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Synopsis
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A unique love story where two strangers illuminate each other's lives from the moment they first meet.

At a wedding in Kolkata, Ananya meets Rudra, an amateur photographer who finds the inner stories of people through the play of light and shadow. In the midst of the dazzling lights, a single glance creates a deep attraction between them. The next day, during a private conversation at Lake Gardens, they discover each other’s inner stories—Rudra's philosophy on photography, Ananya's dream of writing, and their sensitive perspectives on life.

Despite the distance between Mumbai and Kolkata, a deep emotional bond forms through texts and emails. The "unique moment" of Ananya captured by Rudra's camera becomes a symbol of their relationship. But in the midst of this new relationship, Ananya's past returns—her first love, Arijit, who wants to get her back after having lost her. Ananya is caught in a conflict between old memories and new feelings.

Rudra understands her, gives her freedom, and promises to be by her side—which is the exact opposite of Arijit's possessive love. Ananya slowly realizes that love doesn't just live in memories; it thrives on understanding and respect.

"A Glimpse Under the Light" is not just a love story—it's an exquisite tale of spiritual connection, emotional subtlety, and the blend of life's light and shadow.
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Part 1: First Meeting and First Spark (Ch. 1-10)
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Ch. 1: Light and Rendezvous
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As Ananya stepped through the grand entrance of the wedding venue, the midnight silence was replaced by a festive clamor. The dazzling lights were blinding. Every corner of the hall, every pillar, even the ceiling seemed to radiate fountains of light like countless stars. The chandeliers were so close, casting such a powerful glow, that Ananya felt as if she had entered a fantasy world. The crowd of people, a mix of familiar and unfamiliar faces, sweet smiles, and even sweeter whispers—all created a strange intoxication. The mixed scent of roses, tuberose, and expensive perfume hung in the air, making the winter night even more enchanting. Ananya herself was dressed in a light pink silk saree with matching jewelry. She always loved to dress up, but today her outfit seemed to have an extra touch of care, perhaps because she subconsciously felt that something special was about to happen tonight.

With her parents and younger sister Sumita, she was all smiles, exchanging pleasantries with the guests. It was her cousin Arjun's wedding, so her family obligations were considerable. Although Ananya was naturally shy, she had no trouble mingling with familiar faces. Yet, today her mind felt a little restless. She kept glancing around, as if searching for something or waiting for someone. This feeling wasn't new, but she had never felt it so intensely before. She couldn't understand why her heart felt so restless.

Suddenly, her eyes were drawn to a corner of the room where the light was slightly dimmer, as if a private world had been created there. She saw a young man with a professional camera. He was intently taking pictures of his surroundings, as if the commotion around him didn't reach his ears. His face held a strange tranquility, with deep lines of concentration on his forehead. He must be a photographer, here to take pictures at the wedding. But his eyes weren't confined to the lens; occasionally, he would look up at the people around him, as if trying to capture their inner stories with his camera. Ananya was captivated by his clothes, his hairstyle, and even his posture. There was a unique appeal in his eyes that instantly drew her in. He felt like a familiar stranger from outside her known world.

The young man, Rudra, wasn't really taking pictures in the usual sense. He was simply observing the festival of lights around him, trying to capture the hidden joy on people's faces in his own way. He was an amateur photographer. It was his friend's wedding, so he had brought his camera mainly to preserve the memories. Rudra believed that a photograph was not just a reflection of a scene, but the language of the soul. He wanted to capture joy, sorrow, and wonder in his camera. His eyes suddenly fell on a strange light. He saw a girl standing there, who seemed to be a source of light herself amidst the dazzling glow. Her pink saree, the smile on her face, and the unknown curiosity hidden deep in her eyes—everything about her mesmerized Rudra. He subconsciously raised his camera toward her, not to take a picture, but just to hold her in his memory with his own eyes. Through his lens, the girl seemed even clearer, more alive. For the first time, looking at someone, Rudra felt as if all his creativity had been waiting for this one girl.

Their eyes met. For a moment, time seemed to stand still. In a crowd of thousands, amidst hundreds of fountains of light, only two people looked into each other's eyes. Ananya felt a cool current run through her body. This attraction was not just physical; it was spiritual. She felt as if she had known this person for years, yet he was a complete stranger. In Rudra's eyes, she saw a deep sense of peace and curiosity, as if he wanted to uncover her inner world. Rudra, too, felt an unknown ripple in his heart. He felt as if he was seeing a long-ago story in her eyes, a story he had never written himself.

The seconds felt like minutes. Ananya didn't look away first, nor did Rudra. Their silent communication seemed to transcend the wedding commotion. Ananya felt that this was the first time she had seen herself so comfortably reflected in a man's eyes. There was no fear, no hesitation in her heart. Just an intense pull that was drawing her toward Rudra. Rudra felt as if this face was the one he had longed for so long to be captured by his camera. His fingers paused near the camera's shutter button; he didn't take the picture. This moment was meant to be captured in the frame of the heart, only through the lens of the eyes.

Finally, Ananya blinked. A faint smile appeared on her lips, which was reflected in Rudra's eyes as well. She saw Rudra lower his camera and begin to walk towards her. Ananya's heart rate quickened. She felt as if all the blood was rushing to her face. She was a little flustered. What would she say? How would she start the conversation? Or would Rudra start it? This excitement was new to her.

Rudra approached Ananya, his steps slow but confident. As he stood a little closer to Ananya, his sweet, mild fragrance reached her nose. Rudra had a serene smile on his face, which also spread to his eyes.

"Are you a photographer?" Ananya asked the question herself, the words seeming to tremble as they left her throat.

Rudra's smile widened. "Yes, an amateur photographer. Are you part of this wedding family?" There was no hesitation in his voice, but there was certain humility in his eyes that charmed Ananya even more.

"Yes, I'm Arjun's cousin," Ananya replied, a smile also appearing on her face. "Your pictures are great." She gestured to the camera Rudra was holding.

"Thank you," Rudra said. "But I haven't taken many pictures today. I was just trying to capture a few moments of light and shadow."

Ananya, intrigued, asked, "Light and shadow? What's that like?"

Rudra smiled. "For example, amidst all this dazzling light, there are some silent shadows that might go unnoticed. It's those shadows that actually tell a deeper story." He seemed to be presenting his philosophy of photography to Ananya. Ananya listened in awe. She felt that Rudra's words were an echo of her own inner feelings. She, too, always wanted to see these hidden aspects of life.

"Your words are very interesting," Ananya said, "I've never thought of it that way."

"You yourself are like a shadow hidden under a light," Rudra's eyes were fixed on Ananya. There was no flattery in his words, only a strange simplicity. A light blush appeared on Ananya's cheeks. She wasn't used to hearing this kind of praise.

"Your name?" Rudra asked.

