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DEDICATION 

In earlier times, Indian women suffered in the name of culture. Now it’s being done in the name 

of loss of culture. The one thing that hasn’t changed though is that the women are still being blamed 

for their own injuries. And they are still expected to submit to the blame, even if innocent, and 

sink into the ground. 

I dedicate this book to every girl and woman who refused to take the blame for others’ faults. 

Who, even when trodden down, dared to stand up and create a new and better life for herself. I 

offer this book as a salute to such brave and determined ladies.   



 

~*~ 

Within the heart of every person hides a love story 

Just waiting to be told 

Come, let’s follow the rhythm of these two heartbeats 

And unfold the tales they do hold. 

~*~ 

  



Chapter 1 

Nirvi: 

 

'It's all your fault.' 

Yes, I said those words today, those very same words. 

From the rotten womb of the past they rose up on their own, spurting like poison to my tongue 

and burning my heart and soul in their passage.  

Words they are only. Vibrations of air. 

But words can possess a shadow invincible enough to rob even a soul of its eternity sometimes. 

'It's all your fault,' I spat out the words over Nikita, the most fashionable and stylish girl in this 

girls’ hostel. 'All your fault.' 

It felt good.  

And I want to shout out those words again, as loudly as possible, and for as long as I have voice. 

Maybe then my heart would be clear of their stain. I have borne their burden long enough already.  

But there is no one to listen to me now. The girls have all gone into Nikita's room. I heard the 

sound of sobbing coming from that room. I heard Nikita's boyfriend being called a brute and cursed 

by many different mouths speaking in the same tone. I also heard them calling me heartless and 

insensitive. 

Maybe I am, both. I don't care.  

But how, Arsh, do I stop my mind from sinking back into the past? To the time, five years ago, 

when those same words had been spoken to me? 

I have pulled myself out in the hostel’s garden. Don’t know whether to finish this painting that 

I’m making for school, or to scowl at my past undisturbed. Scowl at the day that had blessed me 

and cursed me all together. I am still carrying the curse with me. The blessing I have left far behind. 

It was but a fake. 

It’s been six months since I came away from you. Six months! And yet… 

Why can't I stop? Why can’t I stop thinking of you, Arsh? Of you, your eyes, your grin, your 

anger, your blunderings, your words… 

Every day that passes finds my heart deeper in your hold. And the moments I hadn’t even 

noticed have become unforgettable now. And here, in the pale gleams of this winter sunshine, I 

see you again. And hear you again.  

Even your very first words to me, ‘Hey, Lemon Girl, watch out!' 

  



Chapter 2 

Arsh: 

 

When it's time for you to fall in love, even a lemon can become the cause of it. In my case, there 

were a full dozen of them. 

However, when even love affairs begun by roses and chocolates fall to ruts, I should have 

expected nothing better from the one begun by lemons and a fight. 

Actually, I hadn’t. I hadn’t expected it to be anything more than that one fight. Never knew that 

one day, we’ll encounter each other again, and how. 

All I was thinking of at that evening, about five years ago, was to buy some palatable grub to 

help me survive the non-eating of the food that our land lady forced upon all her paying guests. 

After ordering what I wanted, I turned away to allow the guy behind the counter some privacy to 

cheat me out of a pack of biscuits. While he packed my order, minus that one pack of biscuits, I 

turned to carry on my manly duty of 'sightseeing.' Unfortunately, though a lot was stuffed in the 

radius of my sight, little of it was worth seeing. And amid all the melodies of the two, three and 

four wheelers pushing their way through the competing human mass, nothing at all appeared worth 

hearing. 

But I believe the ears of the masculine gender of the species called humans are naturally trained 

to pick up the sound of girls, even from the collective wails of the entire remaining animal 

kingdom. Like a trained archer's arrow, the sound hits the target every time. 

Well, the sound that hit me was that of a girl laughing. Nothing like a tinkling of silver bells or 

the soft song of a brook as lovers boast their ladies to possess. It was a robust sound, open and 

frank and entirely careless of what the world might think of it. 

It was not very hard to find the source of that sound as the laughing beauty was not making any 

effort to tone down her voice or her laugh. She just didn't give a damn. She was free, freely she 

talked, freely she laughed, and freely she walked, not caring who or how many were staring at her. 

And many were staring at her actually. Though she was not of the kind that guys usually turn 

to gawk at. And I'm still wondering why I did.  

