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Chapter 1


The morning sun slipped through the ivory curtains of the Maldeniya residence, casting a soft golden glow across the polished wooden floors. The house was always filled with warmth-not just from its elegant architecture and modern comforts, but from the love and laughter that bound its family together.

Sandra Maldeniya moved gracefully through the hall, a glass of warm milk in her hand. She paused for a moment outside her little daughter’s room, listening to the gentle rhythm of her child’s sleep. Then, with a smile tugging at her lips, she pushed the door open.

“Anu… angel, get up, will you?” she whispered, brushing the little girl’s cheek with her free hand. “Today you have to go to Montessori. Don’t you want to see all your friends again after the weekend?”

The small figure under the floral blanket stirred but pulled it closer. “Hmm… Ammi… I need to sleep a little more, please.”

Sandra chuckled softly. “No, darling, you’ll be late. Thathi is getting late too. Hurry up now.”

Just then, Saranga Maldeniya stepped into the room, adjusting his tie, his charming smile lighting up the space. “Where’s my little angel? Still sleeping? Lazy girl!” His voice carried both mischief and tenderness.

Anuradhi poked her head out from under the covers, her eyes sparkling despite the sleepiness. “Thathi… Ammi says I have to go to Montessori today.”

“Yes, sweetheart,” Saranga replied, ruffling her silky hair. “Today is Monday. You already had two whole days of sleep and play, no? Time to get going.”

Her eyes suddenly brightened. “Thathi! Teacher said we will have a new friend today. His name is Ayan.”

“Oh really? What a lovely name,” Saranga said with genuine enthusiasm. “Then you must go early and welcome him properly. Be the first to say hi.”

That was all it took for little Anu to spring out of bed with excitement. Sandra gently gave her a glass of warm milk before guiding her through a quick wash, then dressed her in a white frock sprinkled with tiny baby blue flowers. Anu giggled and chattered away, her words tumbling out like a cheerful stream, while Sandra brushed her soft hair and tied it back neatly with a baby blue ribbon. Saranga stood a step away, his eyes full of quiet admiration, marveling at how gracefully Sandra moved between the roles of devoted mother and loving wife.

Moments later, the familiar morning rhythm settled over the Maldeniya household. They shared a quick breakfast together-Sandra handing Saranga his neatly packed lunch box while little Anu nibbled happily on her cheese sandwich, chattering with curiosity about what her new friend at school might be like. And, as always before stepping out, Saranga leaned close to Sandra, pressing a gentle kiss on her cheek-a quiet, steadfast promise of love he never let a day pass without.

Outside, by the car, stood Edward Maldeniya-the proud grandfather and Saranga’s father. His silver hair caught the morning sun, but the sternness in his features melted the moment he saw little Anu, clutching her schoolbag with a tiny teddy bear tucked in front, running toward him.


“Seeya, will you bring me sweets today?” she asked eagerly, tugging at his hand.
Edward chuckled, his voice warm. “Only if I get a kiss first.”


With a burst of laughter, Anu planted a quick kiss on his cheek-sweeter than any treat he could bring. Smiling, Saranga opened the car door, lifted Anu inside, and turned to wave at Sandra, who stood at the doorstep, her eyes filled with quiet pride as she watched them drive away.

As Saranga's car disappeared down the street, Sandra stood at the doorway for a moment longer than usual. Her architectural degree hung framed in the study-a reminder of the career she'd paused when Anu was born. She'd told herself it was temporary, that she'd return to designing homes once Anu started primary school. But watching Saranga build his empire while she managed domestic routines had begun to feel like watching life through a window. She shook off the melancholy. Today she would call her former colleague Priya about freelance projects. Small steps back to her own dreams.