"Ananya," she replied with a faint smile. "And yours?"

"Rudra."

This brief conversation, which might have seemed insignificant to those around them, took on a different dimension for Ananya and Rudra. In their first conversation, more than words were exchanged—feelings and a silent language. In Rudra's eyes, Ananya saw firmness, an honesty that attracted her. In Ananya's words, Rudra found a gentleness and intelligence that kept drawing him back to her. They seemed to be seeing a reflection of themselves in each other's eyes.

They remained silent for a while. Around them, there were still sounds of laughter, songs, and people moving about, but for Ananya and Rudra, everything seemed to have stopped. A private world had been created for them, where there were only the two of them and their silent language.

"Do you like taking pictures?" Ananya asked.

"Yes, very much. For me, photography isn't just a hobby; it's a medium for expressing my feelings. I want to capture light and shadow, people, their lives, their stories—everything in my camera. I think every person has their own unique story, which is captured in their eyes, their face, and their posture." Rudra's words made a deep impression on Ananya. She felt as if she was getting a glimpse into Rudra's inner world.

"When you raised your camera towards me, were you looking for a story?" Ananya asked with curiosity, her eyes filled with a mix of mischief and inquiry.

Rudra smiled slightly. "Yes, I was looking for the beginning of a story. In your eyes, I seemed to find the seed of a new story."

Ananya smiled, slightly flustered. "I think the story has already begun."

Their smiles faded. This first meeting, this first spark—which had been etched into them in an instant—was the birth of a mysterious feeling. Ananya felt that Rudra's presence had changed the very air around her. She felt that by looking into Rudra's eyes, she had found an unknown part of herself.

"Have you two met each other?" Arjun's mother, Ananya's aunt, approached them with a smile. She probably hadn't noticed the depth of their silent conversation.

Ananya and Rudra both smiled and nodded. "Yes, Auntie. This Rudrada is taking pictures at my friend's wedding," Ananya said. She addressed Rudra as "Rudrada," which indicated a slight age difference between them. Rudra, however, showed no reaction to this.

"Oh, that's good," Auntie said with a smile. "Rudra is a very good boy, a friend's son. His photography is wonderful." She looked at Rudra and said, "You two talk, I'll go check on the other guests." As soon as Auntie left, silence returned between them.

"Auntie made everything easy," Rudra smiled. "So, will you let me capture your story with my camera now?"

That blush appeared on Ananya's cheeks again. "Hmm, let's see. If the story is worth capturing."

"I think your story is very deep," Rudra said, "It's one that can be captured not just by a camera, but deep within the heart."

Hearing these words, Ananya felt a bit shy, but she also felt a kind of joy. Every word of Rudra seemed to strike a new chord in her heart. This first meeting, this first spark—it was only the beginning of a picture, the mystery of a shadow, and the happy start of a new story in their lives. They didn't know which way this story would turn, but they could feel that this night had marked the beginning of an unforgettable chapter in both their lives.

The wedding ceremony was slowly coming to an end. Ananya had to mingle with her family members repeatedly, but her eyes kept going back to Rudra. Rudra, too, was still moving around with his camera, but his gaze was also searching for Ananya. Their eyes met again and again, and with each time, that one-glance spark grew deeper. Without their knowledge, they were making a new place for themselves in each other's hearts. In the light-filled atmosphere of the night, a hint of a new dawn was emerging in their minds.

"Ananya, let's go home now," Sumita came to call Ananya.

Ananya looked at Rudra once. Rudra was also looking at her. There was a silent goodbye in their eyes, and within that goodbye was a hidden invitation to meet again. Ananya smiled at Rudra, and Rudra nodded in return.

As Ananya was leaving the wedding venue, Rudra's face was still in her mind. She felt that she hadn't just met a stranger; she had found a hint of a new path in her life. The picture of her seen through Rudra's camera lens, the story of "light and shadow" heard from Rudra's mouth—everything was etched in her mind. She understood that the memory of this night would not just be a memory of a wedding; it would be the beginning of a new horizon in her life.

Rudra also watched Ananya leave until she disappeared into the crowd. He felt that what he had been searching for all this time, he had finally found. His camera had not just captured external light today; it had captured a new light within him. Ananya's eyes, her smile, her every word—everything had left a deep impression on Rudra's mind. He knew that this meeting was just a beginning, and the end of this story was still far away. He felt that the first page of the new chapter of his life was written today, under the glimmer of a single glance.

They didn't know if they would meet again. But both of them felt that this first meeting was not just a coincidence, but a silent signal from destiny that was about to lead them down an unexpected path. This first spark, this story of pictures and shadows—everything was an indistinct hint of their future, the beginning of a new romance.
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Ch. 2: The Picture of Flowers and a Shadow

[image: ]


After the wedding commotion ended, it was well past midnight when Rudra returned to his apartment. Even with his tired body, he couldn't sleep. The silence of his flat seemed to be all the more filled with the memory of the wedding's dazzling lights. His mind was consumed by the face of Ananya, wrapped in a pink saree. Her smile, her eyes, her every expression—all had left an unforgettable mark on every fiber of his being. This was the first time he had ever felt such an intense emotion for a stranger. He tossed and turned in bed, unable to calm his restless mind. For the first time, Rudra realized that a person's image could be captured not just through his lens, but deep within his heart.

Slowly, he sat up. On the table next to him was his favorite Canon camera. He looked at the device as if it were a witness to all his feelings. He reached out and picked up the camera. He had taken countless pictures at the wedding, but his mind was nagging him for a picture of Ananya. He had intentionally not taken a picture of her that day because he felt that moment was meant to be captured in the frame of his heart, only through the lens of his eyes. But had he subconsciously pressed the shutter? He quickly took the memory card out of the camera and inserted it into his laptop. There were thousands of pictures. Smiling bride and groom, groups of guests, the dazzle of lights, rows of food—he scrolled through everything.

Suddenly, his eyes were stuck on one picture. A strange mixture of surprise and admiration overcame him. Yes, it was Ananya's picture! A different kind of moment. She was talking to someone then, her face bright with a smile, and in the midst of that smile, her eyes seemed to be lost in a world of deep imagination. He had probably taken the picture without her knowing, when he was trying to focus on something else but suddenly found Ananya in his lens. The picture wasn't perfect, a little blurred, but this was her "unique moment." Although her face was bright in the play of light and shadow, a soft shadow in the corner of the picture seemed to enhance Ananya's mysteriousness. Rudra kept looking at the picture, as if he could find Ananya's soul in every pixel. This picture was not just a captured image in a frame; it was the first proof of the love that had awakened in his heart. He felt that this was the "shadow" he had been searching for. The smile in this picture was captured in such a way that she seemed to be lost in a deep joy, forgetting all the worries of the world. This smile brought peace to his mind.

