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Synopsis

The man Amu is taking her sacred oaths with, in front of the holy fire is a clinical narcissist.

To the world, Nikhileshwar Gadhwal is a prodigy. He is a world-famous golfer, the highly successful CEO of a global empire, and the untouchable heir to a royal family. But beneath the billionaire charm is a ruthless predator who destroys rival businessmen over a single insult.

Soon, Amu will realize the terrifying truth behind the closed doors of their multi-million-dollar glass villa: her husband doesn’t want a partner. He wants a captive.

Will Amu be able to survive this velvet trap, especially when she enters the marriage believing her unconditional love and deep empathy can heal his soul?

Indulge in the suffocating richness, the billionaire glamour, and the high-stakes psychological warfare of the He Loves Me, He Loves Me X game.

Back-Cover Blurb

One Narcissist. One Empath. A gilded cage built for two.

Amruta Agrawal stepped into her arranged marriage dreaming of a fairy-tale life with her prodigy husband, billionaire CEO Nikhileshwar Gadhwal. To the cameras, they are the untouchable golden couple uniting two of Asia's most powerful business empires. But behind the locked doors of their multi-million-dollar glass villa, the illusion shatters.

Nick doesn’t want a partner. He wants a captive.

At first, Amu believes her unconditional love and deep empathy can heal his cold, calculating heart. But when she uncovers a chilling secret about the woman who came before her, she realizes that love cannot cure a monster.

Trapped in a suffocating web of gaslighting and fiercely protecting her unborn child, Amu must make a choice: break under the pressure or become a strategist. She decides to stop crying and start playing his twisted game better than he does.

Indulge in the billionaire glamour and high-stakes psychological warfare of He Loves Me, He Loves Me X, a gripping thriller about power, survival, and the terrifying blurred lines between devotion and destruction.
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The #Nimu Spectacle 

“...And if you are just joining us on Global News Network, we are live, outside the ancestral Gadhwal Palace in Pauri Gadhwal, where the wedding of the decade is currently underway. The hashtag #Nimu has officially broken internet records. Nikhileshwar Gadhwal - the billionaire CEO, former golf prodigy, and the undisputed 'Golden Boy' of the global elite is finally tying the knot.”

“His bride is the stunning Amruta, daughter of Devendra Agrawal. Yes, you heard that right, the Agrawal business house. This union officially ties together two of the most untouchable business bloodlines in Asia. Experts are calling it the ultimate corporate merger, disguised as a modern-day fairy tale...”

The anchor's voice faded out as Amruta muted the television inside her bridal suite.

Dropping the remote onto a velvet settee, she caught her own reflection in the suite's massive, antique mirror. Staring back at her was a vision of modern Indian royalty. Breathtaking in a custom sky-blue lehenga, with a king's ransom immense diamonds resting coolly against her collarbones, Amruta looked exactly like the fairy-tale bride the media so desperately wanted her to be.

But behind that gentle, soft-spoken beauty was a remarkably sharp mind. Amruta was no naive debutante, simply lucky enough to catch a billionaire's eye. Raised with the grounded wisdom and solid values of the Agrawal family and armed with a master’s degree from a prestigious university abroad, she was Nikhileshwar’s absolute intellectual equal.

That was exactly why this arranged marriage had been orchestrated in the first place. It wasn't a reckless, whirlwind romance born out of a chance meeting; it was a meticulously calculated alliance between two colossal empires. She had walked into this knowing it was a corporate merger, but with her deep empathy, she genuinely believed she could bring warmth and real love into the notoriously cold Gadhwal dynasty.

Turning away from the mirror, Amruta walked toward the heavy glass doors.

The hashtag #Nimu had trended globally for exactly thirty-two days now. For a month, news anchors across three continents had breathlessly documented every detail of the merger between two of the world’s most untouchable bloodlines. From the balcony of her bridal suite, Amruta looked down at the courtyard of the ancestral Gadhwal Palace in Pauri Gadhwal. It looked less like a wedding and more like a beautifully orchestrated royal summit. Fleets of black Maybach wound up the mountain roads, and every stone of the three-hundred-year-old castle was draped in cascades of vibrant, colorful flowers.

