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To the silent messages that never got replies,
To the laughter shared with strangers who became stories,
And to the digital moments that felt more human than reality ever could.
I dedicate this story to every fleeting connection
that left behind echoes instead of answers—
to the Viha in all of us, and the Bel we try to hide.
— Ashish Rajpoot
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1 The Message That Wasn’t Supposed to Matter
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It all began with a digital flutter—an unexpected buzz, a blinking notification that seemed innocent enough.
The year was 2020, and the world had paused. Streets were silent, classrooms deserted, yet online lives were surging with activity. In the hollow boredom of lockdown afternoons, where time moved like syrup and strangers felt oddly familiar, a message slipped quietly into Bel’s inbox.
“Hey... I really like you.”

Bel Pakhti stared at his phone screen, not knowing whether to laugh, blush, or simply ignore it. A final-year undergraduate student in Lucknow University, Bel was the sort of boy who found silence more expressive than emojis, and sarcasm safer than sincerity. He wasn’t used to surprises—especially not from unknown numbers.
But curiosity had its own rhythm.
“We’ve never even met. Where are you from?” he replied, hours later.

And so, a spark caught fire—not dramatic or cinematic, but in the quiet kindling of late replies and half-formed thoughts. What began as a dare—casual, mischievous, even forgettable—soon began to spiral into something neither Bel nor the girl behind the message could have foreseen.

Her name was Viha Singh. A second-year History student from Delhi University, Viha was bold, impulsive, and carried with her an unapologetic charm. The kind of girl who sends a flirtatious message to a stranger not to find love, but to complete a friend’s challenge—and yet, ends up staying for the conversation.

Their exchange wasn’t planned. It wasn’t poetry either. It was raw, awkward, spiky, and hilarious in all the ways only strangers trying not to care too much could manage.
But beneath the layers of teasing and taunts, a question lingered like an unsent text:
What if this isn’t just a dare anymore?
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2 Dare Turns into Dialogue
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From Sitapur to Delhi, from Lucknow to Naimisharanya — their hometowns were scattered across northern India, but the space they created in conversation was something entirely their own. Neither a city nor a college campus, it was a floating bubble of messages—voice notes, late replies, emojis that softened awkward truths, and timestamps that sometimes said more than the words themselves.

"What's ‘Viha’ mean?" Bel asked one lazy evening. His tone was curious, disarming.

"You’re the only one who’s ever asked,” she replied. “It means ‘angel’... or heavenly.”

And suddenly, Bel’s sharp wit fell silent for a moment.

“Fitting,” he said.

They laughed, often. About silly things—online meetups that never happened, mutual friends they didn’t actually have, her poetry (which she admitted was copied), his skepticism of fate. Viha’s messages carried a rhythm, a kind of musical sarcasm, while Bel’s responses hid shyness behind humor. Neither of them said it, but both were clearly enjoying the unraveling of each other's layers.

It had started as a random message meant to fulfill a silly dare, but slowly it became something they both looked forward to. There was no planning it, no strategy, no flirtation polished with filters—just raw, real-time human connection. It wasn’t love, not yet, but it was enough to make both of them wonder: what if this wasn’t just a dare anymore?
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3 Defensiveness and Depth
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Then, inevitably, came the storm.

The carefree banter cracked beneath the weight of misunderstanding. A misplaced word, a sarcastic emoji, and the fragile bridge they were building crumbled into argument. Viha’s tone turned cold, her replies sharper.

“So now you’re replying to every girl’s dare? Must be jobless.”

Bel, caught off guard, fired back defensively.

“And you’re messaging strangers for dares like it’s a hobby?”

The chat flared up—quick fingers, sharp tongues. Screens glowed with heat that their words carried.

But beneath the sarcasm and accusations, there was something raw, something unspoken. It wasn’t just about a message anymore. It was about two people unsure of their place in each other’s lives, struggling to define boundaries that had never really existed.

Then came the silence. And with it, a surprising tenderness.

“I’m sorry, Bel,” Viha finally typed, her anger deflating into remorse. “I didn’t mean to be rude. This was just a dare... but I guess I crossed a line.”

Bel stared at the screen for a while. Something in him softened. Maybe it was the apology. Maybe it was the honesty.

“It’s okay,” he replied. “Let’s just say... you owed me a number. Dare complete. No more talks.”

He meant it. Or maybe he didn’t. Because when she replied again, he answered. And when she asked a question, he responded. Every message kept breaking the very deal they had made—to stop talking. But they couldn’t help it. They were still curious about each other.

Because sometimes, it’s not the person who starts the conversation that stays in your mind...
...it’s the one who ends it, and you still wish they hadn’t.
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