
                                                                The First Date 
                                                                                                                                    Siddhartha Yadav  

Dear Ms. Sensa3onal  

If you are a sapiosexual, I promise to never let you down. If you have the wanderlust, I promise to be 
your mate. If you are an avid reader, I promise that you will never be short of incredible :tles. If you 
love listening to stories, I promise to have them in thousands. If you want to be unaccompanied, I 
promise to be the silence. If you want to be acknowledged, I promise to be the loudest cheer. I 
promise to be the hand you can always hold and the shoulder you can bank upon :ll sun stops rising 
in the east.  

I promise to listen to your raw crea:vity and will ensure to get that improvised. I promise to be the 
treasurer of your darkest secrets. I promise to be your biggest strength, your mo:va:on and the 
strongest support.  

I promise to send you handwri=en le=ers and poetry. I promise to be the part of those exci:ng talks 
where we share dreams, hopes and aspira:ons during those darkest midnight hours. Those 2:00 AM 
coffees (I will prepare) on the kitchen top and 3:30 AM walk on alien beaches. Forehead kisses, 
holding your hand in the crowd to protect and in the solitude to make you comfortable. Exploring 
mountains during dusk or even haunted Bhangarh during midnight. Those readings which enlighten 
human brain or chit-chats which are way beyond casual. I promise to discuss galaxies, cryptography, 
Higgs Boson and photosynthesis together. Those stories, which never end and poetry which remains 
flawless even aNer ages.  

I promise not to be the part of internet driven rela:onship. I promise to be mainstream or perhaps a 
touch lesser technology oriented. Books, travelling beyond boundaries, exploring horizons, being less 
data driven, man with utmost honesty, loyalty and highest level of commitment. I promise to make 
this universe bigger and be=er for both of us. I promise to make this rela:onship stronger with 
blessing from parents by our side. I promise to make every day a Valen:ne’s day in this rela:onship. I 
promise to make your every morning special and every day worth celebra:ng.  

Ms. Sensa:onal, I propose you over email for something everlas:ng. Will you marry an ordinary 
writer? 

An email hit her mailbox  at 09:38 PM on April 25th. She read that twice on her way to office in the 
cab, perhaps for the content more than anything else.  

‘Who is this lad? He calls himself an ordinary writer but seems below ordinary. You need to be an 
absolute moron to reach out to a lady over email on the topic of this gravity. He doesn’t even 
deserve a reply’ her brain passed instruc:ons to the heart as she stepped out of the cab to take a 
long walk towards her office.  

ANer hec:c first couple of hours she walked towards the office cafeteria for a cup of nice cinnamon 
tea. She again opened that email and started reading the content just to for fun.  

‘What are you reading, Ri:ka’ a familiar voice hit her cochlea.  

‘Hi, Gunjan. Nothing serious. A jerk has dropped me the marriage proposal over email. This na:on is 
full of roadside romeos’ she replied and closed the tab.  

‘Let me also read that’ Gunjan replied and extended her right arm to snatch the phone. She opened 
the inbox again and started reading it while Ri:ka shiNed her focus back to the tea.  



It took some minutes for her to finish that email and then she put the handheld back on the table. 
Ri:ka peeped into her eyes to get a mysterious smile in response. ‘I don’t even know him’ Ri:ka 
replied to an unsolicited ques:on. Gunjan kept calm but was s:ll wearing the same grin. ‘Gunjan, 
what is your opinion about this?’ finally Ri:ka delivered an in swinging yorker.  ‘Let’s go back to work’ 
Gunjan defended it back to the bowler and the discussion was deferred.  

Both leN their chairs to walk towards the respec:ve cubicals leaving the discussion incomplete. The 
mayhem was perhaps postponed for a few hours.  

‘It was a crackbrained affair’ Gunjan absorbed the statement before turning back to find Ri:ka 
standing just behind her in the cubical five minutes prior to the scheduled lunch :me. ‘Let’s walk for 
the lunch’ Gunjan had the last laugh. She was perhaps enjoying the dilemma in Ri:ka’s mind. Ri:ka 
acknowledged her statement with the fake smile as they walked towards the canteen.  

Exactly at 02:30 they adjusted themselves on the chairs next in the extreme corner of an almost 
empty canteen. The Lunch boxes were opened and so was the long pending discussion.  

‘Are those the things men:oned in the email, you have an appe:te for?’ Gunjan had the first bite. 
‘Absolutely yes. If I can customize my future ‘perfect’, I will perhaps write all these codes in the 
program’ she blushed the reply. ‘Who is he, by the way? Do you have any idea?’ the million dollar 
ques:on was finally asked. ‘No big idea as such. We are connected through a matrimonial pladorm. 
A very average looking guy, has wri=en some books, taken some media assignments, made some 
movies, had delivered some sessions and claims to have been working as a banker with a leading 
govt. bank. Most of these creden:als are verified as well’ she responded.  

‘Are you single and keen to get hitched permanently?’ Gunjan asked it being well aware of the reply 
and the smiles were exchanged. ‘He has earned a coffee date with you. Do let him know but don’t 
rush. Make him wait for some :me, two-three days at least and then drop him the reply’ Gunjan 
made her all important decision in his favour. ‘Are you sure’ Ri:ka was s:ll confused. ‘Damn sure. I 
liked his way of reaching out to a lady. If doubts about his genuineness are eliminated, he deserves a 
coffee with our anchor’ Gunjan looked confident about her sugges:on and the lunch was over, so 
was discussion for now.  