Rudra didn't have Ananya's phone number or social media ID. But he knew Arjun. The moment he woke up in the morning, Rudra called Arjun. Hesitantly, without directly mentioning Ananya, Rudra asked for her number under the pretext of sending the wedding pictures. Arjun easily gave it to him, as Rudra was their family friend. A wave of joy surged through Rudra's chest as he got the number. He stared at the number for a while, unsure of what to text. Finally, he sent a very simple text: "Hi Ananya, this is Rudra. We met at the wedding yesterday. I took a very beautiful picture of a moment of yours, and I thought I should send it to you. When should I send it?"

Ananya was in her flat then. After the wedding, she had returned to her busy life. Her mind was still stuck on the dazzling lights of the Kolkata wedding and the depths of Rudra's eyes. Rudra's words echoed in her mind: "You yourself are like a shadow hidden under a light." Ananya couldn't free herself from that memory no matter how hard she tried. She herself hadn't taken Rudra's number, as she felt that this kind of event doesn't happen very often in everyday life.

Suddenly, a text message came on her phone. An unknown number. Ananya was hesitant to open it at first. But when she opened the message, her eyes lit up with joy. Rudra! "I took a very beautiful picture of a moment of yours..." Ananya's heart rate increased. She wondered what moment of hers Rudra's camera had captured. She mentally prepared herself; she had to see this picture.

She replied instantly: "Hi Rudra! I'm Ananya. Yes, I remember. You can send the picture, I want to see it."

A smile appeared on Rudra's face as he got the reply. He quickly sent the picture to Ananya. After sending the picture, he felt a strange anxiety. What would Ananya's reaction be? Would she like the picture? Or would she be annoyed? Rudra didn't know why this picture felt so important to him. This picture felt like a silent witness to their first meeting.

A little later, Ananya's reply came: "Wow! When did you take this? I didn't even realize! The picture is really beautiful, Rudra. Thank you!"

There was no annoyance in her words, but rather a kind of joy and surprise. Rudra felt as if he had won a battle. He replied: "When I took it is not important now. What's important is that this picture captured your 'unique moment.' If you love this picture, then I am blessed."

Ananya was captivated by these words. The depth of Rudra's words kept attracting her. She felt that this person not only takes pictures but also knows how to recognize the inner beauty of people. She thought that she should meet Rudra. Talk to him more.

"Rudra, are you in Kolkata now? I'm free tomorrow, if you'd like to meet..." Ananya gathered the courage to write. She actually didn't know what Rudra would reply.

Rudra's heart pounded. "Yes, I'm in Kolkata. Of course I want to meet! Where should we meet?" His excitement was clearly visible even in the text message.

"How about Lake Gardens tomorrow at 11 am? It's a peaceful environment, good for talking," Ananya suggested. Lake Gardens was a very favorite place of Ananya's, where she often went for walks alone.

"Great idea! See you tomorrow, Ananya," Rudra texted. He felt as if a dream was about to come true. He spent the rest of the night in a daze of joy, as if he was waiting for tomorrow morning.

The next day morning. Ananya reached Lake Gardens about ten minutes early. The park's green grass, rows of colorful flowers, and the calm water of the lake—all created a serene environment. The morning dew was still dripping from the tree leaves, and the sweet scent of flowers hung in the air. The commotion here was less, so it was an ideal place for a quiet conversation. Ananya had come wearing a light blue kurti, her hair open, as if flying in the wind. She sat on a bench by the lake, her mind feeling quite restless. The thought of meeting Rudra alone for the first time was making her a little excited.

A little later, Rudra was seen walking through the park entrance. He was wearing a casual T-shirt and jeans. His favorite camera bag was on his shoulder. Rudra smiled as he saw Ananya and walked towards her. Ananya also stood up, a flash of a smile on her face.

"Hi Ananya," Rudra said, a kind of admiration clearly visible in his eyes. "I was waiting for you."

"Hi Rudra," Ananya also said with a smile. "I was also wondering when you would arrive."

They both sat on the bench. The first few minutes were silent. They were looking at each other, as if their thoughts were being exchanged without words. This silence was not awkward, but rather a kind of comfort. They seemed to be reliving the feelings of their first meeting.

"How did you like the picture?" Rudra broke the silence and asked.

"It's really beautiful, Rudra," Ananya said. "I'm surprised when you took it. I didn't realize it at all."

Rudra smiled. "Some moments are like that, they get captured without us knowing. Maybe that's the real beauty."

Ananya nodded. "That's really true. Your philosophy of photography is very deep."

"And you?" Rudra asked. "What's your favorite place? What do you like to do?"

Ananya thought for a while. "I really like to read books. Especially classic novels. And in my free time, I do a little writing; I write my thoughts in a diary."

"Writing?" There was curiosity in Rudra's eyes. "Wow, that's very interesting. What do you write?"

"Just, random thoughts. About life, people, relationships—things like that," Ananya said with a slight shy smile. "Actually, I've never shown it to anyone."

"You should show it. Every person has their own story, and it's very important to convey those stories to others," Rudra said. His words gave Ananya a kind of courage.

Rudra then started telling his story of photography. How he was attracted to taking pictures, how he translates light and shadow into his own language, and how he wants to find the story of people's souls in every frame. He talked about some of his recent projects, one of which was about the city's poor children, who spend their childhood in the dust and dirt of the streets. Rudra had captured their innocent faces with his camera, which left a deep impression on people's minds.

Ananya listened in awe. In Rudra's eyes, she saw a strange emotion and sensitivity. She felt that talking to Rudra was making her heart feel lighter. She felt that she could tell this person everything.

"I also like to see these kinds of stories," Ananya said. "People's lives, their struggles, their joy—these things attract me a lot. I also wish that I could one day write the inner stories of people."

"Then write," Rudra said. "If your writing truly reflects your inner feelings, then that will be your best work."

They talked for almost an hour. Their conversation was very easy and spontaneous. They talked about books, movies, music, and even the small problems of life. Ananya talked about her college life, her first job experience, and her family. Rudra talked about his city life, his favorite cafe, and his friends. With every word, they seemed to be getting to know each other's inner worlds better. They felt as if they had known each other for a long time. A deep understanding had been created between them within a week of their first meeting.

Rudra noticed that when Ananya was talking, a kind of glow appeared in her eyes. Her smile was extremely captivating, which touched Rudra's heart. Rudra thought to himself that a profound mystery seemed to be hidden within this girl, which kept attracting him.

"Do you have a favorite writer?" Ananya asked Rudra.

Rudra thought for a moment. "Yes, Rabindranath Tagore. His writing always captivates me. Especially his short stories, where he presents people's inner feelings in a very simple language."

Ananya laughed. "He's my favorite writer too! I really love his 'Shesher Kobita'."

