhe samajhne ke laayak ho paaya hai?"
Aur us pal Rishi bas itna hi keh saka:"Main ab seekhna chahta hoon…
us Sheetal ko, jo sirf meri nahi…apni bhi ho."
Par waqt ne in dono ke beech ek naya mauka bhi laaya.
Ek dusri mulaqat.
Ek dusri date.
Ek dusri koshish.
Jo scheduled thi agle hafte.Aur iss baar…yeh sirf pyaar ka celebration nahi,
ek dusre ko dobara samajhne ki koshish bhi hone wali thi.













Chapter 28: "23 October 2019 — Jab Do Tanhaayein Saamne Aayi..."
Pichle kuch mahine...ek ajeeb si chuppi chhayi thi dono ke rishte mein.Rishi ka pyaar ab bhi waisa hi tha —possessive, intense, kabhi kabhi uske liye overpowering.Sheetal ab bhi wahi thi —pyaar mein gehra doobi hui, lekin khud se thodi door.Lekin…ab in sab ke beech,ek intezaar tha —milne ka.
21 October, 2019 – Raat
Mumbai ki bheed mein khoya hua Rishi,apne hostel ke kamre mein chhat ki taraf tak raha tha —chaand adha tha, par uske chehre par ek poori muskaan thi.
“Parsu Sheetal se milunga...”
Yeh khayal hi uske thak gaye jism mein nayi jaan bhar raha tha.Thoda nervous tha, lekin zyada excited.Mumbai se Ajmer ki train... phir bus... phir vo galiyaan jinse guzar kar Laxmangarh jaa paata tha —sab kuch, sirf Sheetal ke ek pal ke liye
23 October 2019
Ek din jo pehle toh sirf calendar ki ek date thi…lekin aaj dono ke liye khaas ban chuki thi.
Aaj pehli baar Sheetal aur Rishi,un sab lamhon ke baad…un sab misunderstanding ke baad,
un sab intense jazbaat ke baad —milne waale the.
23 October, 2019 – Subah
Subah ka alarm 4:30 ka tha.Neend to aayi hi nahi theek se.Lekin aankhen us waqt khul gayi, jaise koi cheez andar se kheench ke utha rahi ho. Uske chehre pe ek ajeeb sa sukoon tha.
Aankhon mein thakan bhi thi aur chamak bhi. Room ka ek kona jahan uski printed blue shirt kal raat se tange thi —aaj usse pehnne wali thi duniya ki sabse khaas mulaqaat ke liye.
Naha-dhoke, baal set karke, shirt press karke, Rishi nikal pada.Train se Ajmer, phir wahan se bus pakad ke Laxmangarh...Ek lamba safar tha, par dil ke liye sabse chhoti raah thi —
kyunki manzil thi Sheetal.
Train mein baithte hi Rishi ka dil aur tez dhadak raha tha.
Log kuch bol rahe the, par uske kaan sirf ek awaaz sunna chahte the — Sheetal ki.
Bus ke raste mein ek waqt aaya jab Rishi ne bas seat ke window se bahar dekha, aur sirf itna socha:
“Kya vo mujhe dekhte hi waisi hi smile karegi? Jaisi pehli baar ki thi…”
Peeche se ek toddler chilla raha tha,lekin Rishi apne khayalon mein uljha hua tha.
Uska har pal ek countdown jaisa lag raha tha:“3 hours… 2 hours… 20 minutes… bas ab milne hi wali hai…”

Subah se hi Sheetal restless thi.Har 10 minute mein phone dekhna —
Rishi ka message aaya?
Vo nikal gaya?
Vo pahucha?
 Sheetal bhi…raat bhar neend mein uljhi rahi.Ek excitement tha, par ek chhupa hua darr bhi.Papa ki aankhen hamesha us par rehti thi —aur aaj vo jhoot bolkar apne pyar se milne ja rahi thi.Usne apni favourite yellow kurti pehni thi,jispe chhoti chhoti embroidery thi,aur kaan mein jhumke —jo uske chehre ke noor ko aur nikhaar rahe the.Uske baal khule hue the,aur Rishi ke liye to woh zulfein hi ek mehfil thi.