‘I would like to just say that this is the best proposal I’ve ever got. In fact it wouldn’t be too much if I 
say I don’t think anybody could do it any be=er in future also. We will catch up over a cup of coffee 
some day.’ She finally dropped an email to her des:ny couple of days later.  

‘Sure Mam. If we can connect over call for a few :mes before that first mee:ng, you will perhaps be 
more comfortable’ his reply hit her mailbox in next few hours.  

‘Point taken, Sir. My mobile no. is 7*****1295. We can connect around 09:00 PM today’ she finally 
decided to break the jinx and allow him to walk towards her.  

He saved her no. and then refreshed his Whatsapp contact list. Her name was there in the list but 
display pic. was hidden for the those who were not able to find space in her contact list. He was very 
well aware of the fact that it was going to be the call of his life:me.  

Exactly at 09:00 PM her handheld vibrated. She almost picked that straightaway very well aware of 
whom being the caller, even though only the number reflected on her screen. *****66666 and those 
five sixes in a row announced his presence in her life.   



‘Ya, who is this?’ a perfect female voice hit his ears.  ‘You seem to be my life. Wild and free. 
Wonderfully chao:c and a perfectly put together mess’ this was an unexpected start to the 
conversa:on. A arrant male voice, heavy and loud, hit her ears. ‘Mr. Siddhartha Yadav, this is the best 
compliment I ever had in my life. You seem to have mastered the art of using appropriate words 
almost everywhere’ she replied with the wide smile on her face.  

‘Ms. Ri:ka Sahu, gem of a talent and the fine anchor. It is an absolute pleasure connec:ng with you 
over call’ he said with ample amount of excitement and energy.  

‘A banker, writer, poet and much more, versa:le talent and a reliable rebel, the pleasure is mutual’ 
she knocked him over with her reply. She also had her share of research done which was a pleasant 
surprise to him.  

‘Siddhartha, your email was really impressive and I value your philosophy about love. But, being a 
wordsmith you can easily befool people and make them fall for you. This had been your core 
competency throughout. How many :mes you have tried this on girls to trap them in love? Please be 
honest’ she was too straighdorward to handle.  He was expec:ng this ques:on but he never 
an:cipated about this being served red hot.   

‘Ri:ka, I swear on my wri:ng skills that this was my first love le=er or email ever. I never tried on 
anyone. Being more précised, I never tried to reach out to any lady from rela:onship prospec:ve 
since last twenty nine years’ he replied point-blank without taking any :me. 

‘And why you want to marry me? You must be having numerous other op:ons?’ she decided to 
finally ask the most important ques:on.   

‘Be=er is a rela:ve term but love is beyond comparisons. Anyway, I will reply to this ques:on at the 
right place and on the right :me. You don’t need to ask this again. I have though par:ally replied to 
this in my very first statement’ and he delayed the reply with some plans in the back of his mind.  

The call lasted for some 98 minutes where they discussed hobbies, passions, priori:es, family, life 
goals and much more. They found striking similari:es almost everywhere. Writers and anchors are 
generally made of same metal and that is why their A union B por:on is always bigger.  

At almost 10:45 the discussion ended on a lighter note. Both had mutual admira:on policy for the 
achievements of one another and were keen to take things forward. She saved his number in her 
phone almost straightaway. Her whatsapp display pic was visible to him now.  

‘Your aura is made of poetry, roses and galaxies’ he texted her over whatsapp.  

‘Don’t overuse your crea:ve brilliance, Siddhartha. You may run short of these one liners soon’ she 
replied with a smiley.  

‘I will never, Ms. Sahu. My inspira:on is perfec:on personified’ he texted back.    

‘You are flir:ng with danger, mr. writer’ cometh the reply.  

‘Am dealing with my des:ny, Ri:ka’ he replied.  

‘Let’s sign off for the day. Had a hec:c day in office so am hell :red’ she opted to close the 
conversa:on.  



‘Take care and sleep well. I will be working :ll 04:00 or may be 05:00 AM. I need to finish some 
proofreading. Good Night’ he typed his final text for the day.  

‘Close it by 12:00 and take proper rest. No more discussions on this. Good Night’ and she closed the 
proceedings.        
  
Awesome start to an epic journey it was. They turned out to be excellent companions in no :me. 
Casual conversa:ons, pictures being shared almost daily, half baked stories, raw poetry, crea:ve 
designs, hypothe:cal discussions, travel misadventures, those midnight conversa:ons about atoms, 
death, aliens, sex, magic, intellect, galaxies, music, memories, flaws, insecuri:es and fears. Their 
rela:onship had everything in next few days. The pladorm was now set for the most awaited date .  

‘This Friday we are mee:ng. Delhi will be the city. Let’s make it at 10:00 AM’ Siddhartha ini:ated the 
idea.  

‘Done. But Make it 11:00 AM. I was actually planning to surprise my friends in Delhi. I will club both 
the plans together. My train will reach at 09:30 AM and I will reach the loca:on by 11:00 AM’ she 
affixed the stamp of confirma:on to the most awaited sequence of their lives.   
  

An all vital day was finally here. She reached at the sta:on approximately around 09:30 in the 
morning and straightaway reached out to him over call.  

Ri:ka: Morning Sid, where I need to come? 

Siddhartha: Morning lifeline. I am sorry, I had an urgent mee:ng in the office. I am not able to make 
it today.  