They were both happy to find another common interest. These small similarities were creating a kind of invisible bond between them.

Suddenly, Rudra's phone rang. It was an urgent call for his photography project. Rudra looked at Ananya while talking and shook his head regretfully.

"I have to go now," Rudra said, "I have an urgent task."

"Oh, okay," Ananya said, sounding a little disappointed. Their conversation didn't seem to want to end.

"It was very nice meeting you, Ananya," Rudra said. "You have my phone number. Text or call me whenever you have time."

"It was very nice for me too, Rudra," Ananya said. "We'll definitely talk."

Rudra smiled and said goodbye. Ananya kept looking at Rudra as he left. She felt that her mind had become restless again. Rudra had left a deep impression on her in this short time. She felt that her relationship with Rudra would not be limited to a simple acquaintance, but would open a new horizon of friendship.

From that day on, they started texting and calling each other regularly. They would share the small events of their daily lives. Ananya would tell Rudra about her new writing ideas, and Rudra would update her on the progress of his photography projects. Their conversations were not limited to just exchanging information, but were an expression of a deep trust and understanding for each other. They would tell each other about their dreams, their fears, and their hopes and aspirations.

One day Rudra called Ananya and said, "Ananya, I want to use the picture of your 'unique moment' in my new photography exhibition. If I have your permission."

Ananya was a little hesitant at first. Her own picture being shown in an exhibition was a new experience for her. But she couldn't refuse Rudra's request. "If you think the picture is suitable for that exhibition, you can use it," she said.

Rudra said happily, "Thank you, Ananya. This picture is very special to me. It's not just a picture; it's an expression of my inner feelings."

Their friendship was slowly getting deeper. They stood by each other, supporting each other's dreams. They didn't know which way this path of friendship would turn, but they felt that their relationship was something special. This friendship was a new chapter in their lives, where they stood by each other as shadows, and showed each other the way as light. Ananya's "unique moment" captured by Rudra's camera was like the first frame of their friendship, where two souls had come to stand by each other, to start a new story. In this way, their friendship spread its new wings with the fragrance of flowers and the illusion of shadows, which was making their lives more colorful.
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Ch. 3: Back in the City
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When Ananya got into the cab after leaving Mumbai's Chhatrapati Shivaji International Airport, her heart felt heavy. Through the car window, she watched the familiar hustle and bustle of Mumbai. The hurried people, the long lines of cars, the sky-high buildings—everything was the same, but Ananya’s inner world was not. The few days she had spent in Kolkata for Arjun’s wedding, especially her first meeting with Rudra and their private conversation the next day at Lake Gardens, had left a deep impression on her. The dazzling lights of the wedding, the lens of Rudra's camera, his deep eyes, and the charm in his voice—everything kept replaying in her mind. The familiar noise and chaos of Mumbai seemed to forcibly pull her away from the quiet afternoon in Kolkata and Rudra's silent presence.

Upon reaching her flat, Ananya immediately unpacked her luggage. Her office would start again tomorrow. She had to get used to the familiar routine of the corporate world. But her mind was restless. The exchange of text messages with Rudra had started after their meeting at Lake Gardens. But after returning to Mumbai, those texts seemed to become even more meaningful. A simple "Did you arrive?" message from Rudra would instantly brighten her day. She replied to Rudra, "Yes, I've arrived. How are you?" The reply came almost immediately, "I'm good. Kolkata feels very empty without you today." These few words struck a sweet chord in Ananya’s heart. She felt that this person was also feeling her absence.

Meanwhile, Rudra had also returned to his apartment in Kolkata. The silence of his flat seemed to make Ananya's absence even more palpable. His favorite camera was on the table. Through the camera's lens, he could still see Ananya’s "unique moment." The time spent with Ananya at Lake Gardens felt like a dream to Rudra. Ananya’s smile, her way of talking, her intelligence—everything had captivated Rudra's heart. Rudra's life was spent on his hobby of photography and freelancing for a small online news outlet. His days were usually solitary, focused on finding new subjects and capturing them with his camera. But now, the memory of Ananya was clouding his every thought.

A few days passed. Ananya tried to immerse herself in her work. From morning till night, amidst meetings, presentations, and corporate emails, she tried not to think about Rudra. But during lunch breaks, or coffee breaks, or even before going to sleep late at night, Rudra’s face would appear in her mind. She would check her phone repeatedly to see if any text or email had come from Rudra. Rudra was spending his days in the same way. He tried to focus on his photography project, but there was always an eager wait for Ananya in a corner of his mind. He would check his phone repeatedly for a message from Ananya.

Their exchange of text messages continued. At first, it was simple pleasantries: "What are you doing?", "How was your day?", "How's the stress at work?” Slowly, these messages started to become more personal. Ananya would share her small office problems or funny incidents with Rudra. Rudra would talk about his new photography ideas or his experience of taking a special picture. They were becoming a part of each other's daily lives, even though they were hundreds of miles apart.

One night Ananya sent a text: "Had a very bad meeting today. I'm in a terrible mood." Rudra replied immediately: "Oh, what happened? You can tell me if you want. I'm listening." Ananya was surprised. Rudra’s empathy touched her. She wrote and sent the whole incident to Rudra. Rudra patiently read everything and consoled Ananya, "Don't worry. Such days happen. Take a deep breath and remember, you are not alone." Rudra's words gave Ananya peace. She felt that Rudra was not just an acquaintance; he was becoming her good friend, someone with whom she could share all her feelings.

Once Rudra sent Ananya a new picture he had taken. The picture was of an old alley in Kolkata, where an old man was sitting alone in his small tea shop, puffing on a cigarette. The picture had a strange play of light and shadow, which was Rudra’s signature photography style. "When I saw this picture, I felt I should share it with you. It seems to have a kind of silent story hidden in it," Rudra wrote. Ananya was mesmerized by the picture. "Extraordinary! You are truly a magician. This picture seems to be talking." Rudra smiled. "Can you feel the emptiness you see in the old man's eyes in this picture?" "Yes, Rudra. I can feel it. As if many old pains and dreams are hidden in his eyes." This kind of conversation was taking their relationship to a deeper level. They were not just exchanging messages, but exploring each other's world of feelings.

From time to time, they started exchanging emails in their conversations. Text messages had limitations, so they used email for writing long and deep things. One day Rudra sent Ananya an email. The subject of the email was, "The City of Memories."

Subject: The City of Memories

Ananya,

I hope you are well.

This morning when I was walking on the streets of Kolkata, I had a strange feeling. This city is forever familiar to me, but now it feels as if I can see your shadow in every alley, on the wall of every old building. You are gone, but your presence seems to have mixed into the air here.

