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Book Description

Some hearts break. Others plot revenge. And some... kill.

When celebrated artist Meher Sinha falls to her death just days before her glamorous wedding, the world mourns the tragedy. But those who knew her best—lover, friend, rival, and family—aren’t mourning. They’re hiding.

Rhea Banerjee, a bold investigative journalist and Meher’s closest confidante, refuses to believe it was a simple accident or suicide. As she digs deeper, she unravels a tangled web of secrets, betrayal, abuse, and unspoken love buried beneath designer gowns and curated smiles.

Was it Dev, the possessive ex who never truly let go?

Was it Ayaan, the charming fiancé with shadows in his past?

Was it Tara, the best friend who knew too much?

Or Raj, the father whose control ran deeper than blood?

With each revelation, Rhea edges closer to the dangerous truth—until a final twist flips everything upside down.

Love, Lies & Alibis is a dark, emotional romantic thriller full of shocking twists, layered characters, and the haunting question:

How well do you really know the people you love?
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Chapter 1: The Perfect Couple
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They said theirs was the kind of love that makes you believe in fate. The kind of story that could melt cynics and turn sceptics into hopeless romantics.

Ayaan Mehra and Meher Sinha were picture-perfect—at least from the outside.

He was 32, suave, intelligent, and magnetic in the courtroom. A rising star in Mumbai’s most sought-after corporate law firm. She was 28, creative, fiery, and adored in the city’s fashion circles. Her designs were worn by celebrities, but her heart belonged to simplicity. They were opposites in many ways, but that’s what made them electric together.

To their friends, they were couple goals.

To the world, they were the fairy tale.

But fairy tales, as it turns out, are just stories. And every story has an ending.



Ayaan leaned against the doorway of the small studio Meher had rented as her “creative zone.” It was 8:17 p.m., and she hadn’t noticed him yet. Her back was turned, and she was lost in sketching on her tablet—an ivory wedding lehenga with embroidered peacocks and hand-stitched gold vines.

“I love the way you bite your lip when you’re focused,” he said softly.

She turned, startled. Then smiled.

“That’s creepy, you know,” she teased, setting the tablet down.

He walked over, wrapping his arms around her waist. “It’s not creepy if I’m your fiancé.”

She tilted her face up, her eyes gleaming. “Fiancé for now. Husband in 12 days.”

“12 days, 8 hours, and 43 minutes,” he said, glancing at his watch. “But who’s counting?”

She laughed, but there was a flicker of something behind her smile. A hesitation. A silence that lasted just a second too long.

“Hey,” Ayaan said, gently cupping her chin. “What’s wrong?”

She shook her head. “Nothing. Just... the guest list is a nightmare, and Mom keeps adding people who weren’t even at my naming ceremony.”

“You sure that’s all?”

She nodded quickly, brushing it off. “I’m fine, I swear. Don’t go all lawyer on me.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I can get you to confess in under five minutes. Want me to prove it?”

She smirked. “Try me.”

He leaned in, about to kiss her—but her phone buzzed.

And again.

She pulled away, grabbing it from the table.

Ayaan caught the glimpse of a name flashing across the screen before she swiped it away.

DEV.

A name he’d never heard before.

Her hand trembled slightly as she locked the phone and placed it screen-down.

“It’s just some supplier. He’s been pestering me for payments,” she mumbled.

But Ayaan knew when Meher lied. She didn’t do it often, but when she did, her voice softened and her eyes dropped to the floor. And right now, she wasn’t looking at him.

Still, he said nothing. Not because he didn’t care—but because he trusted her.

Or at least, he wanted to.



Later that night, Ayaan lay awake beside her in bed, watching the ceiling fan spin. Meher had fallen asleep, her breathing calm and even, her hand resting lightly on his chest.

But something about that name kept echoing in his head.

Dev.

The familiarity in the tone of the message. The tension in her shoulders. The brief panic in her eyes. It was like watching a thread unravel in slow motion.

He turned slightly, studying her face in the moonlight. She looked peaceful. Serene.

He wanted to believe there was nothing to worry about.

But deep inside, he knew: something was changing.



The next few days went by in a blur of wedding prep—florists, caterers, jewelry fittings, dance rehearsals, and endless lists. Meher was present, but not fully. Her smiles were delayed, her laughter faint. She kept stepping out to take “calls,” her phone always locked, always hidden.

By the time the mehndi ceremony arrived, the tension had found its way into the cracks of their perfect life.

The event was held at a luxury resort on the outskirts of Lonavala. Lush green lawns, canopies of marigolds, fairy lights wrapped around trees—it was the kind of evening dreams are made of.

Meher sat on a plush white seat while the mehndi artist traced intricate designs up her arms. Her face was unreadable.

“Smile for the camera!” shouted her cousin, aiming her iPhone.

Meher forced a smile, but her eyes looked elsewhere—toward the gate.

She kept checking her phone. Every few minutes. Then pretending she wasn’t.

Ayaan noticed. Again.

He tried to brush it off, tried to tell himself she was just stressed.

But that night, when he found her crying alone near the pool, clutching her phone in her lap, everything changed.

“Meher?” he asked gently.

She quickly wiped her eyes. “I didn’t see you.”

“Who were you talking to?”

“No one.”

“Don’t lie to me.”

She hesitated. Then whispered, “I can’t tell you. Please don’t ask.”

“Meher, we’re getting married in less than a week. What the hell is going on?”

Tears brimmed again, but she said nothing.

“I need to know. Now. Is there someone else?”

“No!” she snapped, too quickly.

But it wasn’t convincing.

And she knew it.

She stood up, walked past him without another word, and disappeared into the night.
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