He cut the sorry figure in his first few sentences. This was a least expected reply. She was irritated to 
the fullest but tried her level best to react normal.  

Ri:ka: You should have told this to me. I came here to meet you, Siddhartha.  

He realized her aggrava>on straightaway.   

Siddhartha: I thought, you are already going to meet your friends and we can meet on Thursday, the 
day you are leaving or any day in between.  

He tried to sound logical being very well aware of the fact that it is an unpardonable offense. Her 
irrita>on touched the next level listening to his casual reply.  

Ri:ka: Mr. Yadav and I came here to meet you only. Anyway, will let you know about my plans 
further.  

She disconnected the call without listening to his reply.  

‘All men are one and the same, like dogs and he too is not different. A jerk. I shouldn’t have trusted 
him this easily and quickly. He preferred an office mee>ng over me, that too when it’s not even the 
beginning of a rela>onship. He is perhaps not going to meet me ever, that is it. The chapter is closed, 
Sid. Sayonara.’ she said to herself while walking towards the exit gate. It took her ten minutes to pick 
the luggage and she walked out from the exit gate of Anand Vihar Railway Sta:on. She was 
determined not to take this rela:on any further.  



‘Hey.. Ri:ka’ she heard a familiar voice somewhere from the crowd wai:ng for their acquaintances. 
Her heart skipped a few beats out of delight as she turned an:-clockwise towards the mob.  

It was him, standing just in front besides the barricading, holding a huge bunch of roses. All her 
choler and disappointment just vanished to unknown as she looked into his eyes from some 
distance. He was the one twinkling in the masses.  

‘He is a walking astonishment. Tie your expecta:ons to him and he will ensure to surpass’ the major 
part of her cerebrum was occupied by him now. She took a long walk towards him or perhaps her 
fortunes.   

‘A very good morning to an unadulterated talent, excep:onal anchor, magnanimous conqueror and 
the most delighdul soul I have ever known. Thanks for being here, Ms. Sahu’ and he handed over the 
bunch to her.   

‘Thanks, Sid. Same to you too’ she extended her arms to receive the delight. The fingers touched, the 
first warmth of each other they felt and perhaps the moment they were going to cherish for rest of 
their lives.  

She peeped into his eyes, he was beholding her with smile. The first eye-contact with the hint of love 
and the :me paused for a few seconds. He felt complete in his life for the first :me while she was 
delighted to see things going according to the plans, finally.  

‘I didn’t bring a giN for you. I planned to buy it from Delhi before our mee:ng. We ini:ally had plans 
to meet at some restaurant, isn’t it?’ she was s:ll looking into his eyes.  

‘That’s more delighdul. I can now ask for what I want’ he smiled the reply.  

‘Go ahead and ask for. The rights to deny are s:ll reserved’ she had the last laughter.  

‘Allow me to shoulder your responsibili:es. Share your burdens so that you can walk freely’ he 
responded with all the gravity in his voice.  

‘Siddhartha, we have not even met properly. We don’t even know each other. I will not make this big 
a commitment. Try to understand, please’ she responded in the tone of equal terseness.  

‘Give me your bag pack and the trolley, my li=le bunch of genius. I will take this to the car. I promise 
not to run away with your luggage’ he played wicked this :me. She smiled and handed over 
everything except the bunch of roses to him. 

‘I have booked for an Ola and the driver is on the way. Let us walk out as he will be there in few 
seconds’ she con:nued.  

‘Ola applica:on installed in my phone allows for cancela:on of the ride. Is this allowed in your 
applica:on too?’ he looked at her.  

‘It is but why to cancel?’ she asked being very well aware of the answer.  

‘My Maru: is wai:ng for you in the parking’ he replied and they both walked towards the parking 
area.  

A brand new, white Hyundai Verna it was with the driver standing just next to the vehicle. Seeing him 
walking towards the car, driver walked towards him to take the luggage and put it in the trunk.   



Siddhartha walked towards the door to open it for her. The back seat had a huge teddy bear placed, 
more than a few chocolates being put in along with some Hindi poetry books. A bunch of roses was 
also there on the seat.  

‘Where am I supposed to sit, mr. banker’ she looked into his eyes with mixed emo:ons of surprise 
and delight. He shiNed everything towards the other half to make some space for her. 

She adjusted herself on the seat and he pushed the door to close it. He then, walked to the front seat 
next to the driver and occupied that. She was surprised but didn’t say a word.  

‘All my favourite books here’ She picked the books before anything else. He, in the mean:me 
connected his phone to the audio system and her favourite song is being played. She was surprised 
to see everything going according to her likings but refrained from jumping on to any conclusions.  

Driver perhaps was being told about the des:na:on well in advance so she was not gemng any clue 
about where they were heading too. His decision of not simng just next was making her more 
comfortable, she realized that off-late.  

She started turning pages in the book and it was absolute silence with music being played in 
background. The track was over in next few minutes and the next song was again her favourite. She 
was surprised.  

‘Have you made the playlist of my favourite songs’ she looked confused? He didn’t u=er a word in 
response.  

He took a small slip from his pocket and it slipped towards her with the stretch of his arms without 
looking back. She collected it with no eye contact at all.  

‘Even millions of orchids can’t compare on your beauty, you are the most beau:ful crea:on of 
Almighty’ she read that and put the paper in her clutch.  

‘Do you know which thing I like the most about you? You are beau:ful inside and out’ came the 
second slip. She read that too and again the slip had the same fate.  