Do you remember when we were sitting at Lake Gardens? That morning felt like a different time for me. Talking to you, it felt as if I had found a long-lost friend. I never thought that so much could be said so easily to a stranger. Your interest in writing, your perspective on life, evens your small smiles—everything has been etched in my mind.

I am now working on my 'Story of Shadows' project. But my lens is now not just looking for light and shadow; it's looking for your 'unique moment.' Do you know, when I raised my camera towards you at that wedding, I subconsciously took your picture? I don't know why, but my mind told me that this picture would be very important. Now I understand why it's important.

My photography is the language of my soul, Ananya. And you are a new word in that language. I am looking for you in every brick, on every street of this city. I know this is foolish, but what can I do? My mind can't forget you.

How are you in Mumbai? How is the busy work going? I know there's a lot of pressure, but take care of you. And if you ever feel sad, just send a message. I'm listening.

Your friend, Rudra

ANANYA SAT IN SILENCE for a while after receiving this email. Rudra’s words struck deep into her heart. She felt that Rudra had written her inner feelings verbatim. This email was not just a message; it was a reflection of Rudra’s heart. Tears came to Ananya's eyes. She felt that she was not alone; Rudra was feeling her in the same way.

She replied to Rudra. The subject of the email was, "The Path of Light."

Subject: The Path of Light

Rudra,

Reading your email brought tears to my eyes. In this busy life in Mumbai, your words are like a breath of fresh air to me. I'm feeling you in the same way, Rudra.

Those few days in Kolkata were like a dream to me. My first meeting with you, then that sweet morning at Lake Gardens—everything is etched very deeply in my mind. You know, I myself had been feeling emptiness for a long time. Maybe that's why I was able to connect with you so easily. Your words, your love for photography, and the depth of your eyes—everything attracts me.

I always used to think, whom would I tell my inner thoughts to? But talking to you, it felt like you are that person to whom I can tell everything. When I heard about your 'Story of Shadows' project, I felt that there was also a kind of shadow in my life, which has brightened up in your light.

My work is quite stressful, Rudra. There's a lot of struggle in corporate life. But when your message or email comes, all the tiredness goes away. That picture you sent is my laptop desktop wallpaper. I look at the picture repeatedly and wonder—how is that old man? What's his story?

You wrote that you are looking for me in every brick of this city. I know it's not foolish, Rudra. I also look for you in the crowd of this huge city of Mumbai. In the crowd of every unfamiliar face, I seem to see your face.

I can't forget you either, Rudra. This feeling is new, but very real. I don't know what this is the beginning of, but I want to walk on this path.

Take care of yourself. And yes, try to capture my story, maybe it will teach you something new.

Your friend, 

Ananya

These emails created a deep spiritual connection between them. They became more and more dependent on each other. Their days would start with each other's texts and end with deep emails or long phone calls. They would share their work pressure, personal problems, dreams, fears—everything with each other. Their relationship still had not come under any clear definition of love, but it was a deep friendship, which was the first step of love.

Rudra would wander around different parts of Kolkata with his camera, taking pictures, but in every frame, he seemed to be looking for Ananya's presence. He would search for that smile he had captured with his camera, sometimes in old bookstores, sometimes by the side of a deserted river, and sometimes in the crowd of a busy shopping mall. Ananya, too, would sit at her office desk and talk to Rudra in her imagination, look at the pictures he sent, and write poems for Rudra in her diary.

Ananya had an old friend in Mumbai, Sayoni. Sayoni noticed a change in Ananya. She seemed much happier these days, and her phone was always close to her hand. One day Sayoni asked Ananya, "What's the matter, Ananya? Why are you so happy these days? Did something happen?"

Ananya was hesitant to say at first. But Sayoni was her very close friend, so she finally told her about Rudra. She told Sayoni everything: how she met him, their conversation, and how they started communicating through emails and texts.

Sayoni listened in surprise. "Wow! That's a great thing! So there must be something going on between you two." Ananya laughed and said, "I don't know, Sayoni. It's just a friendship. But a very deep friendship."

"Friendship? Can there be just friendship with so much emotion?" Sayoni teased. Ananya didn't reply, she just smiled. She had the same question in her mind.

Meanwhile, Rudra also shared about Ananya with his close friend Avro. Avro knew about Rudra's passion for photography, and he had also noticed the change in Rudra. "What's up, Rudra? You seem a little happier these days. Any new project?" Avro asked. Rudra smiled and told him about Ananya. Avro said after hearing Rudra's words, "Friendship? I see something else in your eyes, man. This girl is making you think in a different way." Rudra denied it at first, but Avro told him not to deny what was visible to the eyes. Rudra also thought to himself, maybe Avro was right.

Their daily lives went on, but this new connection between them seemed to be coloring every moment of their lives with new hues. During work breaks, in their free time, and even in their sleep, they would think about each other. For Rudra, Ananya was a new source of light, which was also enriching the subject of his photography. And for Ananya, Rudra was a refuge where she could open up and express all her feelings.

One day, Rudra invited Ananya to his photography exhibition via email. Rudra was going to display some pictures as part of his new project, 'Story of Shadows.' In the email, Rudra wrote, "The picture of your 'unique moment' will also be here, Ananya. I want you to come and see for yourself how your story was captured by my camera."

This invitation put Ananya in a new dilemma. It wasn't easy to go from Mumbai to Kolkata to attend the exhibition. Office work, leave problems—everything was making her thinks. But Rudra’s words kept pulling her mind. "How your story was captured by my camera." This sentence created an intense curiosity in Ananya's mind. She replied to Rudra, "I'll try, Rudra. But I can't confirm right now. My office work is quite stressful."

Rudra understood Ananya's busyness. He didn't pressure her anymore. He just replied, "I know you have a lot of work. But if you can come, I'll be very happy."

Their relationship was no longer limited to just texts or emails. They were becoming a part of each other's lives, sharing each other's joys and sorrows. The distance of hundreds of miles could not decrease the distance of their hearts. Rather, this distance was making their desire for each other even more intense. They both didn't understand which way this relationship would turn, but they could feel that a new seed of emotion was germinating deep in their hearts, which was slowly waiting to become a mighty tree.

The night was getting deeper. Ananya opened her diary. She wrote a new line for Rudra: "The city has returned, and with it, your memory has returned. I don't know where this memory will lead, but I want to walk on this path, on the path of light, with you." Rudra was also staring at Ananya's picture on his laptop screen. He didn't know when he would meet Ananya again, but he knew that the aftertaste of this memory and this feeling would never be erased from his life. They had returned to their respective cities, but their hearts were tied to each other with an invisible thread, which had started to give their story a new turn.
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Ch. 4: The Shadow of the Past
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Ananya was trying to adapt herself to the fast-paced life of Mumbai. Office, meetings, presentations—everything was not giving her a moment to breathe. But even in the midst of this busy schedule, her exchange of texts and emails with Rudra continued regularly. Every message from Rudra seemed to be a breath of fresh air for her, which gave her a different kind of peace even in the midst of Mumbai's corporate stress. Rudra's pictures, his description of the 'Story of Shadows' project, and his deep thoughts had captivated Ananya. She felt that her relationship with Rudra was slowly walking on a new path, where something deeper than friendship was being born. Her days would start with Rudra's messages, and before going to sleep at night, she would check her phone for one last time to see if any message had come from Rudra. A sweet sensation would play in her mind; a light of an unknown hope would surround her.

