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Prologue 
 

 

 

“Mira?”  The  voice  on   the  phone  was  hard,  authoritative,  a  voice   that   sent  
shivers  down  her  spine.  “We  have  to  meet.” 

“Why?”  Even  to  herself,  she  sounded  petulant. 

“There’s  a  problem.” 

“What  problem?”  she  cut  in. 

“We’ll  talk  about  it  when  we meet.” 

“I  so  do  not  want  to  meet  you.” 

“Well,  you’ll  have  to,”  said  the  voice  grimly.  “It  concerns  Reema.” 

“Reema?  What  about  her?  How  do  you  know  her?” 

“5  o’clock  at  the  Costa  in  Vasant  Vihar.  I  don’t  like  being  kept  waiting.”  
The phone clicked abruptly. 

Mira spluttered in irritation. What could Ranbir Dewan possibly have to 
do with her sister, Reema? Where could he have even met her? Ranbir 
moved in the kind of social circles they read about in newspapers and 
magazines…and   how   did   he   get   my   mobile   number? Could Dhruv have 
given it to him? Mira wondered. 

She sighed. She would have to go and meet Ranbir. Where her beloved 
baby sister was concerned, she could take no chances. She opened her 
purse. She had just enough money to take an auto and get to Vasant Vihar 
on time if she left immediately. 
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An hour later, Mira walked into the Costa Coffee cafe. It was relatively 
empty for that time of the day. Ranbir Dewan sat at a table at the far end, 
an empty espresso cup before him. She felt goose bumps form on her arm 
when he looked up at her. He was so utterly sexy. A pity he was also so 
arrogant, so contemptuous of the world around him. 

“You’re  late,”  he  said  curtly. 

“Some  of  us  have  to  rely  on  public  transport,”  Mira  said,  wiping  her  face  
with her dupatta and pushing  back  wet   tendrils  of  hair.   “You  might  have  
noticed  it’s  raining  out  there?” 

“Always  ready  with  an  excuse,  aren’t you,  Mira?” 

“With   good   reason,   usually.”   Two   could   play   at   this   game,   she   fumed  
inwardly.  “Why  have  you  called  me  here?” 

“A  situation  has  developed…” 

Ranbir’s   brows   knit   together   as   he   frowned,   his   attention   apparently  
focused on the stirrer he was systematically breaking into small pieces. A 
random   thought   flickered   in  Mira’s  mind  of  how   those   fingers  would   feel  
caressing her and she shook   her   head   to   drive   it   away.   “Why   are   you   so  
destructive?”   she   asked   instead,   using   belligerence   as   a   cover-up for her 
disheveled thoughts. 

“I  am  not  being  destructive.  I  am  thinking.  The  stirrer  would  have  gone  
into  the  dustbin  in  any  case.” 

Mira looked at him in surprise. Ranbir was not usually given to 
explaining his actions, at least not the Ranbir she thought she knew. 

“So,  what’s  this  big  emergency  that  made  you  call  me  here?”  she  asked. 

“My  cousin  Tarun  told  me  two  days  ago  that  he  is  in  love  with  your sister 
Reema.” 

“What?  How  on  earth?!  Where  did  they  meet?” 

“Well,  she  seems  to  have  dug  her  claws  properly  into  him.  He  declares  he  
cannot  live  without  her.” 
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“It’s  more  likely  that  your  cousin  set  out  to  seduce  my  sister.” 

“He   wouldn’t   be   talking  marriage if seduction were all that he had in 
mind. I did advise him to bed the girl and get it out of his system, but he 
seems  to  think  it’s  true  love.” 

“Reema  is  not  that  kind  of  girl,”  Mira  replied,  color  blazing  into  her  face.  
“She   hasn’t   said   anything   about   meeting   Tarun.”   Even   as   she   said   it,  
though, Mira remembered that Reema had seemed a little withdrawn in the 
last few weeks and had begun keeping to herself. She had noticed a soft 
smile  on  her  sister’s  lips  when  she  thought  no  one  was  looking  at  her.  She 
had put it down to the strain of commuting and the long hours she had to 
keep at work. Was it possible? Reema and Tarun? It was too fantastic a 
notion. 

“So,”  drawled  Ranbir,  frowning  at  the  confusion  on  her  face,  “we  have  a  
situation.” 

“What  do  you  want to do? What can we do? They are both old enough to 
get  married  if  they  want  to.” 