‘Once I was told that I would fall in love with a gorgeous woman, but I could never imagine that this 
woman will be fantas:cally pre=y with the most extraordinary personality I’ve ever met’ slipped the 
third.  

‘Your beauty is in your op:mis:c amtude towards life, in your generous heart and in honest 
thoughts’ came the forth. 

‘Sweet, unique, modest, kind, honest, these words describe only one percent of your personality and 
I dream to discover you for the rest of my life’ fiNh it was. 

The lady was literally in awe of whatever was happening with her since morning and those slips were 
just taking her breath away. A magician was hypno:zing her now, and she was leN stupefied.  

‘The stars, the moon, and the sun are minor to me because you shine brighter than all of them! Said 
the sixth.  

Seventh, eighth, thirteenth, seventeenth and twen:eth. It was gemng crazier. She was pumng 
everything back in her clutch.  



‘Stop it young man. The lady cannot be convinced in a day’ she finally asked him to press the pause 
bu=on.  

‘Young man promises to do it :ll eternity, every morning’ he was heard aNer the long silence. The 
lady was leN speechless with the reply. She opted to remain muted in response.  

It took them an hour to reach to Cafe Coffee Day in Khan Market. Her favourite songs were played 
con:nuously and she was mighty surprised to see his efforts. His choice of venue for this mee:ng 
perhaps shocked her but she opted to say nothing. She was perhaps judging him for each of his 
ac:vi:es and conversa:ons.  

The car paused just outside the CCD and they walked in. The ground floor was full so he almost 
straightaway took the stairs to the first floor.  She followed him. The first floor was compara:vely 
vacant so they managed to adjust on an arrangement at the extreme right corner.  

The service boy walked just behind for the orders.  

‘A cappuccino and a cheese garlic bread for me’ she almost straightaway placed the order. ‘A plain 
tropical iceberg for me’ he made the extension in the list and the service boy walked away.  

‘This is the place I love the most in this city. I had coffees here during worst phases of my life. This is 
the place where I started wri:ng. I used to visit this place every day for few hours to work on my first 
book. I have finished numerous stories here. I signed my first publica:on contract here even the 
second, the third and all others too. The first film agreement was also signed at this place.  

‘This place has seen me in tears umpteen :mes. The walls have seen me choking to death, those 
immense failures when nothing was going right. This roof was there when the heaven was falling. I 
have shared my solitude with these coffees. This place has made me what I am and when the most 
important person of my life came, I wanted to have a coffee with her at this place. This is why, you 
are here, Ri:ka’ he visited the en:re circle in few lines and tears rolled over his cheeks.  

‘Wipe those off, Siddhartha. Every incredible rise has an epic failure behind. You are an inspira:on for 
thousands’ she said offering him her hanky. He took it, wiped his tears off and inten:onally put that 
back in his pocket. The service boy, in the mean:me appeared with the order and placed it on the 
table.  

The epic discussion between them finally started. She listened to his story and then shared her 
broken and darker side. Some of the sequences from her past made his eyes wet too. He absorbed 
her past not with inten:ons to punish her but for understanding how she needed to be loved. They 
shared everything transparently over few coffees and conference was on the brink of gemng over.  

‘It’s 02:00 PM and your date is almost over. The best day ever for me, it was. I will surely talk to my 
parents about you’ and the sense of contentment was clearly there in her voice.  

‘Siddhartha, let’s leave. You can drop me to my friend’s place if you have :me but you will occupy the 
seat just next to me. I appreciate your gesture from the morning but I am comfortable now’ she 
con:nued from where she leN. He didn’t reply this :me as well.  

‘Mr. banker, are you here. I am talking to you’ she made the third statement in a row.  

He reached to his pocket inside the blazer and pulled an envelope out.  He handed over the same to 
her with not even a single word u=ered.  



‘50% of your conversa:on is in wri=en. I am loving this way but equally excited to know the ra:onale 
behind. Feed me with your logic before I open it’ she dropped the ball back in his court.  

‘Some conversa:ons with you, I want to treasure :ll eternity. Anything extraordinary, if leN unwri=en 
starts to fade. I don’t want the beauty of our rela:onship to fade, ever. Each and every slip or a le=er 
has the date on the back side. I want to read those again when we will be more than seventy and 
simng together. I want to walk down to memory lane that :me just to recall how we made it. If 
things go according to my plans, we are going to spend almost 15000 days together. I want to die 
leaving behind more than hundred thousand slips and le=ers. Every morning, I want you wake up 
with a slip just beneath your pillow. Every evening, I want to sign off for the day with wri:ng 
something for you. As a writer, this is the only thing I have to offer’ he perhaps had much more to say 
but stopped abruptly. She realized that straightaway.  

‘Mr. Siddhartha Yadav, don’t ever make promises which you are not going to fulfil. Raising the bar of 
expecta:ons first and then not living up to them later is the biggest disappointment. Don’t sound so 
complete just to get a girl. Gemng a girl is difficult but what is more difficult is, being the same man 
you were earlier even aNer she is into you. So, take a cau:ous walk’ she delivered the crux of her 
experiences.  

‘Ms. Ri:ka Sahu, I never make commitments beyond my capacity. I never fake promises. I never 
measure my life in semi finished sequences. Rest assured, this man is not born to let you down’ he 
stamped the assurance in firm voice. His choice of words made her realise the gravity of this 
rela:onship for him. His eyes were verbalizing more than his lips. She looked at him with some 
astonishment.   