One morning. Ananya was getting ready to go to the office. Her phone rang. An unknown number on the screen. Ananya usually doesn't answer unknown numbers, but for some reason, her hand went to the phone today. "Hello?"

A familiar voice came from the other side, which had been covered in dust in Ananya's memory for many years. "Ananya? It's Arijit."

Hearing the name, Ananya’s hand almost dropped the phone. Arijit! This name was once a synonym for love in her life, but now it felt like a reminder of a suppressed pain. Pictures of old days crowded her memory. Arijit was her first love from her college days. A handsome, intelligent, and very cheerful boy. Their relationship was like an open book, where there were no secrets. From the college canteen to the university library, their love story was written in every corner. They would hold hands and dream of the future, coloring every moment with the colors of imagination. Ananya then thought that Arijit was the last person in her life, with whom she would spend her whole life.

But that dream was shattered by the harsh reality. Arijit was ambitious. As soon as he finished his studies, he got an opportunity to go abroad. Ananya had wanted Arijit to at least reconsider his decision for a few days, to think about their relationship. But Arijit had considered love secondary to his career. His logic was, "This sacrifice is for our future, Ananya. Can't you wait for me?" Ananya wanted to wait, but the lack of emotion and firmness in Arijit's words was breaking Ananya from the inside. She felt that for Arijit, her love was just an option, not the main goal of his life. In the end, they broke up, which created a deep wound in Ananya's life. It took a long time for that wound to heal. From that day on, Ananya had a kind of aversion to love, she was afraid of getting involved in a new relationship.

Now, that same Arijit! Hearing his voice after a long five years, Ananya felt as if she had returned to a different world.

"I know you are surprised," Arijit said, with a kind of hesitation in his voice. "I've come to Mumbai for a few days. I got your phone number from Arjun. I thought, if we could meet once..."

A conflict started in Ananya's mind. Should she meet him? Why should she? She was walking on a new path of possibility with Rudra. Arijit was a closed chapter in her life. Why should she open it again?

"I'm busy, Arijit," Ananya said in a calm voice. "I'm under a lot of pressure with work."

"I know your life has changed," Arijit said. "Mine has too. But is it so difficult to meet old friends once?" There was a kind of pleading in his voice, which made Ananya feel a little softer. "I'm here for two days. If you can take out time for a coffee."

A curiosity about how Arijit's life had changed peeped into Ananya's mind. Maybe he's not the same as before. Maybe he has changed. And what's the harm in a coffee? She was not in a relationship with Rudra, it was just a friendship. With this logic, Ananya convinced herself.

"Okay," Ananya said with a sigh. "When and where?"

Arijit became enthusiastic. "Tonight? At 7 pm? At a cafe near my office?" He gave the name of the cafe.

"Okay. See you," Ananya put down the phone. Her hand was trembling. She stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself. There were mixed feelings in her eyes then—joy, fear, curiosity, and a kind of restlessness with it. This unexpected phone call seemed to have instantly messed up her organized life.

Ananya couldn't concentrate at the office all day. She couldn't focus in meetings, her every thought was filled with the faces of Arijit and Rudra. On one hand, Rudra’s sweet messages, and on the other, Arijit's sudden return—two situations seemed to be pulling her in two different directions. Her relationship with Rudra was gentle, new, and filled with the light of hope. Rudra understood her, respected her feelings. And Arijit was her past, her first love, which had once given her intense pain. But that relationship had a comfort, a kind of familiarity, which seemed a little more comfortable than the uncertainty of a new relationship.

When Ananya reached the cafe in the evening, Arijit had already arrived. Ananya was surprised to see him. Arijit had become even more handsome than before, with a self-confident smile on his face. He stood up and gave Ananya a warm welcome.

"How are you, Ananya?" Arijit said, with that old friendly pull in his voice. "It's great to see you."

Ananya said with some hesitation, "I'm good. How are you?"

They sat down. Arijit started telling his story of his life abroad. How he built his dream career, how he became successful. There was a kind of self-satisfaction in his every word. Ananya listened, and it felt to her that Arijit was still the same as before. For him, a career was everything, and he had been able to prove himself.

"I've changed a lot, Ananya," Arijit said, looking into Ananya's eyes. "Maybe I made a mistake before. I lost a lot of things by chasing a career. Now I understand what the most valuable things in life are. And you were my most valuable thing."

Arijit's words played an old tune in Ananya's mind. She remembered the days when they could do everything for each other. She remembered holding Arijit's hand and walking, getting wet in the rain, and talking on the phone all night. Those memories created a kind of weakness in Ananya's mind.

"Can't you forgive me, Ananya?" Arijit's voice had a piteous appeal. "I know I made a mistake. But now I understand, my life is incomplete without you."

An intense conflict began in Ananya’s mind. Her mind was telling her not to trust Arijit. He had hurt her once, he could do it again. But in a corner of her heart, the aftertaste of that old love was still there. Arijit's familiar smile, the familiar light in his eyes—everything seemed to be pulling her back to the old days.

"I don't know, Arijit," Ananya said, her voice still calm. "A lot has changed."

"What has changed, Ananya?" Arijit asked. "I'm still the same. I still love you. Let's start everything over again."

This direct proposal from Arijit stunned Ananya. She hadn't thought Arijit would propose so quickly. She remembered Rudra's words. Her relationship with Rudra still had no name, but in Rudra's every word, every email, a deep respect and love for her was expressed. Rudra tried to understand her, respected her dreams. Arijit still seemed to be seeing her as his old self.

"I can't think about these things now, Arijit," Ananya said, composing her. "My life is very different now. I'm busy with myself now. My career, my dreams—these are very important to me now."

Arijit was disappointed. "I know it's hard for you. But can't you give me a chance? I will prove how much I have changed."

Ananya didn't reply. She just shook her head. This silence disappointed Arijit even more. He understood that it would not be so easy to convince Ananya.

They talked for a while longer, but that old naturalness was no longer between them. Rudra’s memory was still bright in Ananya’s mind then. How easy, how smooth their conversations with Rudra were. Rudra didn't put any pressure on her, he respected her decisions. And Arijit seemed to be constantly reminding her of the old days, which Ananya wanted to forget.