A nice and polite estimation would have called her chubby. Her lemony yellow tunic over the 

blue jeans did try to hide that chubbiness. But it didn't seem to matter all that much anyway. She 

was not fat, and I'd have challenged anyone then and there had anyone called her that. Her hair 

was short and curly and was busy rocking this way and that in the wind, and getting arranged and 

re-arranged at every new moment. And how she walked! With big steps, swinging her hands as if 

trying to make something topple out from the shopping bags she was holding. 

But she had the most feel-good face I had ever seen. You know, the kind of face that makes you 

feel good just to look at it, even if it bears no dazzling beauty to boast about. But of course, she 

was pretty too. Sweet looking, fair, lovely eyes, gorgeous eyes, actually. And her smile was one 

of the most contagious ones I had ever seen, or had succumbed to. And she was fun, fun to watch, 

fun to listen to as well. 

'You are stupid, Kusum,' she was saying to her friend. The name suited the friend well. She was 

quite pretty and was dressed in pink. She had long hair and nails, big danglers in her ears and 

colourful bangles adorning her fair arms. And even in a vegetable market she was walking on high 

heels.  

But despite all her adornments, and slimmer figure, my eyes somehow didn't find Kusum as 

interesting as her friend. 



'Had I been in your place, I would have walked straight up to him, put my hands like this,' this 

more interesting friend was saying, putting her thumbs to either side of her head, raising her fingers 

like horns. The two heavy bags she was holding dangled near her ears, as if well used to such 

manoeuvres. What a sight that was. But a still prettier sight was about to come. 'I would have stuck 

my tongue out and stared back at him,' she said, and stuck her tongue out, right in the middle of 

the market, and opened her eyes as wide as they could be opened, showing exactly what she would 

have done. 'How dare he stare and whistle at you?' she added, letting her tongue do the talking 

before poking it out again. 

'You are silly, that would only make you look ridiculous. Besides, he was handsome,' said 

Kusum, looking down on her clothes and making sure her dupatta was perfectly arranged, its every 

fold right where it should be. 

'You are silly. But hey, those lemons look good. I'll buy some. Rishi bhaiya is home for 

weekend, and he loves lemonade.' She marched up to the nearby vegetable seller, a boy who looked 

the same age as she, but was half her size. 

I picked up my order from the shop's counter and stepped down to go to my room. And yet I 

lingered. 

I should have walked away then. 

But it came into my head that a cold glass of lemonade would be great to help me bear the 

humid stuffiness of my room. In short, I needed lemons too. 

I walked up to the same vegetable seller, but waited patiently while she dealt with him. 

'Are you a vegetable seller or a robber?' she was saying. She brought on a very deep frown on 

her face. It might have worked in making her look angry, had she been able to control the child 

that kept laughing out from her eyes, from her barely controlled smile, and from the lilting tones 

of her prattle. 

'Didi, you can ask anyone, that's the rate. I'm not taking any more than the rate,' said the guy. 

'You have all fixed the rate too high. The market is full of robbers,' her scowl deepened, her 

voice became louder. So desperately was she trying to appear enraged. 

'What are you saying, Didi? What are we to do if the vegetables are getting expensive? We have 

to feed our families too,' the boy said to her. 

'How many children do you have?' she asked. 

‘I'm not married yet,' said the guy, breaking out in a shy smile. 

'Oh, look at him smiling, Kusum, I'm sure he is thinking of his girlfriend. You are thinking of 

your girlfriend, aren't you?' she asked, before Kusum could even nod. 

'What are you saying, Didi, I don't have a girlfriend,' said the boy. 

'Liar,' she cried out, in a voice that made at least a dozen heads turn. 'I'm sure you have one. 

What is her name? Is she pretty? Is she a vegetable seller too? I'm sure she must be a cheat like 

you.' 

'No, she is very nice, she works as a housemaid,' the boy couldn't help but confess. 

'See, See, I knew you were lying. And for that, you'd have to give me these lemons at my rate. 

It's your punishment for lying to me.' 

'Didi, now you are robbing your brother,' the boy said. 

'Hey, I never called you my brother. My brother is not like you. He would never try to rob his 

sister. Now come on, hurry. Give me the lemons, and here's the money,' she said, slapping two 

notes down on a pile of green chillies. 'Hurry, hurry, hurry,' she sang. 

The boy had no option but to pick the two notes and hand her the bag of her chosen lemons. 



That guy was either a fool or very generous, as most guys allow themselves to be when it comes 

to girls. She had stripped him of all his profit and yet he was smiling and wanting her to come back 

and do it again. 