The envelope was s:ll in her hands. She opened the same to find a small le=er.  

Ms. Ri>ka 

Can I ask for your trust, the blind trust with no applied intelligence involved. Please trust me unless I 
don’t break it and the day you find it broken for the first >me, that will be last >me too. Don’t trust 
me ever aNer that. I am a human being, a mere mortal. I can make mistakes, my plans can go wrong, 
things can go beyond my control or I may lose some baOles, this is the part of a process. But, the day 
I come to you aNer compromising on my morals, ethics, commitments toward my na>on, society and 
you, the day my inten>ons behind execu>ons disappointment you, you can walk off aNer giving a 
>ght slap on my face. The day my basics are scuppered, my honesty, loyalty and integrity becomes 
doubQul; you will have all rights reserved to take the final call.  

Can you trust me >ll my first mistake? Can I get your blind faith?  

She read the le=er twice or perhaps thrice. She was not able to decipher the complex codes of his 
mind now. His mind had some plans wai:ng for her posi:ve nod and she was unaware off them.  

‘Siddhartha, trust is built with the passage of :me. It’s not the spur of a moment call to take, it’s 
rather a process. You can’t write a few lines on trust over a piece of paper and ask someone to trust 
you. I came to Delhi because of my faith in you. I opted to sit in your car and come to the place of 
your choice because I found you a nice man. Yes, you didn’t disappointment me at all. You have 
superseded my set of expecta:ons and that’s why I promised to talk to my parents about you. What 
else you want’ she delivered a Ted talk on trust and leN the discussion open with an open ended 
ques:on.    



‘The day and the date is not yet over, Ri:ka’ he smirked.  

‘My family has not known about me being here. I am all yours for the day. You never needed to write 
an essay on trust to ask me for this’ she was so transparent in her personality that she spoke her 
mind out without any kind of formality.  

‘Can I have you for next three days?’ he delivered the statement of the day with the blink of an eye.  

‘You are kidding my gentleman. No girl on the planet will agree to it. It is our first mee:ng and more 
importantly I am dealing with a magician. Your words can be decep:ve and I don’t know you as a 
person much. It’s impossible’ she denied straightaway with confidence. Not even a thought was 
given to his plan.  

‘I appreciate your concerns. Your points are very valid. But, you are not going to say no to my next 
plan. I have the plan B ready’ he looked into her eyes with smile.  

‘Was I tricked?’ she asked to her other self and didn’t get a convincing reply. ‘What is the plan?’ She 
had her ques:on.  

‘I am taking you out for the shopping. Will drop you at the place of your choice straightaway aNer 
that. I will again pick you at 07:30 and we will go out for the date. I will drop you by 11:00 back to 
your friend’s place’ he perhaps managed to have her for the date.  

‘I need to be very careful while dealing with you. You are insane. Am in with this’ she nodded her 
acceptance and they both leN their chairs to walk out.  

‘Chose your amre’ he smiled walking in one major outlet of the top brand in the same Khan Market.  

She checked the price tag for almost every dress being presented on display. She was hun:ng for the 
least cost affair just to ensure that his pocked is not burdened much. She always knew that he will 
not allow her to make payments. She picked a normal green top finally and handed-over that to him.  

‘That’s it, Sid. I am done’ she wanted to walk out of the shop as soon as possible. She was 
uncomfortable shopping with him for genuine reasons and he realised that straightaway.  

‘An A-line/Princess scoop-neck, floor length chiffon gown please? Preferably red’ he made his 
demand in one go. Absolutely stunned, she tried to maintain an eye contact with him. He 
successfully avoided it.  

‘And you think that I will allow you to do this. You s:ll don’t hold rights to shop for me, Mr. Yadav’ she 
was firm with her statement. He looked at her, finally.  

‘Mam, please’ he pulled his spects from the right hand and gazed into her eyes. An extremely mild 
voice hit her senses. His expressions this :me were more powerful than any of his last.  

Love, admira:on, request or the quest; whatever it was. She found the denial extremely tough. He 
had successfully put his heart in those two very common words.  

‘Ok’ she nodded her acceptance. A million dollar smile found the address of his face, she also smiled 
but only for him.  



The princess gown and matching s:le=os were shopped for the queen in few minutes. She opted to 
let him choose for design, pa=ern and everything else. She was perhaps prepared to paint herself as 
per his imagina:on for the night.  

They walked back towards the car in next few minutes. He set her address over GPS on the car and 
took the back seat.  

Being around him was first on its kind feeling for her. Comfortable, safe, protected, loved and being 
treated as a kid. A six feet tall Neanderthal was walking into her life with some pace. It was calm 
before the storm in the car with her playlist in his phone being played in the background.  

She took the envelope out to read the passage on trust yet again. She opted to read that loud this 
:me. He looked at her, surprised.  

‘Have you seriously had any plans for three days or you played a trick over me?’ she made a query.  

‘I had a plan’ he looked confused looking at her but managed to make a reply.  

‘Siddhartha, sure’ she tried to re-confirm.  

‘Damn sure’ he smiled.  

‘Five hundred meters and your des>na>on will be on the leN’ announced the GPS system.  

‘I condi:onally approve your plan for three days. We will not share the room’ she dropped the ball in 
his court.  

‘I already had my plans the same way. You should have asked for any be=er condi:on. I never 
wanted to share the room in between these days’ he had the naughty laughter.  

