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Preface

This is the story of a young and charming Mumbai girl, who worked as a Nanny in USA.

Contents

A New Beginning

The Malhotra’s Residence

Aarav

Crossing Lines

Intense Relationship

The Journey to Colorado

Reunion

Coincidence?

The Week in Ridgeway

A Battle

Everything Okay

Revelations

Echoing

The Return

Very Special

Building a Future

Complications

Growth

The Wedding

Five Years Later

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A New Beginning
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The Mumbai monsoon had been relentless that July, turning the streets into rivers and the sky into an endless sheet of grey. Bhoomica stood at her bedroom window in the small Andheri apartment she shared with her mother and younger brother, watching the rain cascade down the glass. At twenty-four, she was strikingly beautiful—with long, lustrous black hair that fell past her shoulders, almond-shaped eyes that held both intelligence and warmth, and a figure that turned heads wherever she went. But beauty, she had learned, didn't pay the bills.

Her mother's medical expenses were mounting. Her father had passed away three years ago, leaving them with debts that seemed to multiply like the monsoon puddles outside. Her brother Arjun was in his final year of engineering, and she was determined he would finish his degree. She had been working as a primary school teacher, but the salary barely covered their rent.

That's when the opportunity came.

Mrs. Kapoor, the placement agency owner, had called her personally. "Bhoomica, I have something special for you. A very wealthy NRI businessman in New York is looking for a nanny for his five-year-old son. The pay is exceptional—five thousand dollars a month, plus accommodation, food, and travel expenses. He specifically requested someone educated, cultured, and good with children."

Five thousand dollars! 

Bhoomica had done the mental calculation immediately. That was nearly four lakh rupees a month. In one year, she could clear all their debts, secure her mother's treatment, ensure Arjun's education, and still save enough to start something of her own when she returned.

"What's the catch?" Bhoomica had asked, her practical nature asserting itself.

"No catch, beta. Mr. Manohar Malhotra is a divorcee, very successful in real estate development. He travels frequently for business and needs someone trustworthy to care for his son Aarav. He's interviewed several candidates but hasn't found the right fit. I showed him your profile, and he wants to video call you tomorrow."

The video call had gone well. Manohar Malhotra appeared on her screen—a man in his late thirties, perhaps forty, with salt-and-pepper hair, sharp features, and an air of authority that came from years of commanding boardrooms. He was handsome in that mature, distinguished way that some men achieved with age. His voice was deep and measured.

"Miss Sharma, Mrs. Kapoor speaks highly of you. I see you have a degree in child psychology and three years of teaching experience. That's impressive."

"Thank you, Mr. Malhotra. I love working with children. They're honest, curious, and they remind us to see the world with fresh eyes."

He had smiled at that. "My son Aarav is a handful. He's been through a lot with the divorce. He needs stability, someone patient and kind. Can you provide that?"

"I can certainly try my best, sir. Every child deserves to feel safe and loved."

They had talked for nearly an hour. He asked about her family, her values, her views on discipline and education. She found herself relaxing, speaking naturally. There was something about his directness that she appreciated—no games, no pretense.

At the end, he had said, "I'd like to offer you the position, Miss Sharma. My lawyer will send you the contract. If everything is acceptable, we can arrange your visa and travel within three weeks."

Three weeks later, Bhoomica found herself on an Emirates flight from Mumbai to New York, via Dubai. She had never been on a plane before. The excitement mixed with anxiety kept her awake through most of the journey. She thought about her mother's tears at the airport, Arjun's brave smile, the weight of their expectations on her shoulders.

The flight attendant's announcement pulled her from her thoughts: "Ladies and gentlemen, we are beginning our descent into John F. Kennedy International Airport. Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts."

Bhoomica pressed her face to the window. Below, New York sprawled in all its magnificent chaos—a forest of steel and glass, bridges spanning dark water, lights beginning to twinkle as dusk approached. Her heart hammered. This was it. Her new life was beginning.
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The Malhotra’s Residence
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The immigration process at JFK was intimidating but smoother than she'd feared. A driver holding a sign with her name was waiting in arrivals—a middle-aged Sikh man named Gurpreet who greeted her warmly in Punjabi-accented English.

"Welcome to America, ji. Mr. Malhotra has sent me to collect you. How was your journey?"

"Long but good, thank you."

The drive from the airport to Manhattan was like entering another world. The highways were vast, the cars enormous compared to Mumbai's compact vehicles. And then the city itself rose before her—the skyline she'd seen in countless movies now real and overwhelming.

But they didn't stop in Manhattan. Gurpreet drove north, across a bridge, into an area he called Westchester County. "Mr. Malhotra's residence is in Scarsdale," he explained. "Very posh area! Good schools, safe neighbourhoods. Perfect for raising children."

The houses grew larger, the streets quieter and tree-lined. Finally, they turned into a long driveway that led to a stunning colonial-style mansion. Bhoomica's breath caught. The house was enormous—white with black shutters, surrounded by manicured lawns and gardens that even in the fading light looked immaculate.

"This is... where I'll be staying?"

Gurpreet chuckled. "Yes, ji. Mr. Malhotra has done very well for himself."