The drive to Montessori was alive with Anu’s cheerful chatter-her excitement about meeting Ayan, her eagerness to show him her new storybook, and her bubbling plans for the day. Anu was never shy; she had a natural spark that drew friends toward her. Saranga smiled, recalling how her teacher once said she was the most forward, confident girl in the class. After dropping her off with a kiss and a wave, his expression slowly shifted. The caring father gave way to the sharp, determined businessman. Steering the car toward his real estate office, Saranga felt the familiar weight of Monday’s responsibilities settling in. Yet beneath it all, he carried the warmth of his family with him-an invisible shield, softening even the toughest demands of the day.


Chapter 2


“Good morning, Sir!”

The cheerful voice of Romain Fernandez, the company receptionist, greeted Saranga the moment he stepped into the gleaming lobby of Maldeniya Real Estate Holdings. She stood with her usual warm smile and handed him a small stack of letters.

“These arrived for you, Sir,” she said politely.

“Thank you, Romain,” Saranga replied with a nod. “Is Romesh at his desk?”

“Yes, Sir. He came in quite early this morning,” she confirmed.

“Good, I’ll see him shortly.”

With that, Saranga walked briskly through the familiar corridors, his polished shoes echoing softly against the marble floors. The office, with its glass partitions and framed photographs of luxury homes and apartment towers, reflected not only his ambition but the trust he had built in the real estate industry. He carried himself with a quiet authority-respected both as a leader and admired as a gentleman.

Entering his spacious corner office, Saranga placed his briefcase down, switched on his laptop, and settled into the day’s rhythm. Just then, his phone buzzed. The screen lit up with Sandra’s name.

“Hello, Sandy,” he answered, his tone instantly softer.

“You reached the office safely, no?” came Sandra’s tender voice from the other end.

“Yes, I did. But my ears are still full of our little brat’s chatter,” he said with a laugh.

Sandra chuckled. “Well, she is just like her father.”

“What did you say?” he teased.

“I said,” Sandra replied, playfully stretching her words, “she will grow up to be a good girl-just like her father.”

Hmm…Saranga smiled, leaning back in his chair. Before he could respond, there was a faint knock on the door. “Alright, Sandy, someone’s here. Take care. And don’t worry, I’ll pick Anu at my lunch time.”

“Good. Don’t forget,” Sandra reminded, her voice affectionate yet firm.

“Never,” he promised. “Bye for now.”

“Bye, love.”

The door opened, and Romesh Jayawardena walked in-the company’s Executive Director and one of Saranga’s most trusted friends. A few years younger, Romesh was admired for his quick intelligence, steady loyalty, and the knack for slipping in a perfectly timed joke that often brightened even the busiest office day.

“Good morning, Saranga,” Romesh greeted, sliding a file under his arm.

“Good morning, Romesh. Come, sit. Tell me-how are things moving along?”

Romesh adjusted his chair and flipped open the file. “Overall, quite well. The luxury apartment project in Colombo is attracting investors. But a few clients are still hesitating-they’re asking about flexible payment plans. And the land development project in Kandy has drawn a lot of attention from overseas buyers. They love the location and climate.”

Saranga nodded thoughtfully. He knew real estate was not just about selling land or property. It was about trust, about painting a vision of security and prosperity for families and investors alike. He leaned forward. “We must always focus on building confidence, Romesh. It’s not only about closing a deal-it’s about ensuring the client feels at home even before the first brick is laid.”

Romesh smiled. “That’s what makes you the best in this field, Saranga. You sell dreams, not just properties.”

Before Saranga could respond, his intercom buzzed. Romain’s voice came through crisply.

Sir, there’s a lady here. She says she’d like to meet you to discuss selling her property.

Saranga glanced at Romesh, then pressed the button. “Alright, send her in.”


Romesh rose from his chair, handing over the file. “I’ll leave you to it for now. We can catch up later and go over the details.”
“Good. Let’s meet after lunch,” Saranga replied.


Romesh gave a nod, his usual grin lingering as he walked out.

A few moments later, the door opened once more. A young woman, strikingly beautiful and poised, stepped inside. She looked to be around twenty-five, her graceful appearance softened by the hint of nervousness in her eyes, yet steadied by an air of quiet determination.
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