It was breathtaking, and utterly exhausting.

“Smile, Amruta. The drones are overhead.” The voice was smooth, rich, and perfectly calibrated. Amruta turned.

Nikhileshwar, her husband-to-be, stepped out onto the balcony, looking devastatingly handsome in his bespoke, midnight-blue velvet sherwani. To the world watching the live streams, he was “Nick”, the undisputed Golden Boy of the global elite.

At twenty-eight, Nick possessed the kind of striking, aristocratic beauty that commanded a room before he even spoke. The intricately embroidered velvet of his sherwani stretched across his broad shoulders, hinting at the disciplined power beneath. But it was his face that truly captivated the cameras, a sharp, unapologetic jawline and dark, piercing eyes that missed absolutely nothing. Right now, those eyes were framed by the quiet, mesmerizing smile of a deeply-in-love newlywed groom. It was a blindingly beautiful, flawless smile entirely calculated. 

As he stepped up beside her, he placed a possessive hand on her back. Through the heavy silk of her bridal lehenga, Amu could feel the rigid tension vibrating in his fingers. His grip was tight, his jaw locked.

She looked up at him, her heart softening. He must be exhausted, she thought. They had been performing for the cameras, the dignitaries, and their demanding families for days. She wanted to be a good partner to him, to be the calm center in this massive media storm.

Amruta reached up, her bangles chiming softly, and gently smoothed a crease on his lapel. She offered him a warm, genuine smile.

Together, they looked like a king and queen, perfect for each other.

“It's almost over,” she murmured soothingly. “Just the grand reception left. You've been holding your breath all day.”

For a fraction of a second, Nick stared down at her. He wasn't used to anyone genuinely asking how he felt. But before that thought could settle, a red light blinked in his peripheral vision. A camera drone was hovering fifty feet away, perfectly aligned with the illuminated castle turrets.

His survival instinct, the need to put on a flawless performance instantly took over.

“Watch the cameras, Amruta,” he whispered, his voice suddenly dropping into a low, silken purr.

He didn't give her a chance to reply. His hand slid from her waist up to her neck, his fingers tangling gently but firmly in her hair. He tilted her face and kissed her suddenly.

To the millions watching the live stream, it was the kiss of the century. It was passionate, sweeping, and undeniably cinematic. Amu’s breath hitched. She closed her eyes and leaned into him, letting herself feel the rush of being a new bride swept off her feet.

But beneath the butterflies, a tiny, quiet part of her mind noticed something strange. The angle of his jaw, the exact placement of his hand, the way he held her, it was technically flawless, but it felt... calculated. Like he was executing a perfect golf swing rather than losing himself in a moment.

When he finally pulled back, he let his thumb graze her cheekbone, offering a smile that would be plastered across every magazine cover tomorrow.

“Perfect,” he said smoothly. “Now, let’s go downstairs and show them a fairytale.”

Amruta nodded, brushing off the tiny flicker of doubt in her stomach. It's just the stress of the wedding. She told herself as she took his offered arm. Once we are alone on the honeymoon, he'll finally relax.

She had no idea the performance was only just beginning.

.....

The heavy oak doors of the royal bridal suite clicked shut, and the suffocating formality of the billionaire wedding instantly evaporated.

“Oh my god, I can finally breathe!” shrieked Trisha, Amruta’s long-time friend and bridesmaid, kicking off her four-inch stilettos and collapsing onto the plush velvet sofa.

Amu let out a breathless laugh, turning toward the massive, gilded mirror as her makeup artist hurried over to touch up her reception look. Somu was already raiding the suite’s mini-bar, popping open a bottle of sparkling water.

“I cannot believe it,” Somu said, shaking his head with a wide grin. “Amu, you actually did it. You successfully chained the Untouchable King of the Gadhwal empire. Did you see the look on his face during the pheras? The man is completely obsessed with you.”

A warm, fierce blush crept up Amu’s neck. “Stop it, Somu,” she scolded gently, though she couldn't hide the radiant, dimpled smile taking over her face.

