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Preface

In today’s world, relationships have become fragile. Temptations are everywhere — in the messages we send, the fleeting connections we make, and the distractions that pull us away from the people we vowed to cherish. Many of us convince ourselves that small betrayals don’t matter, that secrecy will protect us, and that love can survive our dishonesty. But the truth is harsher than we like to admit.

This book is not just a story. It is a wake-up call. It takes you on a journey beyond life, beyond death, into the divine courtroom where every action, every betrayal, and every broken trust is accounted for. Through the eyes of a man who experienced death, the judgment of Dharamraj, and the terrifying punishment of disloyalty, you will see what consequences await those who betray the very people who love them.

“Don’t Cheat Your Life Partner” is meant to do more than shock you. It is meant to make you reflect. To make you pause before choosing temptation over loyalty. To remind you that life is fragile, love is precious, and honesty is the only path to true peace.

If you are currently struggling with disloyalty, if your heart has wandered, or if you have ever thought a little betrayal is harmless — this book is for you. Read it. Feel it. Let it change you. Because what you do in life follows you beyond life, and sometimes, the lessons we avoid in the present can become the punishments of eternity.

Remember, love is sacred. Trust is priceless. Karma is inevitable.

Ishwar Singh

Don’t Cheat Your Life Partner



CHAPTER 1 — The Electrician of Ward No. 7

Harjit Singh was a 35-year-old electrician, known throughout Ward No. 7 for his skill, quick thinking, and ability to climb poles with monkey-like ease. Everyone in the locality knew one thing: if something sparked in the house or the transformer made a strange humming sound, Harjit was the man to call. He worked for the government electricity department, the kind of job people envied because it offered stability but feared because it held danger.

His life was simple. A small rented house with blue-tinted windows, a wife named Jasmeet who woke up early to cook his breakfast, a young daughter of six who clung to his legs every morning before he left for work, and a routine that repeated itself like a well-worn hymn. Yet, beneath that simplicity was something else — a flaw, a sin, a weakness.

Harjit was loyal to his daughter. But to his wife? Not always.

In the nearby market lived a boutique worker named Neha. Pretty, young, and always complimenting him. Their friendship turned into flirtation, and flirtation became an affair. Jasmeet suspected it sometimes, but her love blinded her more than her doubts.

Life continued like this — wrong choices hidden beneath daily routines.

He didn’t know that his story was about to end... or rather, be interrupted by death.

But also that destiny had something unusual planned — a journey few mortals ever witness, and even fewer return from.



CHAPTER 2 — The Call That Changed Everything

It was a hot June afternoon. The sun burned mercilessly on the asphalt, and the transformer outside Rajinder General Store suddenly exploded with a loud BOOM! Sparks flew in all directions. Smoke poured out. The market came to a halt.

The electricity department was called.

Harjit, being the closest technician in the area, reached first.

He wiped his forehead, took a deep breath, and examined the transformer. Nothing he hadn’t handled before. He climbed the pole with ease, his screwdriver in one hand and a plier in the other. He shouted below:

“Switch off the main line! Oye, off kar de!”

But in the hurry, in the confusion, in the chaos of the market — no one heard him clearly.

Someone thought he said “on kar de”.

A man switched the current ON.

Harjit touched the live wire.

And in less than a second...

Lightning ran through his body.

His hands froze. His eyes widened. His muscles stiffened. The world disappeared in a flash of blinding white light.

He fell backward — a dead weight — and hit the ground with a thud.

The crowd screamed.

His breath was gone.

His body shook once, twice... and then became still.

Harjit Singh died at 35.

Or so the world thought.



CHAPTER 3 — The Arrival of the Jamdoots

The moment Harjit’s soul separated from his body, he felt weightless — as if made of wind and light. Confused, he watched people scream around his lifeless body, Jasmeet being called over the phone, and the shopkeeper crying.

Before he could understand what was happening...

Two towering figures appeared beside him.

Black shadows wrapped in fading winds, eyes glowing like dying embers, bodies neither fully solid nor fully air.

Jamdoots.

Messengers of the afterlife.

One of them spoke in a deep voice:

“Harjit Singh! Your time on Earth is over.”

Harjit trembled.

“Wh... where are you taking me?”

The second Jamdoot answered:

“To Dharamraj. Your deeds must be judged.”

Before Harjit could protest, he felt himself transported through a thick veil of darkness. Mountains formed and vanished. Stars streaked past him. Winds of another world brushed against him.

Finally...

He reached a place unlike anything he could ever imagine.



CHAPTER 4 — The Court Beyond Mortality

Dharamraj’s court — the divine courtroom where every soul must stand.

It was vast, stretching endlessly. Black marble floors reflected the skies above, which flickered with cosmic clouds and celestial fire. Thousands of souls stood in a line that seemed to have no beginning and no end.

Some cried.

Some trembled.

Some prayed.

Harjit’s own legs shook at the sight.

And in the center of it all, upon an enormous throne, sat Dharamraj — the cosmic judge. Golden skin glowing like the sun, eyes sharp as lightning, his presence radiating justice itself.

Beside him stood scribes — recording every human deed, every lie, every act of kindness, every sin.

Jamdoots left Harjit in the queue.

He waited.

And waited.

And waited.

Every moment felt like a year.

Then slowly, the queue moved forward.

Harjit began noticing something terrifying...



CHAPTER 5 — The Red-Hot Iron Figures

To the left of the court, there were two gigantic statues — one shaped like a man, another shaped like a woman.

Both were made of iron glowing red-hot like molten lava.

Flames hissed around them. Sparks crackled. Heat radiated so strongly that Harjit felt it even from far away.
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