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  When Krishna Came for Gita


There is no crucible like  Dharma. It is the ultimate filter, relentlessly separating the weak from the strong, the wavering from the unshakeable. Nothing tests the true character of a human soul like the uncompromising demands of righteousness. When life systematically squeezes away every exit, when every illusion of escape evaporates, Dharma forces your eyes wide open—leaving you powerless to blink, powerless to look away from the relentless ghosts of Karma standing before you.
It drags you to the threshold of an impossible choice—a choice that threatens to strip away everything you hold dear. A choice where raw courage is no longer enough, where love and duty collide in a total war for your soul.
And that relentless call of Dharma had just knocked on Gita’s door.
She sat anchored to the center of the sofa, wrapped in the heavy, suffocating quiet of her drawing room. The space around her was stark and motionless—the muted walls, the dimly lit corners, the absolute absence of sound all conspiring to make the police bungalow feel less like a home and more like a waiting room for a storm. She had stripped off the stiff, authoritative fabric of her police uniform, seeking sanctuary in the soft, forgiving folds of casual loungewear. But the badge was an invisible phantom; even off duty, its cold, unyielding weight pressed against her collarbones, keeping her shoulders braced as if she were still standing at attention.
Resting in her lap was a small, worn photo album.
Her fingers, usually steady enough while taking aim with her service pistol, trembled ever so slightly as she turned the pages. She stopped at a faded photograph near the front, her gaze locking onto the image of a five-year-old boy grinning broadly at the camera, his small, thin arms carefully cradling a tiny, swaddled bundle while his parents smiled happily.
A soft smile touched the edges of Gita’s mouth, though it didn’t reach her eyes. Looking down at the glossy paper, her mind drifted backward, reconstructing the sunlit memory of a moment she had been far too young to remember, but which her parents had described occasionally, upon her insistence. 
She could almost hear the quiet warmth of their old home and see her parents standing together in the doorway. Her father’s face was young and unburdened, and her mother held the newborn close against her chest, as if it were her own life she was guarding.
"Karan," her father had called out, his voice warm. "Come see who we’ve got for you."
Little Karan bounded into the frame of her memory. His eyes, wide and sparkling with innocent wonder, locked onto the blanket.
"Wow!" he breathed, standing on his tiptoes.
Her mother leaned down, tilting the blanket so he could see. "Your sister. Isn’t she cute?"
Karan grinned, his little hands reaching out, eager to pull the baby into his own arms.
"No, beta. Not yet. She’s too tiny."
He dropped his hands, though his gaze never left the baby's face. "What is her name, mummy?"
A brief, uneasy pause fell over the room. Her parents exchanged a quick, unreadable glance over the boy’s head—a momentary catch in their breath that passed as quickly as it had come.
Her mother looked back down at the baby, smiled, and then at Karan.
"Gita," her mother said softly. "That’s her name, beta." 
Karan’s smile returned, bright and untroubled. He leaned in and gently touched the edge of the blanket, delighted with his new sister. 
Gita closed her eyes, letting the imagined memory dissolve back into the cold silence of her living room. Once she felt she had etched the memory into her heart, she turned another page, her thumb lingering over a glossy print that had always felt like a triumph. In it, her parents held a five-year-old Gita high on their shoulders, her tiny hands clutching a plastic school trophy. Standing beside them was Karan, ten years old, grinning up at her with unreserved pride. 
It was a happy snapshot. But as Gita stared at the frozen smiles, the warm static of time began to echo in her mind, unearthing the cold shadow lurking just outside the camera's frame.
She could hear it—the soft, infectious giggles of a young boy and his little sister chasing each other across their old apartment. For a few fleeting moments, they were untroubled, light on their feet, bound by nothing more than the simple joy of childhood. Just then… 
"Karan," her father’s voice cut through the air, sharp and unyielding. "Did you do your homework?"
The laughter evaporated instantly. The room, large enough for the kids to play in, suddenly seemed to shrink under the stern gaze of their father. Little Gita froze mid-stride, and beside her, ten-year-old Karan went completely still, his shoulders hunching inward as if bracing for an impact. He kept his eyes glued to the floor, his lips pressed into a tight, silent line, offering no reply. 
Sitting on the sofa decades later, Gita felt her smile vanish. 
She remembered how her father’s face had carried the frustration of a parent whose patience had run out. Before Karan could offer an excuse, her father had reached down, his fingers clamping tightly around the boy's earlobe, twisting it with a sharp jerk. 
Karan had winced, a tiny gasp of pain escaping his throat. He had tried to pull away, but the clamp tethered his movement, keeping him trapped. 
"How many times have I told you not to play before finishing your homework?" her father demanded, his voice rising in disappointment.
"Learn something from Gita. Even at her age, she finishes her homework and gets the best grades, while you can barely pass. Go!" He shoved Karan toward his bedroom. 
Karan stumbled forward, but just before he crossed the threshold, he stopped and turned back slowly.