As Ananya walked towards her flat after leaving the cafe, she felt as if a difficult battle was going on in her mind. Had Arijit really changed? Could she trust him again? Or should she focus on the new relationship that was developing with Rudra?

Upon reaching her flat, Ananya sat on the sofa. She picked up her phone. A message had come from Rudra: "Are you back from the office? How was your day?"

This simple message from Rudra brought a different kind of peace to Ananya's mind. Rudra didn't put any pressure on her, he just cared about her. Her relationship with Rudra was easy, simple, and smooth. There was no calculation, no previous pain.

Ananya replied to Rudra: "Yes, I'm back. The day was a bit strange."

Rudra called immediately. "Strange? What happened?" There was clear concern in his voice.

Ananya hesitated for a while. Should she tell him about Arijit? She had no official relationship with Rudra. But Ananya felt that she should tell Rudra everything. She felt comfortable sharing every aspect of her life with Rudra.

"An old friend from my college days, Arijit, came to meet me today," Ananya opened up to Rudra. "He was my ex-boyfriend."

There was a moment of silence from Rudra's side. Ananya was afraid Rudra would be annoyed.

But Rudra said in a calm voice, "Oh. And you met him?"

"Yes," Ananya admitted. "He's in Mumbai for a few days. He wants to get back into a relationship with me."

"And what are you thinking?" There was no excitement in Rudra's voice, just a kind of curiosity.

Ananya sighed. "I don't know, Rudra. I'm very conflicted. He was my first love. But our relationship was not good."

Rudra remained silent for a while. Then he said, "I understand your feelings, Ananya. First love is always special. And if he comes back again, the mind is bound to be a little indecisive." There was no accusation in his words, only deep understanding. Rudra’s maturity charmed Ananya even more.

"But Rudra," Ananya said, "I don't want to lose the relationship that is happening between us. I find a lot of peace talking to you. You understand me."

Rudra smiled. "I also find a lot of peace talking to you, Ananya. And I respect your decision. Do what you feel is right for you. I'm by your side."

These words from Rudra took a huge weight off Ananya's mind. Rudra didn't put any pressure on her; instead, he promised to be by her side. This mental support gave Ananya more strength. This behavior of Rudra's was what made him different from Arijit. Rudra was giving her freedom, and Arijit was trying to hold her back.

"Thank you, Rudra," Ananya said, with a kind of emotion in her voice. "I really needed to hear that."

They talked for a while longer. The topic of Arijit didn't go any further. Rudra asked about Ananya's day at the office and talked about his own photography project. Their conversation returned to its normal rhythm, as if the shadow of Arijit could not create any obstacle between them.

After hanging up the phone, Ananya opened her diary. She started writing for Rudra:

Dear Rudra,

Today, a page from an old chapter of my life opened. Arijit. My first love. He has returned, and with him, all those old memories have returned. I remember those days when I loved him with all my heart and thought he was my life partner. Every moment spent with him was precious to me. But that relationship was broken by a hard blow. He left me to chase his dreams, and I felt alone.

Today, when he returned and wanted to get back into a relationship, my mind was very conflicted. On one side was the comfort of the familiar, the pull of old loves. And on the other side was a new possibility, which you have brought into my life. Our relationship still has no name, Rudra. But in your every word, every touch, I find a strange peace. You understand me, you respect my dreams. You don't put any pressure on me, you just stand by me.

I don't know what I should do, Rudra. My mind seems to be divided into two. But after talking to you, I felt which way my path is. You give me freedom, and Arijit wants to hold me back. After talking to you, my inner conflict has lessened a bit. I don't want to lose you, Rudra. I want to walk on your path of light.

I know this will be difficult. But I am ready. 

Yours, 

Ananya

Ananya closed her diary. The shadow of Arijit was still a little bit in her mind, but Rudra’s light seemed to be slowly dimming that shadow. She understood that there were now two different chapters in her life's story. One was the past, which was trying to return. The other was the present, which was leading her towards the future. Ananya felt deep in her heart that she had to make a decision. Would she answer the call of old love, or would she step towards the possibility of a new relationship? This dilemma was making her more mature and making her journey of self-discovery even deeper. There was still uncertainty in her eyes, but a new firmness was also being born in her mind. Her feelings for Rudra seemed to be becoming clearer through this difficult test. This return to the past seemed to help her understand Rudra's value even more.
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Ch. 5: An Unknown Email
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Ananya was filled with a new restlessness after meeting Arijit. Her first love, which had once shattered her, had returned, seemingly reawakening old wounds. The more she tried to hold on to her new connection with Rudra, the more Arijit's memories pulled her back. Even though she found peace talking to Rudra, Arijit's proposal had put her in a deep dilemma. The busy corporate life in Mumbai could not calm her mind. After finishing office work, she would sit alone in her flat and wonder which path her life was actually taking. Arijit's topic was still lingering in the pages of her diary, and right next to it, her feelings for Rudra seemed to be taking a new turn.

On weekends, Ananya usually kept time for herself. Sometimes she would read a book, and other times she would sit on her small balcony, staring at the Mumbai Sea. Today, she had her favorite coffee mug in her hand, and her email inbox was open on the laptop screen. Along with text messages, their conversations through emails had started to become deeper. Rudra would give updates on his photography projects, and Ananya would share some of her writings. This virtual connection seemed to bridge their distance.

Suddenly, a new email came from Rudra. Subject: "Just For You." Ananya first thought that Rudra had sent a new picture, or some more updates on his 'Story of Shadows' project. But seeing 'Just for You' in the subject line, a kind of curiosity was born in her mind. Rudra usually didn't send emails with such a personal subject. Ananya's heart rate increased slightly. She placed the coffee mug on the table and opened the email.

Ananya was surprised to open the email. Rudra had not sent any pictures or project updates. Rudra had written a poem for her. Below the poem, there was nothing but Rudra's name. The poem was like this:

In the milky way of my lens, I find you,

In the play of light and shadow, you are a mystical metaphor.

The picture you drew in my heart at first glance,

That picture now speaks, in the whispers of silence.

Your smile, like a soft ray of light,

Has brought a new dawn to my dark life.

I didn't just see you; I saw your shadow,

The shadow that was hidden, deep in my vision.

What is love? I don't know its exact definition,

I just know, your presence is a kind of completeness.

I am a photographer, I frame the world,

And you are that love, which is eternal in my life.

I have walked on unknown paths, I was alone for so long,

A new melody now awakens with your touch.

Don't be afraid of this light, this call of love,

I just want my last path to be in your hand.

After reading this poem, Ananya seemed to get lost in a different world. Rudra's every word struck deep into her heart. Her eyes filled with tears. This was not just a poem; it was an honest confession of Rudra's heart. Rudra had not directly told her he loved her, but a deep feeling of love was expressed in every line. "In the milky way of my lens, I find you,"—this line made a special impression on Ananya's mind. Rudra had not just seen her externally, he had tried to know her inner soul, he had seen her 'shadow,' which she herself had perhaps never been able to show to anyone.