‘Three days, I am all yours. No more ques:ons to be asked. Remember, if the trust is broken for ones, 
it is broken for always. You will not stand a second chance’ she allowed him to take control over 
things.   

‘We are going home’ he passed his instruc:ons and the driver took the U-turn. She kept calm.  

They leN the geographical boundaries of NCR in next one hour and were heading towards an alien 
city. She was simng comfortable, perhaps he has won her trust by now or she was playing the 
gamble of her life. The burden of responsibili:es was on his shoulders now.  

At 04:00 PM, they were on NH-2 some eighty kilometres from her city and 150 more kilometres from 
the des:na:on. Both were feeling hungry so they stopped by in a restaurant to have some snacks in 
between.  

‘A writer in love seems to be bliss. Have you ever been in love’ she emi=ed her curiosity in the 
middle of a conversa:on over tea.  

‘Yes, I have been in love with a book, a cat, a dog, a picture, a story, a tree, a mermaid, a beau:ful 
thing or some:mes with nothing at all’ he replied a philosophy.  

‘Don’t be poli:cally correct, Sidi. Have you ever loved a girl’ she wanted him to give a point-blank 
reply. 



‘Yes, and she is simng just in front interviewing me over a cup of tea’ he teased the reply.  

‘Don’t apply much of what you already have been lacking. Anyone prior to me?’ she was perhaps 
dying to listen to his reply by now.  

‘Yes, I was in love with Madhubala. Truely, Madly, Deeply’ he postponed the reply for few seconds.  

‘Siddhartha, you are giving me reasons for a murder. Have you ever been into a rela:onship earlier 
with a lady or even with a man’ she decided to ask a complete ques:on finally.  

‘No, I have never been. Ini:ally I was so below ordinary that none wanted me in her life. I was always 
marginalized as most of the below average brains are. Since last four-five years when I started with 
some crea:ve stuff, I always thought of finding a girl with whom I can marry. You seemed to be so 
perfect that I approached you and now you are simng next. I am damn sure that this will lead to a 
happy married life and I trust my Gods more than you or anyone else on this. I know, my Almighty 
will bless me with the perfect and my age long wait will be over with the most charming lady God 
has ever craNed’ he replied to all her ques:ons in on single run.  

‘Siddhartha, this is why you have too much love to shower. A man deprived of love always knows 
how to love. Being with a random stranger for three days is the biggest chance I have taken in my 
life. I don’t want to return disappointed. Sid, please don’t let me down in those three days otherwise 
I will not be able to trust anyone else. I have opted for misadventure but now even I am afraid’ she 
looked genuinely concerned.  

‘Beta, if you have even the li=lest of uncertainty in your mind I can drop you back to your place’ he 
stretched his arms and put it right hand over her leN. The first genuine physical contact and it was 
and a firm assurance that he was there for her. She looked at him and he smiled the commitment. 
His hand was s:ll there over her, holding it with some intensity. All her worries were now gone and 
she looked more confident about him.  

‘Beta..’ I so love this word. She slowly slipped her hand out from his grip. He removed his hand to 
make things comfortable. The tea was also over in the mean:me and they walked towards the car 
parked some 100 metres from the place.  

Four more hours of drive and the car slipped in an apartment in an unknown city. The car was 
stopped and he came out. She was s:ll in the vehicle. He walked to her side of the door to open it for 
her. He opened it with the smile and she walked out.  

‘Come at 05:00 AM tomorrow as I told earlier. I will pick the luggage later, you may leave’ the 
instruc:ons were passed to the driver. ‘Thank you, sir. I will be on :me’ driver nodded and then took 
the long walk towards the main gate of the apartment.  

‘Her highness can walk towards the lion’s den’ he looked at her and she smiled.  

‘Luggage and all...’ ‘You need not to be worried about that. If you are not comfortable with the 
arrangements, you can decide to drive back to Delhi’ he interrupted her in between and added a 
funny punch to the conversa:on.  

‘Sid, I am :red to hell. I have been travelling since morning. Even if you have plans to kill me then 
also I am not going anywhere. You can take the luggage out’ she also replied on the lighter note.  



‘Come up-stairs my lady luck. I will take care of the rest’ he said and walked towards the liN. She 
followed him.  

Flat No. D-417. He took the keys out from his pocket and opened the door. It was absolutely dark 
inside as all the lights were turned off. She walked inside with some hesita:on and he turned back 
towards the door and latched it. She was hardly able to see anything in the dark.  

‘Turn on the lights. I am not able to see anything’ she made the sound to which he completely 
ignored.  

He grabbed her from the right hand and pulled her closer towards him. She was shocked. He moved 
a step further towards her to zero down the gap in between. She could listen to his heartbeats now.  

‘What are you doing, Siddhartha’ she felt trapped sandwiched between him and the wall behind. He 
was s:ll holding her right hand.   

‘Move back. I am not comfortable. You are applying yourself over me’ she tried to raise her voice but 
was not able to. He laughed.  

‘Shh.. Close your eyes’ he said and she closed her eyes in an:cipa:on of a misadventure. She was too 
frightened to retaliate from here.  

‘Welcome home, my love. This is safest place for you on this planet and this man promises not to 
touch you inappropriately without your consent even aNer marriage. The man has no inten:ons of 
applying himself. The man has not inten:ons of taking any advantage. Rest assured, this man will not 
make you regret on your decision’ he completed the statement.  