For one fleeting second, his eyes met little Gita’s. The unreserved pride from the photograph was completely gone. In its place was something raw, dark, and deeply wounded—a sudden, unreadable resentment toward the little girl holding the trophy. Then he turned and vanished into the hallway.
Gita closed the photo album with a sharp, heavy clack.
The memory dissolved, leaving her stranded back in the silence of her drawing room. A sudden, clawing restlessness gripped her chest. She stood up abruptly, the album slipping onto the sofa, and began to pace the room. Her bare feet made no sound against the floor, but inside her head, the silence was deafening.
She stopped and stared at the dark window reflecting her own pale image, finally sinking back onto the sofa, the weight of the past pressing heavily against her chest.
"Why?"
The word tore from her throat, barely more than a jagged whisper in the dark as she covered her face with her hands.
"Why?" she breathed again, pressing her palms hard against her eyes until white stars burst against her eyelids. "Why is this happening to me?"
The hollow emptiness of the drawing room offered no answers. The overwhelming weight of the present pulled her backward in time, drawing her back to another night, another painfully pivotal moment when things had slipped beyond her reach forever. 
This time, she was twenty—demure, sincere, her hair pinned back simply, her eyes wide with unvarnished concern. 
Before her stood Karan, twenty-five. He was a scruffy, unkempt silhouette in the shadows, wearing a faded jacket with cheap metallic rings cluttering his fingers. His eyes—bloodshot and darting with a restless, twitchy edge—refused to hold her gaze for more than a second. 
"Please, Karan. Try to understand," young Gita pleaded, her voice trembling with desperate urgency. "Vijay is bad company." 
Karan’s head snapped toward her, his jaw clenching. "Stop right there, Gita. Not another word against him." 
"He is using you!" She took a step closer, reaching out as if she could bridge the widening chasm between them with physical proximity. "He is misleading you down a dark path, Karan." 
A cold, mocking laugh bubbled up from his throat. "Huh! As if the path you're showing me is so bright." 
"At least it’s an honest path," she shot back, her chin trembling. 
"Huh! Honest?" he spat, rolling his eyes. 
"The path you are taking will not end well, brother," she whispered, the truth hanging heavily between them. 
Karan’s scruffy face darkened into a mask of bitter contempt. "Don’t pretend that you care." 
The accusation struck her like a physical blow. But just as he turned to leave, her desperation erased every boundary of pride. Young Gita lunged forward, her fingers locking frantically around his forearm, digging into his flesh. 
"Karan, no, please—" 
He didn't pause. He kept pulling himself toward the door with an inexplicable urgency, dragging her smaller frame a few brutal steps across the floor. Her grip kept slipping, but she was not one to let go easily. She held onto his wrist as if it were a wooden log in a flooded river. 
With a harsh, violent twist of his arm, he wrenched his wrist free from her grip, shoving her back. 
She fell. He didn't look back. The door slammed shut behind him, leaving her on the floor and alone in the house. 
When the memory ended, Gita found herself splayed across the sofa, her hand extended over the armrest, her empty fingers still curled in the shape of Karan’s arm. As she sat up, the phantom pain of that rejection echoed in her chest, tightening her throat until she could barely draw air. She stared at her open, empty hand. The silence around her felt heavier than ever. 
"What is my fault?" she whispered to the empty room, her voice cracking. "What sin have I committed to deserve this day?" 
When she closed her eyes, the soft light of her living room dissolved, replaced by the sterile glare of the Police Commissioner’s office earlier that afternoon. The sharp smell of polished mahogany and industrial floor wax hung thick in the air. She could feel the crisp, suffocating stiffness of her uniform, her back rigid as she stood at strict attention before the massive oak desk. 
"You called for me, sir?" 
The Police Commissioner didn't look up immediately. He slid a thick yellow file across the desk, his face set in stone. "Yes, Gita. We have solid intelligence. The Vijay Gang is receiving a massive drug shipment tomorrow." 
A sudden, icy knot tied itself in her stomach. "Vijay Gang, sir?" 
"Yes," the Commissioner said, finally raising his eyes. "And I want you to lead the operation and trap them. If there is resistance, don’t hesitate to go all out." 
Her throat went dry, breath catching in her chest. Her response hung in the air for a long beat—neither a question nor an acceptance, but a fragile thread stretched taut between them. 
"Sir." 
"The Honorable Chief Minister wants to eliminate the drug menace from the state once and for all," he added, his tone leaving zero room for negotiation. "Any questions?" 
"No, sir," she forced out, though her mind was spinning out of control. 
The Commissioner leaned forward, his sharp eyes narrowing. "Are you sure?" 
Gita swallowed hard. She couldn’t meet his gaze, the hesitant words tasting like ash in her mouth. "Will h—he... also be there, sir?" 
The Commissioner didn’t reply immediately. He looked squarely in her eyes, waiting silently for her to look back. When the answer didn’t come, Gita finally dragged her gaze upward, and knew immediately that she was trapped. Locked in his unflinching stare, there was no looking away, no hiding.  
"What do you think?" the Commissioner asked, his firm baritone cutting through the silence. "He is number two in the cartel. He is leading it."  