'Don't you want anything else, Didi?' he asked as she stepped away. 

'Not from you, you are a cheat and a liar. But I'll pray you get married to your girlfriend soon. 

If she is good, she will cure you and then you won't rob people as you do,' she said as she walked 

away, mutely followed by Kusum. 

As soon as her march started, so did the swinging of the bags she was holding. 

I forgot that I had wanted to buy lemons too. I stepped away from the stall and just stood 

watching her walk away. While Kusum picked her way carefully through the dirty road, she 

marched on looking quite unconcerned about the road, the traffic and the bags in her hands. 

They started talking, though it sounded like a one-sided conversation. While her voice could be 

heard clearly enough, Kusum either was not speaking, or in a very low voice. She must have known 

that her companion didn't really care for her responses, content as she was listening to her own 

magnificent voice and superb opinions. 

So that companion talked on, and walked on, almost blindly, letting others make way for her or 

risk getting trodden down. 

And then there came that cyclist. Even I could read the intention in his eyes and grin. Both of 

them had only one target.  

Though I do believe that target was Kusum, yet the alarm that I rang out was, 'Hey, Lemon Girl, 

watch out!' 

The cyclist came up on them just as she swung around towards me. As she swung, her bag of 

lemons swung along as well and banged into the cyclist. His grin turned into a cry and he sped 

down to taste dirt. That was good. Fit place for him. 

But down too went the lemons as the bag burst and spilled its contents on the road. 

For a moment, I was worried about the cyclist, fearing she might get in her head to stamp her 

foot on his face for trying to collide into her friend. But instead, she whirled up to me. 

'What did you call me?' she asked. 

'Lemon Girl.' I should not have grinned as I said that, but some things just can't be helped. 

'Do I look like a lemon to you?' she asked. 

I looked at her bright lemony tunic and grinned again. Yes, I can go totally out of my head 

sometimes, grinning at most inappropriate times. That happened to be one of the worst of them. 

Her eyes opened wide and glared at me. She probably wanted me to cower down with fear at 

that glaring look. But that is never my way of dealing with a glare, stare, frown or scowl. Besides, 

I had lost myself in marvelling at her eyes. I still wonder if that was because they were big, 

beautiful and had long eye lashes, or because of the laughter that twinkled in them even when they 

frowned. Whatever it was, I only know that as they stared at me, I stared back. 

'How dare you stare at me and grin like that?' she asked. 

When someone orders me to stop smiling, not that many dare, I consider it my duty to grin 

broader. And that's what I did then. Besides, I couldn't have helped it either. Even she looked as if 

she was enjoying the scene and finding it funny. I'm sure she was already planning out the words 

in which she was to describe it, and me, to her friends. 

And then, it was kind of hard to mind her anger.  

When I failed to answer, she gave a jerk to her head and raised her eyebrows. 

'I don't know your name and you were buying lemons and…' I began to explain. 

'Tomorrow if you see me buying shoes, will you call me a shoe girl?' 



'Not if you tell me your real name,' I said, folding my arms, pulling myself straight to my full 

height, raising my head even higher and looking down on her. 

But she was not the one to cower down with any high and mighty display. 

'My name is none of your business,' she declared. 'And if you call me Lemon Girl ever again, 

I'll come and squirt some real lemon juice in your eyes to teach you what a lemon can do. So there, 

you watch out.' 

With this, she turned on her heels and walked back to Kusum who by then had made two young 

boys to gather most of the spilled lemons for her. The cyclist, meanwhile, had made good his 

escape. 

'Have you got all?' my still furious lady asked her friend. 

'No,' said Kusum, 'they have rolled all over.' 

'Let them be, let's go.' 

But I had to call her back again to return to her the little round thing that had come rolling 

towards me. 

'Hey, Lemon Girl, here's one of your lemons,' I called out. 

'Cut it and squeeze it in your eyes,' she called back and continued on her way. 

I grinned and stowed the lemon in my pocket. A moment later, my ears caught a loud laugh 

from the lemon's rightful owner. So she had already started making fun of me. Strangely though, 

it did not raise my hackles up and, well, felt kind of good. 

All this had taken place when I was very near the end of my engineering course. Just three 

months were left before I and my friends were to give our professors the pleasure of seeing us 

leave the college for good. Those three months passed away swiftly. 

