

    
        
          Taxi Ride Secrets : A Modern Love Story

        

        
        
          Kelakkiyar siddhar

        

        
          Published by Kelakkiyar Siddhar Siddhar, 2025.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 Kelakkiyar Siddhar

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For permissions, inquiries, or rights, please contact:

Siva Prakash Publishing

[arutperumjothi555@gmail.com]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1 – The First Ride

Chapter 2 – A Stranger’s Smile

Chapter 3 – Conversations at Red Lights

Chapter 4 – The Missed Turn

Chapter 5 – Coffee Between Stops

Chapter 6 – Rain on the Windshield

Chapter 7 – Secrets Shared in Silence

Chapter 8 – The Unexpected Detour

Chapter 9 – Waiting at the Curb

Chapter 10 – Evening Reflections

Chapter 11 – A Passenger’s Confession

Chapter 12 – Between Fares and Feelings

Chapter 13 – The Empty Backseat

Chapter 14 – A Road Without Maps

Chapter 15 – The Last Fare

Sign up for Kelakkiyar siddhar's Mailing List

Further Reading: After Work Desire: An Office Forbidden Love Story

Also By Kelakkiyar siddhar

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The First Ride
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The city had the restless pulse of early evening, when the sky was torn between the last strokes of daylight and the bruised glow of streetlights flickering awake. Taxis prowled the roads like yellow fish in a restless stream, horns sharp, voices raised, and the smell of fried food drifting from corners where vendors fanned their stoves.

Ravi had been driving for only three months, long enough to know which alleys spat traffic and which streets breathed easier, but still too new to carry the practiced indifference of the veterans who seemed welded to their seats. He was thirty, neither young nor old in the eyes of the passengers who came and went, but he carried himself with a quiet alertness, watching the small details most ignored—the way someone clutched their bag, the tap of a foot on the floorboard, the sighs that filled the gaps between words.

It was at the Central Station that he found her. She wasn’t waving like the impatient businessmen or rushing like the students late for something, but standing with one hand loosely holding the strap of her leather satchel, the other brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek. She looked out into the stream of traffic as if searching for a familiar face in the blur of headlights. Ravi slowed, leaned slightly to the passenger side, and caught her eyes for a brief second before she stepped forward.

She slid into the back seat without a word, her satchel on her lap. The faint scent of rain lingered in her clothes, though the sky hadn’t opened yet. She gave him an address in a neighborhood across town, the kind of place where buildings still had painted balconies and the pavement echoed with children’s games after dusk.

“Evening traffic might slow us down,” Ravi said, glancing at her in the mirror.

“That’s fine,” she replied, her voice calm, measured.

There was something in her tone that wasn’t dismissive, nor hurried, just steady—as if time moved differently for her. He nodded, shifted the gear, and merged into the flow of cars.

For the first ten minutes they moved through the city’s main artery, a boulevard crowded with buses and impatient scooters. She gazed out the window, watching people blur past—street vendors adjusting their carts, a man balancing too many shopping bags, a boy weaving between cars with packets of tissues for sale.

Ravi caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. She wasn’t restless like most passengers, who tapped their phones or kept checking the clock. Instead, she seemed to drink in the city with quiet attention, her lips pressed together not in boredom but in thought.

“Long day?” Ravi asked, not sure if he was intruding.

She turned her eyes to the mirror and gave a small smile. “Yes. Longer than I expected.”

He waited, curious if she would explain, but she returned her gaze to the window. Some people carried their stories like tightly closed suitcases; others left them half-open, letting strangers glimpse what they carried. He could not yet tell which kind she was.

A sudden red light brought them to a stop near a crowded intersection. Outside, a street performer tapped a rhythm on overturned buckets, his beats echoing between the honks. The woman watched him, her eyes bright for the first time since she had entered the cab.

“Do you always work this shift?” she asked suddenly, her voice soft but cutting through the noise outside.

“Most days,” Ravi answered. “Evenings are steady. People heading home, some going out. It keeps the meter moving.”

She nodded slowly, as if weighing the answer. “Doesn’t it get... tiring? Hearing so many voices, carrying so many fragments of other people’s lives?”

The question startled him. Most passengers asked about shortcuts or fares, not about the weight of listening. He considered before replying.

“Sometimes. But I think every ride leaves something behind. Even silence.”

She looked at him again in the mirror, and this time her smile reached her eyes. It was fleeting but genuine, the kind that carried unspoken understanding.

When the light turned green, Ravi steered them into a narrower street where neon signs blinked above shops selling clothes, electronics, and snacks. The crowd pressed close, and scooters darted dangerously between lanes. The woman shifted in her seat, not nervously, but as if the pulse of the street moved through her too.

