
The Accidental Ascetic

© Chinmoy Mukherjee 2025-2045. No part of this document may 

be used without explicit written permission from the author.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, events, and places are 

entirely fictional, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or 

dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

The Accidental Ascetic
Introduction
Chapter 1: Rambha’s Enchanting Allure
Chapter 2: Urvashi’s Divine Seduction
Chapter 3: Menaka’s Wild Heart
Chapter 4: Ghritachi’s Seasonal Warmth
Chapter 5: Tilottama’s Crafted Perfection
Chapter 6: Panchachuda’s Wise Discourse
Chapter 7: Adrika’s Aquatic Intrigue
Chapter 8: Pramlocha’s Time Dilation
Chapter 9: Vayu’s Breezy Flirtation
Chapter 10: Sahajanya’s Harmonious Resonance
Chapter 11: Vishwachi’s Rhythmic Pulsation
Chapter 12: Varutini’s Illusionary Wealth
Chapter 13: Alambusha’s Hypnotic Gaze
Chapter 14: Misrakesi’s Sweet Confusion
Chapter 15: Pushkaravati’s Final Charm
Chapter 16: Lopa’s Domestic Tranquility
Chapter 17: Kratusthala’s Fierce Purity
Chapter 18: Gunamukhya’s Innocent Artistry
Chapter 19: Revati’s Soothing Calm
Chapter 20: The Final Confrontation

The Free Traveler:

Introduction

The realms of Heaven, the glittering celestial paradise ruled by Lord

Indra, are often portrayed as the pinnacle of eternal joy and divine 

abundance. To the uninitiated, Heaven is a kaleidoscope of 

incandescent golds and shimmering silvers, where the very 

atmosphere vibrates with a frequency of pure bliss. The light here 

does not merely shine; it breathes, casting no shadows because the



radiance originates from every molecule of the air itself. The 

architecture is a marvel of fluid geometry—palaces carved from 

living, sentient clouds that change hue from pale amethyst to deep 

saffron depending on the mood of the deities within. The air is 

perpetually heavy with the scent of Parijata blossoms, a fragrance 

so intoxicating it is said to grant a fleeting memory of every past life

spent in devotion.

Yet, beneath this staggering splendor lies a complex and often 

treacherous web of envy, political intrigue, and the relentless 

testing of spiritual mettle. The gods are not immune to insecurity, 

and the higher one climbs the ladder of penance, the more one is 

viewed with suspicion by the celestial court. Into this shimmering, 

dangerous landscape steps Narada Muni, the eternal traveler (Tri-

loka Sanchari) and divine messenger. He is a figure of constant 

motion, his feet barely touching the diamond-paved paths of the 

heavens, forever chanting the name of Narayana. In his hands, he 

carries the Mahathi veena, a brass-studded instrument whose 

strings, when plucked, produce a sound that resonates with the 

literal heartbeat of the universe.

Narada, the son of Brahma and the archetypal sage, is bound by an 

eternal, self-imposed vow of celibacy and rigorous ascetic discipline.

He is the cosmic witness, the one who carries news between the 

mortal, demonic, and divine realms. However, this mask of 

perfection harbors a profound and humiliating secret: his extreme, 

over-zealous penance has resulted in a condition known in esoteric 

texts as Urdhvaretas. In the farcical reality of this cosmic drama, 

this physical affliction is analogous to erectile dysfunction—a cruel, 

ironic karmic consequence of his pursuit of absolute spiritual purity. 

This hidden vulnerability becomes the fulcrum upon which the entire

narrative tips.



The trouble begins when Lord Indra, perpetually wary of any ascetic

whose spiritual power might eventually threaten his golden throne, 

conceives the ultimate test: he will break Narada’s vow. To do this, 

Indra does not use weapons of war, but weapons of Maya (illusion).

He dispatches the Apsaras, the celestial nymphs who are the living 

embodiment of beauty and desire. These are not mere beauties; 

they are forces of nature, born from the churning of the primordial 

ocean, capable of bending the will of the most hardened saints.