Although she had known this was coming, Gita in uniform wasn’t prepared for the sudden, suffocating lump in her throat, nor for the knees giving way beneath her. She leaned forward, gripping the chair in front of her to keep upright. 
Such was the power of that truth that it reverberated into the present, causing the off-duty Gita to collapse back against the cushions of her sofa. 
In the quiet of her living room, her lips moved, repeating the desperate plea that had burst from her mouth in front of her superior: "He is my brother, for God’s sake." 
The Commissioner remained seated, unyielding as granite, but allowing her a solitary moment to collect her shattered composure before speaking again: "You are the brightest and bravest IPS officer we have."
"Sir, I don’t want to lead this operation," she said, her voice dropping all military pretense, bare and raw. 
The Commissioner didn't blink. "I want you to remember the pledge you took when you wore the uniform." 
"It’s my stubborn brother’s life on the line, Sir!" The words tore from her, years of professional restraint fracturing in an instant. "I know him. He won’t give up without a fight. He would rather die than surrender to the police." 
"That is exactly why we need you," the Commissioner countered instantly, his tone smooth, calculating, and entirely devoid of sympathy. "Someone who can outthink the cartel."
"I’m sorry, sir," Gita said, shaking her head, standing her ground firmly. "Please get another DCP to lead this operation." 
An ominous silence filled the office. The Commissioner’s eyes turned razor-sharp, every lingering trace of warmth evaporating from his face. He leaned across the desk, lowering his voice into a dangerous warning. 
"The only way to do that is by reporting your insubordination to the Home Ministry. That will trigger an investigation into your suspected links with the cartel, and your immediate suspension."
The word treason hung unspoken between them, heavy enough to crush her career in a single afternoon. Her badge, her reputation, every sacrifice she had made to rise through the ranks—he was threatening to burn it all to the ground. 
Her mind raced, searching frantically through procedure, through law, through any loophole that could grant her an escape route. She found one, but giving voice to it was harder than she had imagined. 
"If a judge can recuse himself due to a conflict of interest, I should be allowed the same choice, Sir," she pushed back, her voice tight, her fists pressing so hard against the seam of her trousers that her knuckles turned white. 
"You are a Deputy Commissioner of Police, Gita," the Commissioner snapped. "I expect you to know that we are not the judiciary." 
Every angle was covered, every exit was locked from the outside. The walls of the office seemed to close in on her.  
Gita squared her shoulders, summoning every drop of defiance left in her veins, choosing the ruin of her honor over hunting her own blood.
"In that case, report my insubordination, Sir. I will prove my innocence during the investigation."
"Losing your uniform and dignity will not make it any easier, Gita," the Commissioner warned, his tone cold and pragmatic. "The media will malign you and pronounce you guilty before your trial even starts." 
The threat hung in the air, dark and predatory. It was a calculated strike at the one thing she guarded above all else: her honor. A public trial, headlines branding her a cartel sympathizer, her name dragged through the mud while her hands were tied by procedure…
Yet, Gita didn't flinch.
"We’ll see about that, sir," she replied, her chin rising half an inch. "If I’m good enough to clear the IPS exam, I’m smart enough for a private-sector job." 
The Commissioner stared at her for a long, silent moment, measuring the unyielding steel in her posture. A subtle shift crossed his face as he reassessed his hand. 
"Very well, Gita. I will report—" He stopped mid-sentence, tapping his pen against the polished wood of his desk as if considering a sudden alternative. "Well, I have a better idea—even if it means I have to bypass protocol." 
Gita remained silent, without an iota of change in her stoic expression. 
"Why don’t you sleep on it tonight and call me tomorrow morning?" he said, his voice smoothing into an almost paternal tone. "I will have the letter drafted immediately, but I won’t sign it until I start my day tomorrow." 
She felt that it was a trap wrapped in mercy—a lingering pause meant to let her panic digest itself overnight.
"My answer won’t change, Sir," she said flatly.
"Well, I certainly hope it does." The Commissioner paused, letting the silence stretch just long enough to ensure his next words delivered maximum weight. "And by the way, you are experienced enough to know that our intelligence is following you closely. Any attempt to contact or warn your brother will be deemed a criminal offense." 
The net tightened. Every door slammed shut; every whisper locked in a file.
"I know that, Sir," she said quietly, acknowledging the invisible wiretap on her phone, the unmarked cars outside her building, and the eyes watching her every move.
In her memory, the Commissioner gave a single, terse nod—a final dismissal.
The sterile glare of his office dissolved, evaporating into the soft, dim glow of her drawing room. Gita found herself sitting on the edge of the sofa, her breathing shallow, her pulse hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird.
Desperate for an anchor, her hands reached out and scooped up the worn photo album beside her. She flipped through the pages in an erratic blur—faces of her mother, her father, her brother, and herself flitting past in a ghostly parade of happier times. None of them could save her now. 
What made her feel worse was the crushing realization that she couldn’t even drop a subtle hint to her parents—that she
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