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A Billionaire Office Romance Filled with Tension, Secrets, and Slow-Burn Desire  
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About the Book

Armaan Raichand doesn’t believe in distractions. As one of the most powerful and disciplined businessmen, his world runs on control, precision, and distance.

Aaradhya is the only exception.

For years, she has been more than just his secretary—she understands him without words, handles his chaos with calm, and stays exactly where she’s supposed to be... until the line between professional and personal begins to blur.

One unexpected trip. One unspoken tension. And suddenly, everything they’ve carefully avoided starts to surface.

Because some feelings don’t stay hidden forever.

Now, caught between logic and something far more dangerous, both of them are forced to face a question they never wanted to ask—

What happens when the one person you were never supposed to fall for becomes the one you can’t let go?

A slow-burn, office romance filled with tension, unspoken emotions, and moments that stay with you long after the last page.

Perfect for readers who love:
• Boss–assistant dynamics
• Slow-burn romance
• Emotional tension & soft moments
• Strong, independent female lead
• A powerful male lead with a hidden softer side
Sometimes, love isn’t loud.

Sometimes... it’s found in the silence.
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Aaradhya Singhania hated Mondays.

Actually, that wasn’t entirely true.

She hated Mondays at “Raichand Global”.

And more specifically... she hated the man who ran the entire empire.

“Armaan Raichand.”

The billionaire CEO of Raichand Global was known for many things—his brilliant business mind, his ruthless decisions, and the intimidating aura that made even senior executives nervous around him.

At least, that’s what everyone in the office said.

To Aaradhya, he was something much simpler.

“The most impossible boss on the planet.”

The office floor buzzed with quiet activity as employees rushed to prepare for the weekly board meeting. Phones rang. Printers hummed. People moved quickly between desks carrying files and tablets.

But Aaradhya sat at her desk with a deep frown on her face, staring at the email on her laptop screen.

“From:” Armaan Raichand

“Subject:” URGENT – Proposal Revision

Her eye twitched slightly.

“Again?” she muttered under her breath.

Her colleague Nisha leaned over from the next desk.

“What happened?”

Aaradhya turned the laptop slightly so she could see.

Nisha’s eyes widened.

“He wants the Singapore proposal revised again?”

“Yes,” Aaradhya said dryly. “For the third time.”

“And the meeting is in two hours!”

“I noticed,” Aaradhya replied.

She rubbed her temples, trying to ignore the dull headache forming behind her eyes. She had stayed in the office until nearly midnight fixing the last set of changes he had asked for.

Apparently that hadn’t been enough.

Before she could say anything else, the intercom on her desk buzzed.

Both girls froze.

Aaradhya slowly looked down at the blinking light.

They didn’t even need to check who it was.

“Uh-oh,” Nisha whispered.

Aaradhya sighed and pressed the button.

“Yes, Mr. Raichand?”

His deep voice came through the speaker.

“Come to my office.”

Click.

The line went dead.

No explanation. No greeting. No context.

Just a command.

Aaradhya closed her eyes for a second.

“Your dragon calls,” Nisha said dramatically.

Aaradhya grabbed the file from her desk and stood up.

“Pray for me.”

The walk to “Armaan Raichand’s office” always felt longer than it actually was.

The glass walls of his cabin stood at the far end of the floor like a quiet fortress. From there, he controlled a billion-dollar company with the kind of confidence that made everyone else feel slightly smaller.

Aaradhya knocked once before pushing the door open.

Armaan Raichand sat behind his massive black desk, reviewing documents on a tablet. Even sitting down, he looked imposing—broad shoulders, sharp features, and the kind of calm authority that filled the entire room.

He didn’t look up immediately.

Which only made Aaradhya more annoyed.

She stood there for a few seconds before speaking.

“You called, Mr. Raichand?”

Finally, he lifted his eyes.

Dark. Focused. Unreadable.

“Yes.”

That was all he said.

Aaradhya waited.

And waited.

Silence stretched between them.

‘Seriously?’ she thought.

Then he slid a file across the desk toward her.

“The Singapore proposal.”

Her patience snapped.

“I already revised that last night.”

“And yet,” he replied calmly, “it still needs improvement.”

Aaradhya stared at him in disbelief.

“I made every change you asked for.”

“Not well enough.”

She felt irritation rise in her chest.

“Not well enough?” she repeated.

Armaan leaned back slightly in his chair, studying her expression with mild curiosity.

Most employees avoided questioning him.

Aaradhya clearly wasn’t most employees.

“The structure is weak,” he continued. “The negotiation angle is predictable.”

She crossed her arms.

“Maybe because I was fixing it at “midnight”.”

For a moment, the room went silent.

Then Armaan slowly raised an eyebrow.

“Excuses don’t look good on you, Ms. Singhania.”

Her jaw tightened.

“I wasn’t making excuses,” she said evenly. “I was stating a fact.”

Something flickered in his eyes.