Room ki sab ladkiyaan usse chhed rahi thi:“Kya baat hai Sheetal, aaj to lipstick lagayi gayi hai!”“Lagta hai aaj koi khaas milne aa raha hai…”
Sheetal bas muskurayi,lekin uske andar kuch gungunane laga tha.Vo darr bhi tha,aur excitement bhi.Rishi pehle pahuch gaya tha.Sheetal ko thoda waqt lagna tha.Tab tak vo ek café mein baith gaya —thoda sa nervous, thoda hungry.Usne French fries aur ek cold coffee order ki.Wahi pehle fries ka pehla tukda muh tak laya hi tha,ke ek jhalak ne uska sab kuch adhoora chhod diya.
Sheetal aa gayi thi.
Apni ek dost ke saath, thoda hichkichahat mein,lekin aankhon mein chamak liye.Rishi ke haath se fries ka tukda gira nahi,bas uska dhyan gir gaya — Sheetal pe.
“Itni khoobsurat? Main kaise itni der ruk paya usse mile bina?”
yehi soch ke usne uska dhyan se swagat kiya. Koi shabd nahi bole dono ne.Bas aankhon se poora kissa keh diya.
"Main mil gaya hoon tujhe."yeh Rishi ki muskurahat keh rahi thi.
"Tu waise hi mila jaise socha tha."yeh Sheetal ki aankhon se tapak raha tha.
Phir ek halki si cheekh…Sheetal ki, jab Rishi ne uska haath pakdaaur thoda kheench ke apne kareeb kar liya.
"Tu sach mein aa gaya..."Sheetal ne itna hi kaha.Uski aawaz hil rahi thi.Rishi ne uski aankhon mein dekha,aur sirf ek baat boli:
"Tu kisi aur ki ho hi nahi sakti."Rishi ne pucha “Tum dono ke liye Cold Coffee with Ice Cream?”Order aaya —Sheetal ne aadhi cold coffee bhi nahi pi,aur muskurake kaha:
“Tum hi pee lo Rishi, mujhe itni pasand nahi...”
Rishi us moment mein kho gaya tha.Uske lehje mein jo halki shararat thi,uske andaaz mein jo naaz tha,wo sab Rishi ke dil mein utar gaya.
“Tum pee lo...”Rishi soch raha tha, kaash poori zindagi tu mujhe yunhi cheezein de deti rahe — apnehaathon se, apne pyaar se... Aur tab aayi bus…
Sheetal ke aankhon mein thoda sharm tha, thoda guilt.Par zyada tha — Rishi se milne ka sukoon.
Aur Rishi...vo toh uska haath pakadne ke liye bechain tha.But usne sirf aankhon se pucha:
“Chalein?”
Sheetal ne aankhon se hi jawaab diya:
“Haan...”
Dono bus ki taraf chale.Peeche café mein unki adhoori coffee aur fries reh gayi —lekin ek naya rishta, ek nayi kahaani — poori shiddat se shuru ho gayi thi.
Jab Rishi aur Sheetal bus ke sleeper cabin mein chadhe,toh hawa mein kuch badal gaya tha.
Kuch adhoora, kuch pura...Kuch unsaid, but loud — just like their aching hearts.
Sheetal jaise hi mattress pe baithi,uski aankhon se aansuon ka ek halka sa dhaar nikal gaya.Na cheekha, na gila...bas woh dard tha jo kabhi awaaz nahi karta.Rishi ne ek second mein mehsoos kar liya,aur bagair kuch bole, uske saamne baith gaya.Usne Sheetal ka haath pakda,aur apne dil ke paas kheench liya — jaise keh raha ho:
"Ab jo tu roti hai, uska har boond mere naam."