‘I trust this man for reasons s:ll not known to me. I know that this man will not let me down’ she 
whispered with her eyes s:ll closed.  

He liNed her face by the chin and planted a mild kiss on her forehead. She didn’t react to it.  

‘Welcome to my world. You are the second most beau:ful thing happened to me, ever. Please, be 
here forever’ and he walked couple of steps back. She realised the movement and opened her eyes. 
Life was back to normal for her now. It was s:ll dark in the flat. He took a matchbox from his pocket 
and handed over to her.  

‘No electricity for the night. You have candles placed almost everywhere. I am standing here only. 
See to this en:re flat and let me know if you are comfortable being here. I will go back to bring the 
luggage then’ he wanted her to be sure about the choices she has made.  

She took a match-s:ck out from the box and scratched over to ignite that. Standing at the touch 
distance, he was wearing some grave gravity on his face. She was gaining her confidence back.  

‘You managed to kiss me, Siddhartha’ she was s:ll confused about the gestures from him.  

‘I forehead kissed you to welcome here, let you know that I have due regards for your decision. You 
are safe and protected here and more importantly I respect your individuality. This was the gesture 
to acknowledge your presence in my life’ he replied with somberness.  

‘And it was very special to me. I was able to understand everything which was leN unsaid by then. 
You are allowed to do it without my permission. But to this extent only, you can’t go beyond this. 



Anything more than this will be treated as an undue advantage’ she made the environment lighter 
and also sketched the bo=om lines which were not be compromised. He stretched his right hand to 
put it over her head, she dropped the match-s:ck down on floor and the darkness reigned yet again.  

‘I am the second most beau:ful thing ever happened to you. What is on top of the list? Your wri:ng, 
film making or anyone else you loved’ she was s:ll holding the ques:on.  

‘Gemng a chance to be the ci:zen of this great na:on is the most beau:ful feeling. I was privileged 
to have taken birth on this land where the legends were born. This is the most beau:ful thing ever 
happened to me’ and his reply didn’t offend her. Perhaps she was more proud of him now.   

‘I wish to have you by my side for next fiNy five years. I am not going to disappoint you and eliminate 
my chances in the bigger picture. Accep:ng the proposal for being here for three days is the biggest 
you could have done for this rela:onship. The onus now is on me to live beyond your expecta:ons, 
to stand tall and hold your forever. To never let you down and by this way, to never let you go. Rest 
assured, your man has known his limits’ his hand was s:ll over her head giving her immense 
confidence about him. She wanted to walk couple of steps towards him and hug him :ghtly but 
refrained from doing it. She opted to stay statued while he removed his hand and walked towards 
the door to open it. He walked out of the flat to the parking area to carry her luggage. She ignited the 
match-s:ck again.  

A gigan:c sofa and a huge glass top coffee table was visible to her. Few candles were fixed on the 
table. She decided to lit one or a few perhaps. A mammoth TV screen connected to the home-
theatre system was just in front. Couple of recliners were placed behind the sofa along with a small 
coffee table.  

A huge cake, few bunch of roses, chocolates and a small teddy here as well. ‘He hasn’t made any call 
for all this. This man seriously had some plans’ she murmured just to herself. Then she picked a 
candle and walked inside to see his flat. She walked towards the corridor and found a dining table 
where eight people can be accommodated. Candles were placed there as well.  

Three bedrooms flat and all the rooms fully furnished. A big TV screen, a king sized bed, a study table 
with the office leather chair and a table lamp too in every room. Most importantly a huge library in 
one room and books almost everywhere. She was literally stormed to see the arrangements in his 
flats.  

‘No doubts on why this man is a writer? He has mastered the art of reading. He is a phenomenon in 
making, says everyone and even my doubts about him are gone for the toss’ she was talking to 
herself and suddenly she heard some noise on the door. It was him with all her luggage. He 
straightaway walked to his master bedroom and placed the luggage over there. She was s:ll standing 
like a nun, holding a candle in her hands.   

‘Beta, this room belongs to you for next hundred hours approximately. The washroom a=ached has 
everything of necessity being placed and has a separate dressing area too. The room is completely 
separate and has no other door to come in. Latch the door and you are inaccessible. TV, AC and 
Music system all the remotes are in the leN side table of the bed. In case, you are willing to read 
something the library is just next. You can pick the :tles of your choice. Remove those curtains and 
you will have a transparent slider doors and a=ached is a separate balcony. You can remove the 
curtains for a nice view of this city and please don’t walk to balcony or slide the door to open as 



monkeys can find the way to be with you’ he dictated all the guidelines to make her stay a well-off. 
She was gazing at him with a delighdul smile.  

‘If I get to see the light’ she had a naughty smile all over.  

‘The moment you find this candle light insufficient, you can switch it on’ he dropped his point.  

‘Which is the room you use, generally?’ she asked out of curiosity.  

‘I have been using this room only. I don’t know why but I feel safest here and this is why I have leN 
this for you. Because I use this room, I know you will be comfortable here’ he responded to the query 
with some confidence.  

‘Why that cake, chocolates, roses and all on the table outside? Is there anything s:ll leN in the day?’ 
she had her second ques:on ready.  

‘Yes, get ready in fiNeen minutes. I am gemng a masala tea ready by then. We will leave for the 
dinner date aNer that. Princess in the gown is what I am wai:ng for’ he responded and walked out. 
He pushed the door to close it for her. She turned the bolt an:-clockwise and locked it properly.  