Ananya felt how deeply Rudra was feeling her. The emails he sent their meeting at Lake Gardens, his every word—the meaning of everything seemed to become clear in this poem. Rudra didn't just like her; he loved her. This realization brought a mixed feeling to Ananya's mind. On one hand, there was joy, a deep satisfaction, that such a person loved her so deeply. Rudra's feelings were so pure and honest that Ananya was getting more and more attracted to him without her knowledge. She was immersed in a strange fascination, as if everything around her had stopped, and only the poem written by Rudra was resonating through her being.

But this fascination did not last long. Right after this intense feeling, an unknown fear peeped into Ananya's mind. She past love experience, Arijit's ruthless rejection, had created a deep wound in her mind. She didn't feel ready for love. She used to think that love meant pain, betrayal, and separation. She always used to keep herself away from love relationships, hiding herself behind an invisible wall. Rudra's poem seemed to want to break that wall, and for that reason, Ananya was feeling an intense discomfort.

"Is she really ready for love?" This question was circling in her mind again and again. She was afraid. She was afraid of her own feelings for Rudra. She was afraid of getting hurt again. She had thought that her relationship with Rudra would only be a friendship, where there would be no complexity, no deep emotion. But this poem of Rudra's changed everything. Now it was no longer just a friendship; it was a new chapter of love, which was knocking on the door of Ananya's mind.

Ananya curled up on the sofa. The memory of her last conversation with Arijit crowded her mind. When Arijit had said, "This sacrifice is for our future, Ananya. Can't you wait for me?" At that time, Ananya had felt that her love was worthless in front of Arijit's career. That feeling still haunted her. Ananya used to think that she was not good enough; she was not valuable enough for love. She was afraid of giving herself completely, because she thought that in the end, she would be left alone.

This time, it was Rudra's proposal of love. Rudra was not like Arijit. Rudra understood her, was sensitive to her, and respected her dreams. There was no deception or pressure in Rudra's words. It seemed as if he was proposing a pure love. But still, Ananya was afraid. Her inner 'shadow' was telling her, 'Be careful! You might get burned in this light. You will be alone again.'

Ananya remained absent-minded for the rest of the day. Her hand kept going towards the laptop keyboard to give Rudra an answer. But what would she write? Would she tell Rudra that she loved him too? Or would she tell him about her fear and dilemma? She didn't want to hurt Rudra, but she also didn't want to give herself a false promise. Her mind had become a battlefield.

In the evening, Sayoni came to Ananya's flat. Just by looking at Ananya's face, Sayoni understood that something had happened. Sayoni had never seen Ananya so sad. "What happened, Ananya? Why are you so worried?" Sayoni asked, with concern in her voice.

Ananya hesitated for a while. Should she tell her about Rudra's poem? Sayoni might think she was crazy. But Sayoni was her closest friend. She had always been by Ananya's side, especially after her breakup with Arijit.

"Something strange has happened in my life," Ananya began. "Rudra..."

"Yes, Rudra?" Sayoni became excited. "I knew something was happening. Did he propose to you?"

Ananya showed Sayoni the email with Rudra's poem. Sayoni read the poem, and a flash of joy appeared in her eyes. "Extraordinary! Rudra proposed to you so beautifully! You are so lucky, Ananya!"

But that joy was not in Ananya's eyes. "But Sayoni, I'm afraid."

Sayoni sat by Ananya's side. "Why are you afraid? Rudra loves you, and you love him too. What's there to be afraid of?"

"You won't understand, Sayoni," Ananya said, with frustration in her voice. "After Arijit, I don't feel ready for love anymore. I'm afraid to give myself completely. I'm afraid to get hurt again. Rudra is so good, so sensitive... What if I hurt him in some way too? What if he also leaves me?"

Sayoni held Ananya's hand. "Look, Ananya. Arijit hurt you that are true. But that doesn't mean everyone will hurt you. Rudra is not like Arijit. You'll understand how much he understands you just by talking to him."

"But how?" Ananya said. "I don't know how to open myself to love again. The wall inside me has become so strong that I can't break it myself."

"You have to break that wall yourself, Ananya," Sayoni said. "It takes courage for love. And you are a courageous girl. Give Rudra a chance. Give yourself a chance too."

Sayoni's words gave Ananya some courage. But the fear had not completely gone away. She knew that she had to make this decision herself. Sayoni talked to Ananya for a while, made her understand, and finally left. Ananya was alone again; her mind was again entangled in the net of self-conflict.

The night got deeper. Ananya closed the laptop, but Rudra's poem was circling in her mind. She got up and opened her diary. She wrote whatever came to her mind:

Dear Diary,

Today, Rudra sent me a poem. I have never read such a beautiful poem in my life. Rudra's every word seemed to touch my soul. I understood how deeply he feels me through this poem. In the milky way of my lens, I find you... Rudra really saw my shadow, which I had always kept hidden.

At first, I was filled with joy. Is it easy to get such love? But right after that joy, an intense fear was born in my mind. The memory of Arijit keeps coming back. I remember that pain, that betrayal. Am I really ready for love again? My heart wants to give myself completely to Rudra, but my past is pulling me back. I'm afraid to get hurt again, afraid to lose Rudra. What if he also leaves me one day? What if he also hurts me?

I know Rudra is not like Arijit. Rudra respects me, he understands me. He gives me freedom. But a love relationship is a kind of risk. Can I take that risk? This dilemma inside me is making me crazy. On one hand, my heart is pulling me towards Rudra; on the other hand, my fear is pulling me back. I don't know what to do. There is an intense battle going on between my heart and my mind.

Sayoni said, I have to be courageous. I have to take a risk for love. But where will I find that courage? Is it so easy to break this wall? I feel as if I am standing on a path to an unknown destination, where on one side there is light, and on the other, there is a shadow. Which path will I take?

I can't prepare myself, Diary. Am I really ready for love? This question is not letting me sleep. I don't know what answer I will give to Rudra tomorrow morning. I just want this dilemma to end, and I find a clear path.

Ananya

Ananya closed her diary and stared at the window in the dark. Outside, the night lights of Mumbai were dazzling, but Ananya's inner world was full of darkness and uncertainty. Rudra's email had raised a new storm in her mind. She was mesmerized, but a deep fear had also taken root in her. This difficult test of preparing herself for love pushed her further on the path of self-discovery. She didn't know what would happen, but she knew that she had to face this question. Rudra's love had brought her to such a boundary where she had to come out of the shadow of her past, or move away from the light of this love. This decision was going to be a very important turning point in her life.
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