Sheetal ne uske kandhe pe sir rakha,aur kas ke baahon mein lapet liya.Itna zor se ki Rishi ne bhi aankhen band kar li...jaise uski rooh usi ek pal mein poori ho gayi ho.Unka cabin andhera tha,thandi AC ki hawa unki saans se garam ho rahi thi.Bahaar duniya theher jaati...andar sirf unki dhadkanein, saansein aur judne ka ek beparwah silsila tha. Sheetal ne aankhen band kar li,aur apne haathon se Rishi ke shirt ke buttons kholne lagi —dheere, sambhal ke — jaise har button uski chhupi hui kasak ho.
Aur jab usne apna chehra Rishi ke seene pe rakha,toh us pal mein na logic tha, na reason —sirf belonging thi.
"Main bas yahin hoon Rishi... iss seene ke andar... iss dhadkan ke saath."
Rishi ne uske baalon mein haath ghumaaya,ek haath uski kamar ke aas-paas le gaya —
aur us pal mein...duniya tham gayi.Usne Sheetal ki aankhon mein dekha,
aur bina kuch bole —uske hothon ko chhoo liya.Wo pehli kiss...
nafrat, sharm, dar, ya gunahon se pare thi.Woh pehli kiss sirf "apna banane" wali thi. Rishi ki saans tez thi, Sheetal ki haath mein paseena.Kiss ke waqt dono ke hoth thode tharte...
par andar se ekdum shaant —jaise dono apna ghar wapas aa gaye ho.Rishi kabhi uske gal pe, kabhi mathhe pe,kabhi kaan ke paas —uske har hisson ko usi shraddha se chhoota jaa raha tha jaise ek pujari apne devta ka abhishek karta hai.
Aur Sheetal...uski ragon mein sirf ek lafz daud raha tha — “mera Rishi.” Kahi Sheetal ne kaha —“Rishi, main bas yahin hoon... aur kahin jaane ka mann nahi.”Rishi ne uska haath apne seene pe rakha aur bola —“Yeh dil sirf tera hai... aur is baar yeh wada nahi, haq hai.”
It wasn’t just a meeting.It was the merging of two incomplete dreams, two aching souls — seeking completion not in touch alone, but in trust, in surrender, in silence.
Rishi had never imagined that one day someone would come this close — so close that her breath would rise and fall in sync with his chest, as if she was born there, resting beneath his ribs all along.
Sheetal had never known what it felt like — to be seen, truly seen, not just with eyes, but with longing, with reverence. Every touch he offered wasn’t desire — it was worship. Every moment was a prayer, and she… was the deity.
That night, time stood still.
When she came close to him, her eyes were closed, but her soul was wide open.
He placed his hands softly on her shoulders — not as a claim, but as a promise.
And when he held her waist, pulling her into his chest, it wasn’t about holding tight.
It was about holding forever.
Their lips trembled before they met, not from hesitation but from the weight of truth between them.And when they finally kissed, it wasn’t a kiss — it was a conversation.
Without words, Rishi said: “You are mine. Only mine.”
And Sheetal’s trembling hands whispered back: “I have always been.”
Her tears rolled silently down her cheek — not of pain, but peace.
The kind of peace you feel when the world finally understands you, without you having to explain.
When she rested her head on his bare chest,and he wrapped his arms around her like armor —
he kissed her hair and said,“From now on, your worries are mine too. Your scars, your fears — I will carry them with you. You’re never alone. Never again.”
That night was not about lust.It was about love in its most raw, unguarded form.Two bodies didn’t collide.Two universes did.No hurry. No shame.Just infinite, gentle madness.
The way her fingers wandered across his collarbone —the way his lips memorized every inch of her skin —they weren’t touching each other to explore.They were returning home.
He kissed her forehead with the reverence of a priest,her eyelids with the delicacy of a painter,her lips like he was tasting truth for the first time.In that dim sleeper cabin, there was no world outside.Just Rishi and Sheetal — not losing themselves in each other…but finding themselves completely.It wasn’t physical.It was inevitable.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The merging of breath, heartbeat, sweat, and stillness.The gasp of her name on his lips.The soft cry in her throat.The way their fingers clenched, their bodies trembled —and then, the sacred stillness that follows after a storm has passed.










