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Mumbai, Seven Years Ago

The rain poured relentlessly over Marine Drive as Aanya Sharma stood beneath the flickering streetlight, her dupatta soaked, her heart shattered into a million pieces.

"Please," she whispered, her voice breaking. "Don't do this, Veer. Don't walk away from us."

Veer Malhotra stood three feet away, but it might as well have been an ocean. His jaw was clenched, his dark eyes stormy with emotions he refused to name. The rain plastered his hair to his forehead, running down his face like the tears he would never shed.

"There is no us, Aanya. There never should have been."

"You don't mean that."

"I mean every word." His voice was cold, distant—nothing like the man who had held her just last night, whispering promises against her skin. "Go back to your life. Forget you ever knew me."

"Veer—"

"Go!"

The word cracked through the night like thunder. Aanya flinched, stepping backward, her heart fracturing with each breath. She searched his face for any sign of the love she knew existed—the love that had consumed them both for two beautiful, reckless years.

But Veer Malhotra had built his walls, and she no longer had the key.

"One day," she said quietly, her chin lifting with the dignity she refused to surrender, "you'll realize what you threw away tonight. And I hope it haunts you, Veer. I hope it haunts you forever."

She turned and walked into the rain, disappearing into the Mumbai night.

Veer watched her go, his hands clenched into fists at his sides. Only when she vanished from sight did he allow himself to break—falling to his knees on the wet pavement, the rain washing away the evidence of his grief.

I'm sorry, Aanya. I'm so sorry.

But some words, once left unspoken, can never find their way home.
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Present Day – Mumbai

Aanya Sharma had built herself a life she was proud of.

At thirty-one, she was the founder and creative director of Luminaire Designs, one of Mumbai's most sought-after interior design firms. Her work had been featured in Architectural Digest, her client list included Bollywood celebrities and business tycoons, and her studio in Bandra employed fifteen talented designers who shared her vision of creating spaces that told stories.

She had everything she had ever wanted.

Almost everything.

"Aanya, your ten o'clock is here."

She looked up from her laptop to find her assistant, Priya, standing in the doorway with an expression that could only be described as starstruck.

"The Malhotra Group people?"

"Yes, and..." Priya lowered her voice to an excited whisper. "Veer Malhotra himself is here. The Veer Malhotra. I didn't know he handled meetings personally."

The name hit Aanya like a physical blow.

Veer Malhotra.

She hadn't heard that name spoken aloud in seven years. She had carefully, deliberately, painstakingly erased him from her vocabulary, from her thoughts, from the very fabric of her existence.

And now he was here. In her office. Waiting in her conference room.

Impossible.

"Aanya? Are you okay? You've gone pale."

"I'm fine." The lie came automatically. "Give me five minutes, then send them in."

Priya nodded and disappeared.

Aanya stood slowly, her legs unsteady. She walked to the window that overlooked the Bandra skyline and pressed her palm against the cool glass, willing her racing heart to slow.

Seven years.

Seven years of building herself back up from the broken girl who had walked away from Marine Drive. Seven years of therapy, of tears shed in private, of learning to exist without the other half of her soul. Seven years of convincing herself that Veer Malhotra was nothing but a ghost from a past life.

And now fate, cruel and capricious, had delivered him to her doorstep.

You can do this, she told herself fiercely. You are not that girl anymore. You are Aanya Sharma. You are strong. You are successful. You are whole.

She straightened her silk blouse, smoothed her pencil skirt, and walked toward the conference room with her head held high.



The moment Aanya opened the conference room door, time stuttered to a halt.

Veer Malhotra stood by the window, his back to her, silhouetted against the morning light. He had aged, of course—they both had—but even from behind, she could see that the years had been kind to him. His shoulders were broader, his presence more commanding. He wore a charcoal suit that fit him like it had been sewn directly onto his body, and his dark hair was shorter now, professionally styled.

He turned.

And Aanya forgot how to breathe.

Those eyes. God, those eyes. Dark as midnight, deep as the ocean, holding secrets she had once known intimately. They widened almost imperceptibly when they landed on her, a flicker of something—shock? Pain? Longing?—passing through them before his expression smoothed into unreadable neutrality.

"Ms. Sharma." His voice was deeper than she remembered, roughened by time. "Thank you for meeting with us."

Ms. Sharma. As if they were strangers. As if he hadn't once whispered her name like a prayer against her lips.

"Mr. Malhotra." She was proud of how steady her voice sounded. "Please, have a seat."

There were two other people in the room—a woman in her forties with a tablet and a young man taking notes—but Aanya barely registered them. Her entire being was focused on the man settling into the chair across from her, his long fingers steepled in front of him.
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