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The Chair She Claimed

Kathmandu was doing what it always did in late monsoon: pretending the rain had finished while still dripping from every corrugated roof. Inside Himalayan Java in Jhamsikhel, the air smelled of good coffee and wet shoes.

Sahir sat in the corner with his laptop open, a flat white cooling beside him, trying to finish a quarterly report that refused to end. He liked this table because people usually left him alone.

Then she sat down.

Not across from him. In the empty chair right beside his, as if it had been waiting for her. She didn’t ask. She simply pulled it out, dropped her bag, and reached for the glass of water that was clearly his. She drank half of it in one go, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and started talking.

“Ten minutes. Every single day he acts like I’ve committed treason because I’m ten minutes late. As if the entire company collapses when I walk in at 9:10. I ran from the microbus in the rain, my shoes are soaked, and still he looks at me like I’m personally responsible for his midlife crisis.”

Sahir blinked once. Twice.

She finally looked at him. Really looked. Dark eyes, slightly smudged kajal from the rain, a mouth that seemed permanently on the edge of either laughing or arguing.

“You’re not even pretending to listen,” she said.

“I was deciding whether to be offended that you drank my water,” he replied.

She glanced at the glass, then at him, and the smallest smile appeared. “It was lonely. I liberated it.”

Her name was Vidya.

She came back the next afternoon. And the one after that. Sometimes she ordered her own coffee. Sometimes she still stole sips from his glass when she thought he wasn’t looking. The rants slowly turned into real conversations. He learned she worked as an administrative assistant in Lazimpat and hated the fluorescent lights and the way her boss spoke to her. She learned he was an operations officer at a development consultancy near Durbar Marg, the kind of man who fixed problems quietly before anyone else noticed them.

They started walking together after the café closed. The first time it happened, the rain had softened into a fine mist. They stood under the narrow overhang, neither quite ready to leave.

“I should go,” she said, but she didn’t move.

“I’ll walk you to the main road,” he offered.

They walked side by side, close enough that their arms brushed every few steps. When a scooter splashed through a puddle, he reached out without thinking and pulled her slightly closer by the elbow. The touch lasted only a second, but both of them felt it settle somewhere deeper.

The first real date was not called a date. He simply texted: There’s a small place in Patan that makes the best sel roti after 8. Want to come?

They sat on low stools under a plastic sheet roof while the oil hissed and the night filled with the smell of hot batter and sugar. She laughed with her whole body when he admitted he had never successfully made chiya without burning the milk. He watched the way the string lights reflected in her eyes and thought, I could get used to this.

Over the following weeks they collected small rituals. Thursday evenings at the café. Sunday mornings walking around the Boudha stupa before the crowds arrived. One rainy afternoon they shared a single pair of earphones on the microbus, shoulders pressed together, pretending the contact was accidental. Every glance felt charged. Every accidental touch left a trail of heat that lasted longer than it should have.

The first hug happened near the temple steps in Mangal Bazaar. The air was cool. She shivered once. He opened his arms without a word, and she stepped into them as if she had been waiting for the invitation all week. She fit against him perfectly. His chin rested lightly on the top of her head. Neither of them spoke. The city continued around them — bells, horns, someone calling for a taxi — but for those long seconds the noise felt distant. When they finally pulled apart, her cheeks were warm and his heart was beating too fast.

The first kiss came three nights after that.

It was raining again, harder this time. They had taken shelter under the wide eaves of an old courtyard near his flat. Water streamed from the corners of the roof in silver curtains. She was talking about something — her younger brother’s exam results, he thought — when her voice simply stopped. She was looking at his mouth. He was looking at hers. The space between them disappeared slowly, carefully, as if both of them were afraid the moment might break if they moved too fast. When their lips finally met, it was soft at first, almost questioning. Then she made a small sound in the back of her throat and rose onto her toes, and the kiss deepened. He tasted rain and the faint sweetness of the aachar they had shared earlier. One of his hands came up to cradle the side of her neck; her fingers curled into the front of his shirt. When they finally drew back, both of them were breathing as if they had been running.

“I’ve wanted to do that since the day you stole my water,” he said quietly.

She smiled against his mouth. “I’ve wanted you to do that since the day you let me.”

They waited.

Not out of hesitation, but out of something rarer — the desire to let the wanting grow until it became almost unbearable. They held hands on the microbus. They cooked simple meals in his small kitchen. She sat on the counter swinging her legs while he stirred the dal, stealing pieces of aachar with her fingers. Every look felt heavier than the last.

The night it finally happened, the rain had stopped







