Those were the last three months of my student life. And I believe I studied harder during that 

time than I had ever done. The reason was that there was a very real danger of my failing in most 

of my exams, unless some drastic changes were brought about in my study schedule. And I could 

not fail. I wouldn't have minded it all that much had both my parents not been such proud holders 

of degrees from IIT, and much respected professors in much respected universities. And my elder 

sister and her husband were both earning big bucks in an MNC. My younger sister was already 

through one successful year in a medical school. I, on the other hand, had already failed them all 

by not getting admission in any decent college. I could not fail them again by failing even in the 

damndest little hole I had got myself into. 

So I studied hard for the last three months. More would have been useless. I was not going to 

become a NASA scientist even if I had studied more, you know. 

I visited the market often enough though during those three months, but I never saw her again. 

The lemon she had given me stayed at my table for a full week. If I could have pressed it in a 

notebook like a rose, I would have, as the memorabilia of a memorable girl. But a lemon isn't a 

rose. Its purpose is not to evoke sensations of love and romance, but to quench thirst and strengthen 

the body's immunity. So after a week, on a particularly hot day, I helped it to fulfil its life's purpose. 

And with a chilled glass of lemonade in my hand, I thought of my Lemon Girl and shook my head 

and laughed at her and like her, just as I believed she would have laughed at me. 

I wondered if I would ever hear that laugh again. 

And five years later, I am wondering that once again. Have I robbed it off her forever? It’s 

almost six months since she ran away from here. Ran away in shame. Because of me. How could 

I have been such a senseless brute! 

  



Chapter 3 

Nirvi: 

 

It is the law of nature that the life that gets ripped away is not to be brought back. Why did you 

bother? 

Your Lemon Girl was dead. She should have remained dead. For when dead people return to 

life, they can only raise fear and repulsion in the heart of the living ones. 

We must all stick to our places. Living ones to life, dead ones to their graves, and people from 

previous birth to the dark alleys of forgetfulness. 

Why didn't you? 

I lived but in a castle of sand that I had erected around me. It was my only shelter. You had no 

right to come and flood it away.  

You had no right to trespass the boundary of my forgotten life. You had no right to come back, 

leaving the door behind you ajar. You stood staring at me there, in the pub, wanting me to look at 

you. But how could I have looked at you, Arsh, when the door that you had opened instantly started 

sucking in all the air around me? And me along with it. I died again the instant I saw you. The 

world around me started melting into my past, and my past sucked me reeling back to it. 

But not to the life in which you had first seen me. 

For between that life and this lies a hell. 

And into this hell you forced me again.  
 

End of Sample 

Buy Lemon Girl 

 

  

http://amzn.to/2kMKJ9p


Lemon Girl  

 

Featured on Ezvid’s wiki list of “9 well-written books that put women front and center.” 

 

Lemon Girl is an entertaining and thought-provoking story of an abuse victim’s journey to self-

recovery and self-realization. A book that has won the love of readers and critics alike, Lemon 

Girl has been universally applauded for its heart-warming love story, hard-hitting theme, tight 

plot, and the writing style. 

BLURB 
 

‘It’s all your fault.’ 

Mere words these are. 

“But words can possess a shadow invincible enough to rob even a soul of its eternity.” 

 

In a society that finds it easier to mark sins of a victim than the culprit, Nirvi is a young girl 

punishing herself for the faults she did not do and avenging her hurts by defeating her own truth. 

 

She is scared of her future, and ashamed of her past. She is failing herself, and knows it. She has 

had a long line of boyfriends, and hated them all. She detests the guy she is living with, runs 

away from the one she loves, and seduces the one who can never love her. 

 

When Arsh first sees Nirvi, she’s a free and frank girl in whose eyes sparkle the lemony zest of 

life. The next time he sees her, she is a voiceless doll draped in clothes that cover her body less 

and shroud her soul more. And Arsh can’t rest till he finds out what made Nirvi give up her own 

real self. 

 

Nirvi knows she is dragging herself on a path from which there can be no recovery. Can her 

spirit survive the treacherous downfall? Or is the pull of fear and push of desperation just too 

strong to withstand for a girl who believes she has “nowhere else to go” but down. 

 

“When it’s time for you to fall in love, even a lemon can become the cause of it,” says Arsh. 

But can love survive, when even the self-love dies? 

Can love survive when respect is no more? 

Does true love have the power to revive a dying soul? 