“Personally,  I  don’t  care  who  my  brother  marries  so  long  as  he  is  happy.  
Your  sister  may  really  love  him,  or  maybe  it’s  his  money  she’s  after.  If  that's  
what it is, I can take care of that with a proper pre-nuptial  agreement.” 

“She  is  not a money grabber,”  spluttered  Mira.  “She  must  really  love  him  
if...” 

Ranbir’s   eyebrow   lifted   a   fraction.   “Just   a   minute   ago,   you   said   you  
didn’t  know  about  this.” 

“Of  course,  I  didn’t…  I  don’t,  I  mean…  oh  you  know  what  I  mean!” 

“Do   I   look   like   I   care?  Well,   this   little   love   story   has   a   long  way   to   go  
before  it  reaches  a  happy  ending.  Tarun’s  mother,  my  Chachi, will not take 
kindly to her son choosing a wife for himself. Even now, as we speak, she is 
probably on the hunt for the daughter-in-law  of  her  dreams.” 

“So  what  can  we  do  then?  Help  them  run  away?” 
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“Life   is   not   a   TV   soap   opera,   no  matter  what   you  may   think,”   he   said  
caustically.  “The  Dewans  do  not  elope.  We  have  to  find  a  way  to  introduce  
your sister to my aunt and make sure that she sees her ideal daughter-in-
law  in  her.” 

“Reema   would   be   an   ideal   daughter-in-law   in   any   situation,”   retorted  
Mira. 

“Possibly,  but  Chachi doesn’t  realize  that  yet.  We  have  to  get  her  there.” 

“What  are  you  proposing  to  do?” 

“First   of   all,   I   think   your   sister   should   give   up  her   job   in   that   shop.   It  
would not go down well with Chachi to  learn  that  Tarun’s  intended  bride  is  
a  salesgirl.” 

“What’s   wrong  with   being   a   salesgirl?   She’s   earning   an   honest   living,”  
Mira’s  voice crackled with anger. 

“She   could   be   working   as   a   bar   girl   for   all   I   care,”   Ranbir   interjected  
impatiently.  “But  this  is  Chachi that we have to work around. Stop going off 
at a tangent, will you? All I am trying to do is help my cousin. Our goal here 
is to get Reema and Tarun together. And I need your cooperation to be able 
to  do  that.” 

Mira  nodded  a  mutinous  assent.  The  man  had  a  point.  “So?”  she  asked. 

“Dadi  is  looking  for  a  girl  to  help  her,  a  social  secretary.  I  suggest  we  get  
Reema  the  job.” 

“What’s  wrong  with  your  grandmother?”  she  asked  curiously. 

“She  has  acute  arthritis  and  can’t  write  or  handle  phone  calls.  She  had  a  
girl  helping  her,  but  she’s   left  to  get  married,  so  we  need  someone  new.  If  
we can get Reema to be with her, Chachi will see her every day and, 
provided  your  sister  behaves  herself,  we  should  be  able  to  swing  this.” 

Mira nodded. Her mind was whirring with all the information it had just 
absorbed, so much so that she ignored the bit about Reema behaving 
herself. 
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She stood up abruptly, lifting  her  hand  to  smooth  her  hair  back.  “I’ve  got  
to go now. First of all, let me talk to Reema and see whether she is really in 
love   with   Tarun   or   this   is   just   a   spoilt,   rich   boy’s   passing   fancy.”   She  
couldn’t  resist  the  return  thrust,  but  he  seemed  not to notice. He was, she 
realized, busy watching her. 

She blushed and tried to bring her hand down, but her dupatta was 
caught in her earring. She pulled at it impatiently, but it refused to budge. 
She was just about to tear it away recklessly, when she heard the scrape of a 
chair and then felt his warm breath on her neck as a long finger extricated 
the flimsy material from the little bell in her ear. She closed her eyes to 
quell the thudding that started suddenly in her heart. 

“You  still  haven’t  learnt  how  to get yourself out of sticky situations, have 
you?”  said  a  soft  voice  in  her  ear.  She  shivered  suddenly  as  Ranbir  caught  
hold of her hand, forcing her back against him, his fingers rubbing softly on 
the  sensitive  skin  of  her  inner  wrist.  “These  are  the  Dewans you are tangling 
with,  Mira.  Be  very  careful.” 
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