“I'm not stopping!” Trisha laughed, bouncing up to help Amu adjust the heavy, diamond-encrusted dupatta of her reception lehenga. “We need details, Mrs. Gadhwal. Where is the grand honeymoon? Paris? The Amalfi Coast? Please tell me if it involves a yacht.”

“It’s a surprise,” Amu admitted, her eyes sparkling in the mirror. “Nick wouldn't tell me the full itinerary. He just said we are flying into Milan, and then he has a private, secluded estate booked for us somewhere in the European countryside. He wants it to be completely cut off from the world. No press, no board members, no distractions.”

“Ooh, a private European estate,” Trisha teased, wiggling her eyebrows. “Just you, the billionaire, and a whole lot of alone time in the countryside. You lucky girl.”

Amu smiled, a deep, tender warmth blooming in her chest. That was exactly what she wanted. A private sanctuary where Nick didn't have to wear his cold, ruthless corporate armor...

Behind closed doors, away from his strict parents and the demanding empire, she knew she could bring out the soft, loving man she believed was hiding underneath. She was going to fill his life with so much warmth and unconditional love that he would never feel the need to be guarded again.

“I just want him to be happy,” Amu whispered softly, almost to herself. “He carries so much weight on his shoulders. I can't wait to just... be his peace.”

Somu walked over, placing a gentle, affectionate kiss on top of her head. “You are an angel, Amu. He is the luckiest guy on the planet.”

A sharp knock on the door interrupted them. The head event planner peeked in, looking nervously at her clipboard. “Ma'am? Mr. Gadhwal is waiting for you at the top of the grand staircase. It's time for the reception entrance.”

Amu took a deep breath, her heart doing a frantic, joyful flip. She smoothed her lehenga, gave her friends one last excited squeeze, and stepped out of the safe haven of her bridal room.

.....

The grand ballroom of the Gadhwal Palace was a sea of crystal chandeliers, flowing champagne, and the most powerful people on the planet.

From her velvet seat at the head table, Amu watched her new husband navigate the room. He was flawless. Nick stood near a towering floral arrangement, effortlessly switching between French with a European diplomat and sharp, charismatic Hindi with a local minister. He was the perfect prince.

Every few minutes, despite the crowd of billionaires and politicians surrounding him, Nick’s dark eyes would find hers across the room. He would offer her a slow, devastatingly handsome smile that made her heart race, raising his crystal glass to her in a silent toast.

Amu flushed, looking down at her diamond-heavy hands with a shy smile. I am so lucky, she thought, a genuine wave of warmth washing over her.

“Amu, seriously, isn't it too early?”

Amu blinked, pulling her eyes away from Nick to look at her friend Nandita, who was swirling a glass of champagne with a slight frown.

“What do you mean?” Amu asked.

“I mean the timeline,” Nandita leaned in, lowering her voice over the soft jazz playing in the background. “Like, Nick came back from his world championship tour and immediately landed on the marriage ground? You two haven't even met alone for the past month. It’s just been fittings, press conferences, and family dinners.”

Before Amu could answer, Trisha leaned over Nandita’s shoulder, rolling her eyes. “Nandi. This is called royalty. They don’t date at coffee shops. They have everything perfect, right down to date.”

Amu laughed softly, shaking her head at her friends. But as she looked back out at the glittering crowd, Nandita’s words echoed faintly in her mind. It had been a whirlwind. A perfectly scheduled, incredibly public whirlwind.

But Amu brushed the thought away. We will be in Europe for a month, she reminded herself, a quiet thrill fluttering in her stomach. That will be our real 'me time'. She had traveled the world alone before, she loved her independence, but there were places she had deliberately skipped. A quiet villa in Tuscany, a specific snowy peak in Zermatt. She had saved them, dreaming of the day she would walk those cobblestone streets with her husband. Now, she finally had him.

A few feet away, the reality of the #Nimu merger was playing out between their parents.

“A flawless execution, Devendra,” Mr. Gadhwal, the imposing patriarch of the Gadhwal empire, said as he clinked his glass against Amu’s father’s.

“The markets are already responding,” Amu’s father replied, his tone carrying the exact same weight of old money and untouchable power. “Two of the oldest families, finally united. The media coverage has been unprecedented.”