 

Find out in the pages of this brilliantly woven, intense, heart-warming and thought-provoking 

saga of RISING IN LOVE … 

 

Buy Lemon Girl 

  

http://amzn.to/2kMKJ9p


OTHER BOOKS BY JYOTI ARORA 

 

Dream’s Sake  

 

Dreams give life to hope, breath to ambition and a meaning and purpose to existence, making 

it what can be called 'Life.' We all dream, and we all do what we can to make our dreams come 

true. But how far can a person go to fulfil the dreams of someone else? That's the question that the 

two closely inter-linked love stories in Dream's Sake seek to answer. 

Dream's Sake is an intense and gripping novel telling the story of dreams, of friendship and of 

love, all of these gasping and struggling under a heavy burden of past traumas, personal doubts, 

fears and insecurities, and social prejudices. 

 

BLURB 
 

“He can be as good as he wants to be and I’ll be as bad as I need to be! We’ll see where it all 

ends up,” says Aashi. 

She believes she has a right to fight for her dreams. She believes a little bit of selfishness is 

necessary to survive in this world. Abhi, however, has not learnt that lesson. And he can’t accept 

the fulfilment of his hopes when they seem to rise from the ruins of Aashi’s dreams. 

 

His sister Priyam and friend Sid are made from much the same mould. And in the path of their 

love too lies a dream — the dream of a dead and betrayed mother. 

 

Feelings rise, and are suppressed. Past grips the present and threatens the future. Memories 

refuse to wane their shadows from the heart. Hope and despair fight a battle. Guilt rises up and 

resents the forgiveness. Revenge weaves a web. Friendship is tested. And love demands a 

sacrifice. A tumultuous battle wages on... 

 

What lies at the end of this battle? 

How far can a person go to fulfil the dreams of someone else? 

Lose yourself in the pages of this gripping saga of love and friendship to find out. 

 

Buy Dream’s Sake 

  

http://amzn.to/2kKpxAM


You Came Like Hope  

The entertaining and heart-warming love story of You Came Like Hope takes you on a roller 

coaster of emotions as it uncovers some bitter truths, challenges widespread prejudices, and forces 

you to reconsider your beliefs. A must read for those who enjoy romances that leave them with 

something to think about. 

 

BLURB 

 

Peehu: 

“I heard them mourn my death. I lay in the next room. Motionless, silent, and staring at the 

ceiling.” 

 

Adih: 

“When it comes to a broken person, some of them are expert at blinding you. Spend an entire 

evening with such a person, but you may still not know how he is crushing inside.” 

 

Uday: 

“Who would say no to him? He is smart, intelligent, super handsome, rich, suave and 

sophisticated. He’s perfect!” 

 

Pooja: 

“Pooja gave no explanation. She asked no forgiveness. She just arrived in his home, resenting 

him for being her husband.” 

 

Arunav: 

“He had smiled as if nothing was wrong. 

He had behaved as if he still had his dreams and hopes. 

He had pretended as if it didn’t hurt. 

But it did.” 

 

Does Destiny hold the key to our happiness? 

Is it always the feeble that is the victim? 

Love can be the embrace of heaven. But what happens when it unleashes hellfire? 

 

Lose yourself in the intense narrative of You Came Like Hope as it unleashes a rollercoaster of 

emotions, uncovers some bitter truths, challenges widespread prejudices, and forces you to 

reconsider your beliefs. 

 

Buy You Came Like Hope 

  

https://amzn.to/2NbSpj7


#JustRomance 

A delicious collection of 7 short, contemporary romances. With heart-touching emotions, 

realistic characters, and engrossing tales, this beautiful collection of love stories is sure to make 

you smile. 

BLURB 

7 heart-warming love stories to make you smile 
You raised a song in my heart 

That I never knew before. 

Now kiss me, Love, 

For I yearn to know 

What a dream must taste like. 

  

Luxury adds glamour to romances, danger adds thrill. But it is real emotions that turn love 

magical. And when love casts its magic, even ordinary people can have extraordinary love 

stories. 

  

It is seven such delicious and relatable Indian romances that this book brings to you. 

  

With realistic characters that will live in your heart, 

with romance spanning across mountains, forests, glowing beaches, 

or coming alive in roadside dhabas and buzzing city streets, 

with myriad gripping emotions of friendship and love, 

these feel-good love stories are sure to touch your heart with delight. 

  

If you are in love with love, 

then these beautiful romances are a must-read for you! 

  

Seven couples, seven clean contemporary romances, one delicious book. 

#JustRomance 
  

Because nothing matters more than love. 

 

Buy #JustRomance 
  

https://amzn.to/2R1chok
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