From Rambha, the Queen of Temptresses, to Pramlocha, the 

mistress of time dilation, a rotating cadre of twenty celestial 

beauties is tasked with seducing the sage over twenty consecutive 

days. "The Accidental Ascetic" is the chronicle of this epic 

encounter. It is a story where profound mythological integrity meets

farcical comedy. As the Apsaras deploy every possible 

strategy—from the intellectual debates of Panchachuda to the 

rhythmic mastery of Vishwachi—Narada must scramble to protect 

his dignity.

Unable to physically meet the demands of the seduction due to his 

"karmic affliction," he relies entirely on his quick wit and a mastery 

of cosmic trivia. He begins to invent increasingly absurd, yet 

urgently presented, bureaucratic and cosmological emergencies to 

ensure his frantic escape. Whether it is the need to floss Vishnu's 

serpent teeth or arbitrating Shiva's bad mood, Narada’s excuses 

become legendary. This novella explores the paradox of self-control,

the burden of perfection, and the idea that true vulnerability is the 

greatest test of all. It asks: Can a man's pride survive where his 

discipline might fail, and can the greatest cosmic conflict be 

resolved through the power of a perfectly executed, ridiculous 

excuse.



Chapter 1: Rambha’s Enchanting Allure

The heavens of Heaven glowed with an iridescent light that seemed 

to hum with the energy of a billion stars, a radiance so thick it felt 

like walking through a sea of liquid pearls. Narada Muni, clad in 

simple saffron robes that smelled faintly of sandalwood and ancient 

scrolls, floated along the paths of the sky. His Mahathi veena, its 

brass studs gleaming like trapped lightning, rested across his lap as 

he moved. His fingers moved habitually over the strings, producing 

a low, vibrating drone that harmonized with the chanting of his lips:

"Narayana, Narayana".

However, the inner chant was often interrupted by a far more 

terrestrial anxiety. His secret—the curse of Urdhvaretas—was a 

cruel joke played by his own devotion, rendering him physically 

incapable of yielding to the very temptations he was expected to 

overcome. He was a sage who could explain the birth of galaxies, 

yet he was utterly terrified of a simple invitation to a lady's boudoir.

Every time he saw a beautiful face, he didn't feel the stirrings of 

desire, but the cold sweat of a man about to be found out as a 

fraud.

Suddenly, the ethereal breeze thickened, its temperature rising until

it felt like a warm, velvet caress against his skin. The air became 

saturated with the scent of a thousand night-blooming jasmines 

mixed with the sharp, metallic tang of ancient ocean salt. Rambha, 

the Queen of Apsaras, materialized before him. She did not merely 

appear; she coalesced from the light itself, radiating the raw, 

untamed beauty of her birth from the churning of the primordial 

ocean.



She was the definition of allure, clad in robes of shimmering gold 

that seemed to catch and hold the celestial light, reflecting shades 

of amber and liquid sun. In mythology, Rambha was the 

quintessential temptress, famously ordered by Indra to break the 

penance of the great Vishwamitra, only to be cursed into a stone for

a thousand years for her failure. She carried the weight of her past 

as both a weapon and a vulnerability, her eyes flashing with a mix 

of practiced seduction and ancient weariness.

"O revered Devarishi," she purred, her voice possessing the texture 

of honeyed Soma and the resonance of a silver bell. "Your hymns 

echo through the cosmos, but they lack the melody of human joy. 

Might I join you for a day of wanderings?". Narada, momentarily 

captivated by her luminescence and forgetting the ticking time-

bomb of his affliction, bowed deeply. "For beauty such as yours, 

Rambha, even the path of wisdom should pause its journey. Lead 

on".

Their day commenced at the shores of the Kshira Sagara (the Milky 

Ocean). The shoreline was a surreal landscape; the sands were not 

quartz, but pulverized pearl, cool and soft beneath their feet, 

crunching with a sound like breaking glass. The "water" was a vast 

expanse of white amrita (nectar), which lapped gently against the 

shore, releasing a mist that tasted of vanilla and immortality. They 

reclined upon a natural dais of rose crystal, which felt warm to the 

touch and glowed with a soft, pulsing pink light.

Invisible attendants, whose presence was marked only by the sound

of fluttering silk, served them Soma from goblets carved of deep-

sea sapphires. The divine nectar tasted of moonlight, forgotten 

promises, and the first rain of spring. Rambha spoke of her origins, 

hinting at the vast, churning forces of creation that brought her 

forth. "To be born of such power is to carry a unique weight," she 