She pressed some random power switches to turn the lights on. She walked towards the corner of 
the bed and sat there for few minutes. Her mind was not able to believe on what she was witnessing 
since morning. She was dumbfounded. It took some minutes for her decide on the next move.  

He was busy gemng the tea prepared for her. Extremely focused and with very clear idea about his 
next plan, but she had some surprises for him now.  

A few candles were being lit to make things visible and the light music was being played. Those 
minimum lights were making the environment lighter and overall semng a seduc:ve affair. The door 
was opened and the princess walked out. All his assump:ons and calcula:ons were gone for the 
walk now. She was wearing his black t-shirt, lower and flippers. With all black amre and loosened 
hairs, she looked like the perfectly put together mess. It was an unbelievable scene and he found it 
impossible shiNing his focus back to the tea.  

‘How am I looking like? I found it in your wardrobe’ she chirped like a bird in the nest.  

‘Poetry from Keats, pain:ng from Michelangelo or a melody from Beethoven; nothing was more 
complete than what I am just visualising. Hold on for I some :me and you will see me sinking’ he 
tried to clutch her magic in his words but failed miserably. The flood gates were perhaps open and 
she had decided to blow him away.  

‘Your words, your comparisons, I love them, a gentleman’s vocabulary. Your dic:on defines your 
brilliance. Impressive’ she offered a delighdul glare.  

‘Siddhartha, hope you are not scrip:ng a story in real. Are you serious about me and this 
rela:onship? I am asking this ques:on for the last :me’ she emp:ed her brain out to him.  

‘Absolutely yes, I don’t commit unless I am not sure. I want you in this life and next few lives as well’ 
he replied his decision.  

She walked towards him, extended her arms and turned the LPG knob to switch it off. 



‘I want this :me to freeze. I want these rota:ons to stop. I want this moon to shine brighter. I want 
the stars to be my mates for the night. I want this darkness to help me being the real me. I want to 
be yours, from today :ll eternity’ she hugged him :ght and then :ghter.  

‘You are mine from today :ll eternity. I will treat you the same way :ll the dooms day. I will always be 
there to protect you from all the odds. My arms will always remain your heaven. I will opt to die 
before bringing disappointment to you’ he put his right hand on her head. She made the grip more 
firm.  

‘Can we cancel today’s date? I am extremely :red, Siddhartha. I am travelling since 03:00 AM today’ 
she was s:ll holding him firm.  

‘Obviously yes, the queen’ and he gently placed his other hand on her shoulders.  

‘Thank you, Sidi’ she whispered. She decided to unfasten the grip now. He also removed his hands 
and she walked couple of steps back.  

‘What would you like to have for dinner. We even haven’t had the proper lunch’ he looked at her, 
confused.  

‘Don’t you have the SWIGGY applica:on installed? Manage to get a Rajma-Rice for yourself and 
Paneer bu=er masala along with jeera rice for me. And yes, switch the lights on now. The girl is 
already yours’ she decided to take the ownership over him and everything else. He absolutely loved 
that.  

In next forty fives minutes they had tea, a slice of cake and then dinner. It was :me for them to sign 
off for the day, finally.  

‘Am exhausted, Sid. The best day by far in my life is going to be over. Thank you for everything’ she 
walked closer towards him.  

He liNed her in the air in his arms and walked towards the bedroom. He placed her comfortably on 
the bed and then planted a kiss on her forehead.  

‘Love you, Ri:ka. Good night’ and he turned back towards the door. She reached out to hold his hand 
from behind.  

‘Where are you going? I will not sleep alone here, am afraid of the dark’ and he turned back listening 
to her.  

‘I am in the room just next. Be comfortable and have a sound sleep. I will lock the door from outside’ 
he assured her for the safety.  

‘Get inside the blanket. I don’t have any problem and even if I have some, you are allowed not to be 
bothered about that’ she laughed at him. He walked towards the door to close it from inside and 
then was back next to the bed.  

‘You want a formal invita:on to get inside? Come in and cuddle me properly. I want to loosen myself 
in your arms’ she sounded like a teacher. He followed the instruc:ons.  

He slipped inside the blanket and she adjusted herself properly in his grip. He planted a forehead 
kiss, again and she responded by kissing on his cheeks.  



‘Siddhartha, I handover myself to you. The lady is yours, by all ways and for always’ she transferred 
her ownership to him. 

‘Beta, I will not go beyond the kiss on your forehead for next three days. You are going to be here in 
my arms for 15000 nights at least. I wished for you in my life not for possession over your body. You 
are going to be my be=er half, my wife and my partner for life. Don’t decide in hurry, think over it. 
Spend some :me here and with me. Nothing physical unless we don’t get married, officially. I don’t 
have any craving for your body, I was craving for your soul, your brain and I have that synchronized 
with mine now’ he expressed his side of the coin.  With no reply whatsoever leN, she looked at him 
with amazement. He looked back at into her eyes, with an eternal love.  

‘Even the slimmest of doubt if I had in my mind about you, is gone now. I salute your parents, they 
have offered the wonderful upbringing to their son. I am proud of you, my man’ she came closer to 
him and put her lips gently over his cheeks, again.  

‘I Love You, Siddhartha. I sign off in your arms for this day. Ensure to wake me up with the morning 
kiss, for tomorrow for rest of your life’ and she closed her eyes in his grip.   
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