The front door opened before they reached it. A woman in her fifties, clearly the housekeeper, stood there smiling. "You must be Bhoomica. Welcome! I'm Rosa. Come in, come in. Mr. Malhotra is in his study but will join you shortly."

The interior was even more impressive—high ceilings, gleaming hardwood floors, tasteful artwork on the walls, a grand staircase that curved upward. Rosa led her through to a spacious living room.

"Please, sit. Would you like some Tea? Coffee? You must be exhausted."

"Tea would be wonderful, thank you."

Alone for a moment, Bhoomica tried to process everything. This was so far from her cramped Andheri apartment. The sofa she sat on probably cost more than a year of her teaching salary. She felt simultaneously excited and terrified.

"Miss Sharma."

She turned. Manohar Malhotra stood in the doorway, and she was struck immediately by how much more imposing he was in person. He was tall—at least six feet—with broad shoulders that filled out his crisp white shirt. His presence seemed to command the room. But his smile was warm.

"Mr. Malhotra." She stood, suddenly conscious of her rumpled travel clothes.

He crossed the room, extending his hand. His grip was firm, his hand warm. "Please, call me Manohar. We'll be living under the same roof; formality seems unnecessary. How was your journey?"

"Long but comfortable, thank you. And please, call me Bhoomica."

"Bhoomica." He said her name carefully, as if tasting it. "Beautiful name. It means Earth, doesn't it?"

"Yes. My mother is quite traditional."

"Traditional is good. Especially for what I need." He sat across from her, his dark eyes studying her with an intensity that made her slightly uncomfortable. "I want to be direct with you, Bhoomica. My son is my world. His mother—my ex-wife—she left us two years ago. The divorce was... difficult. Aarav has had three nannies since then, and none have worked out. He's testing, sometimes difficult. He needs someone who won't give up on him."

"I understand. Children often act out when they're hurting."

"Exactly." He leaned forward. "You seem to genuinely understand that. It's why I chose you. That, and Mrs. Kapoor's glowing recommendation."

Rosa returned with tea, and they talked for another hour. He explained the household routine, Aarav's schedule, his own travel calendar. He would be in New York for the next two weeks, and then had a business trip to Los Angeles, then back. He travelled frequently but tried to be home on weekends.

"I should warn you," he said, his expression growing serious. "I'm demanding. I expect excellence in everything—my business, my home, my son's care. I pay extremely well, but I expect results. Can you handle that?"

Bhoomica met his gaze steadily. "I don't make promises I can't keep, Manohar. But I can promise I'll give Aarav my complete dedication and care. The rest, we'll see."

He smiled, and she noticed how it transformed his face, softening the hard edges. "Fair enough. Come; let me show you to your room. Aarav is asleep already—he goes to bed at eight. You'll meet him tomorrow."

Her room was on the second floor, next to Aarav's. It was larger than her entire bedroom back home, with an attached bathroom, a comfortable bed, a desk, and even a small sitting area. French doors opened onto a balcony overlooking the garden.

"If you need anything, Rosa is in the west wing. My bedroom is on the third floor. Sleep well, Bhoomica. Tomorrow your real work begins."

After he left, Bhoomica unpacked her modest suitcase, showered in the luxurious bathroom, and finally collapsed onto the bed. Through the window, she could see stars—actual stars, visible despite the proximity to New York City. In Mumbai, the light pollution made stars a rarity.

She thought of her mother, who would be waking up now, half a world away. She'd promised to call once she was settled. Tomorrow, she told herself. Tomorrow she'd call, meet Aarav, and begin this new chapter.

As she drifted toward sleep, she felt a flutter of something she couldn't quite name. Anticipation? Anxiety? Or something else entirely?
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Aarav
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Bhoomica woke to sunlight streaming through the French doors and the sound of a child's laughter. She checked her phone—7:30 AM. The jet lag had her confused, but she forced herself up, showered quickly, and dressed in simple jeans and a kurta.

When she came downstairs, she found Rosa in the kitchen preparing breakfast, and a small whirlwind of energy racing around the centre island.

"Aarav, slow down!" Rosa called out, but she was smiling.

The boy stopped, staring at Bhoomica with open curiosity. He was beautiful—with his father's sharp features softened by childhood, large dark eyes, and a mop of unruly black hair.

"Who are you?" he asked bluntly.

Bhoomica crouched down to his level. "I'm Bhoomica. I'm going to be taking care of you. What's your name?"

"You know my name. Rosa just said it."

"That's true. But I'd like to hear it from you."

He considered this. "Aarav Malhotra. I'm five and three-quarters. I go to Greenacres Elementary. I like dinosaurs and space and pizza. I don't like vegetables or bedtime."

Bhoomica laughed. "Well, Aarav Malhotra, I like dinosaurs and space too. Pizza is pretty good. Vegetables aren't so bad if you cook them right. And bedtime... well, that's when the best dreams happen."

"Dreams are just your brain being weird when you sleep."

"Maybe. Or maybe they're adventures your mind goes on when your body needs to rest."

He tilted his head, considering. "Are you from India? You talk different."

"I am. From Mumbai. Have
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