“Do you like it?” she asked. “Driving, I mean.”

“Yes,” Ravi said. “It makes me part of the city. I see it changing every day. People too.”

She rested her chin lightly against her hand. “And yet you remain invisible to most of them.”

The words hung in the air. Ravi felt a strange recognition in them, though he had never framed his thoughts that way. He wanted to ask her what she did, what gave her that insight, but the rules of taxi conversations were unwritten: some doors opened easily, others stayed locked unless the passenger turned the key.

The traffic thinned as they left the commercial district. Trees lined the road, their branches tangled against the dimming sky. The city’s noise softened into the hum of tires on asphalt.

“Do you always notice people like this?” she asked after a stretch of silence.

Ravi raised his brows. “Like what?”

“As if you’re listening not just to their words but everything between them.”

He chuckled quietly. “I guess that’s part of the job. Sometimes people want to talk. Sometimes they don’t. You learn to read the space in between.”

Her fingers traced the stitching on her satchel. “And what do you read now?”

The question was half a challenge, half an invitation. Ravi hesitated, then said carefully, “I read that you’ve had a day that took more from you than you expected. And maybe... you don’t mind sharing a little of it with someone you’ll never see again.”

The woman tilted her head slightly, considering his words. “That’s close enough,” she said.

For a while she was quiet again, but her silence felt different now—no longer distant, but thoughtful, as if she were rearranging pieces inside herself. Finally, she spoke.

“I was supposed to meet someone at the station. Someone who didn’t come.”

Her voice didn’t tremble, but there was weight in it, like a note held longer than it should be. Ravi didn’t ask who. Some things revealed themselves naturally if given time.

“Do you want me to turn back?” he asked gently.

“No,” she said firmly. “Not tonight.”

The certainty in her tone closed the subject. The taxi rolled on, passing under a row of streetlamps that lit her face in fleeting golden strokes. She leaned back, eyes half-closed, as if letting the ride itself wash over her.

As they neared her neighborhood, the streets grew quieter. Children chalked games on the pavement, their laughter spilling into the evening. Couples strolled with slow steps, groceries in hand. Ravi followed the address she had given, finally pulling up in front of a building with painted balconies and a large wooden gate.

She reached for her wallet, but before opening it she paused. “What’s your name?”

“Ravi,” he said.

She nodded. “I’m Mira.”

The exchange felt like more than courtesy. Names, in the anonymity of taxi rides, carried weight. They made two strangers momentarily less so.

She handed him the fare, her fingers brushing his briefly—not deliberate, not careless, just the briefest touch of one existence against another. Then she stepped out, her satchel across her shoulder. She looked back once, her expression unreadable, before disappearing through the gate.

Ravi sat for a moment longer, watching the wooden gate close behind her. The meter ticked quietly, waiting to be reset. He reached forward and pressed the button, erasing the numbers, but the memory of her voice and her questions lingered.

Another passenger would come soon, another fragment of another life. Yet he knew this ride, the first with Mira, would not vanish into the blur of countless others. It had left something behind, just as he had told her every ride did.

The city’s pulse called him back, and he eased the taxi forward, merging once more with the restless stream of yellow cars and glowing taillights. Somewhere in the night, stories waited to be carried, secrets whispered between stops, but this one—this first ride—had marked the beginning of something he could not yet name.
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Chapter 2 – A Stranger’s Smile
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The next evening began much the same as the one before: Ravi behind the wheel, the city stretching out like an endless script, neon signs sparking into life as dusk smudged the skyline. He had told himself he wouldn’t expect anything unusual, but his thoughts betrayed him. Every time the taxi slowed near a curb or outside a station, his eyes searched without meaning to.

The night carried its usual rhythm—office workers heading home, friends spilling laughter as they squeezed into the back seat, an old man clutching groceries with care. Ravi drove, polite and efficient, listening where needed and keeping silence where it was preferred. But each fare left him with a faint sense of anticipation, like turning the pages of a book and wondering when the story he was waiting for would continue.

It was close to nine when he saw her again. Mira. She was standing on the same steps outside Central Station, as if the evening had wound itself back to the beginning. She wasn’t looking for him specifically; her eyes scanned the road in that calm, steady way he remembered. Still, when she noticed his cab slowing to the curb, her lips curved in the slightest smile, more recognition than surprise.

She slid into the back seat. “Good evening, Ravi.”

He was caught off guard by how naturally she used his name, as though they were old acquaintances. “Evening. Same address?”

“Yes,” she said. “If you don’t mind.”

The engine hummed
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