“As it should be,” Nick’s mother chimed in, adjusting a breathtaking emerald necklace. She looked at Amu, offering a tight, perfectly practiced smile. “Amruta looked entirely appropriate for the cameras. Nikhileshwar’s public image requires a wife who understands the weight of the legacy. I trust she is ready for the European press tour disguised as a honeymoon.”

Amu’s mother smiled politely, though her eyes sharpened just a fraction. “Amruta was born ready for anything, Sunitaji. She doesn't just wear the legacy; she holds her own.”

Sitting quietly, Amu listened to the titans of her world discuss her marriage like a corporate acquisition. She looked back across the room at Nick. He was watching her again, that perfect, charming smile firmly in place.

Just a few more hours, and we leave all of this behind. Amu thought, holding onto the promise of that smile. 

....

By midnight, the heavy gold-and-red grandeur of the traditional ceremonies had given way to the soft, diamond-lit elegance of the royal ball. Dinner had been cleared, the jazz band had been replaced by a sweeping string quartet, and the final phase of the media circus was about to begin.

Amu emerged from the grand staircase, having changed for the third time that day. Gone was the heavy bridal silk. She stepped down the marble steps in a flowing, light lilac gown that caught the chandelier light like spun glass. It was ethereal, delicate, and devastatingly elegant.

At the bottom of the stairs, Nick stopped mid-sentence. He had been speaking to a Swiss banking CEO, but the words completely died in his throat.

He couldn't look away.

For the first time all day, his reaction wasn't calculated for the cameras. A sharp, possessive thrill shot through his chest. She is mine, his ego whispered, feeding on the jealous stares of every other billionaire in the room. He stepped forward, seamlessly offering his hand as she reached the bottom step.

“If I had known you were hiding this dress, I would have skipped the dinner entirely,” Nick murmured, his voice dropping into a dark, velvety register meant only for her.

Amu smiled, placing her hand in his. “It’s the final act, Nikhileshwar. I had to give the cameras something to remember.”

“Forget the cameras,” he said softly, pulling her smoothly onto the center of the polished dance floor. “Right now, I only care about you.”

The orchestra swelled, playing a slow, sweeping waltz. Nick’s hand slid from her waist, pulling her flush against his chest. It was a perfectly executed move, intimate, dominant, and impossible to pull away from. As they began to move, dozens of other elite couples stepped onto the floor around them, but Nick made it feel as though the room was entirely empty.

This was his territory. This was the seduction.

“You have been driving me insane all night,” Nick whispered, his lips brushing dangerously close to her ear. “Watching you smile at politicians, letting other men kiss your cheek. I’ve spent the last five hours calculating exactly how to steal my own wife and lock the doors.”

Amu’s breath hitched. She looked up into his dark eyes, feeling the intense, magnetic pull of his gaze. It was intoxicating. She didn't know that his words were a practiced script of isolation and ownership. To her, it sounded like a man wildly, helplessly in love.

“You don't have to steal me,” Amu replied, her voice soft but grounded, a playful spark in her eyes. “You already married me. And you have me for a whole month in Europe starting tomorrow morning.”

Nick smiled that devastating, million-dollar smile and let his thumb trace the bare skin of her shoulder, sending a shiver down her spine.

“A month isn't enough, now,” he said, his voice a silken trap. He spun her out gently, the lilac silk flaring around her, before pulling her back in so tightly her chest pressed against him. “I want every second. I want your attention, your dreams, your time. I want it all.”

To the flashing cameras on the balcony, it looked like a fairytale prince making a vow to his true love. To Amu, melting into his embrace, it felt like the beginning of a beautiful, passionate adventure, a vow of absolute, consuming devotion.
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The Altitude Drop

The heavy, soundproof door of the Gadhwal Empire’s private jet clicked shut, sealing out the flashing cameras and the cheering crowds on the tarmac.

Amu let out a long, shaky breath, sinking into the plush cream leather seat. She had changed into a chic silk travel set, her body aching with exhaustion, but her heart still fluttering from the waltz. They were finally alone. No parents, no cameras.
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