Interest.

It was rare for someone in the company to talk back to him.

But Aaradhya Singhania had been doing it since her first week.

And strangely...

He didn’t dislike it.

In fact, he found it... refreshing.

“Interesting,” he murmured.

Aaradhya frowned.

“What is?”

“You.”

That caught her off guard.

For a second, she forgot to be irritated.

Then she quickly recovered.

“If there’s nothing else, I have work to finish.”

Armaan tapped a finger lightly on the desk.

“Sit.”

She blinked.

“What?”

“Sit down.”

Reluctantly, Aaradhya pulled the chair forward and sat.

He studied her for a moment before speaking again.

“You’re ambitious.”

“That’s not a question.”

“And you’re one of the most efficient employees in this company.”

Now she was suspicious.

“Are you complimenting me?”

“Don’t interrupt.”

She rolled her eyes but stayed quiet.

Armaan picked up another file from his desk and placed it in front of her.

“This is a new project.”

Aaradhya glanced down at the title.

Her eyes widened slightly.

“Kingsley Group – Merger Proposal”

Her head snapped back up.

“That’s one of the biggest deals this company has ever handled.”

“Yes.”

“And you want me working on it?”

“Yes.”

Aaradhya stared at him.

“That means working directly with you.”

“Yes.”

She groaned softly.

“This is a nightmare.”

For the first time, the corner of Armaan’s mouth lifted slightly.

“Get used to it, Ms. Singhania.”

His voice dropped just a little.

“Because starting today... you and I will be working very closely.”

Aaradhya had a terrible feeling about this.

And somehow—

She knew this was only the beginning of her problems with “Armaan Raichand”.
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Aaradhya walked out of Armaan Raichand’s office with the Kingsley merger file clutched tightly in her hands.

Her mind was racing.

‘This man is unbelievable.’

Of all the people in the company, he had chosen “her” for the most important deal of the year.

That should have felt like an achievement.

Instead, it felt like a punishment.

She dropped the file on her desk with a frustrated sigh.

Nisha immediately leaned forward.

“What happened? Why do you look like you just survived a war?”

Aaradhya rubbed her forehead.

“Because I basically did.”

Her friend looked at the file and gasped.

“Wait... is that the “Kingsley merger”?”

“Yes.”

“And he gave it to you?”

“Unfortunately.”

Nisha stared at her in shock.

“That’s huge, Aaradhya! People would kill for that opportunity.”

Aaradhya groaned.

“They can have it.”

Before Nisha could reply, the intercom buzzed again.

Both girls froze.

Slowly... painfully slowly... Aaradhya looked down at the blinking light.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she whispered.

She pressed the button.

“Yes, Mr. Raichand?”

“Come back to my office.”

Click.

The line went dead.

Nisha burst out laughing.

“He just called you again?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe he misses you.”

Aaradhya shot her a look.

“If I don’t come back alive, delete my browser history.”

Nisha nearly choked trying not to laugh.

Aaradhya grabbed the file again and marched back toward the glass cabin.

This time she didn’t even bother knocking.

Armaan looked up as she entered.

His sharp gaze landed on her immediately.

“You walk fast when you’re angry,” he observed.

Aaradhya folded her arms.

“You called me back after thirty seconds.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He gestured toward the chair in front of his desk.

“Sit.”

“I’m already standing.”

“Sit.”

She sat down dramatically.

“Happy?”

Armaan ignored the sarcasm.

“We have a meeting with the Kingsley Group tomorrow morning.”

Her eyes widened.

“Tomorrow?!”

“Yes.”

“That’s impossible!”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Why?”

“Because preparing for a merger meeting takes “days”, not twelve hours.”

“Then you’d better start working.”

Aaradhya stared at him.

“Are you serious?”

“Completely.”

She leaned forward, frustration rising in her chest.

“This is unrealistic.”

Armaan stood up slowly.

The movement was calm... controlled... but somehow intimidating.

He walked around the desk until he was standing just a few feet away from her.

Tall. Confident. Completely in charge.

Most employees would have immediately backed down.

Aaradhya didn’t move.

She refused to be intimidated by a suit and a billion-dollar bank account.

“You’re capable of handling this,” he said quietly.

“That doesn’t mean it’s reasonable.”

“Ambitious people don’t ask for reasonable.”

His words hit harder than she expected.

For a moment she didn’t respond.

Then she narrowed her eyes.

“You really enjoy making people suffer, don’t you?”

Something almost like amusement appeared in his expression.

“No.”

“Then what is this?”

“A challenge.”

Her jaw tightened.

“You’re impossible.”

“And yet,” he said calmly, “you still work for me.”

She opened her mouth to argue—

Then stopped.

Because he was right.

Armaan picked up the file and placed it back into her hands.

“We’ll work late tonight.”

Aaradhya groaned.

“This job is ruining my life.”

“Dramatic.”

“You’re the reason.”

“Unlikely.”

She stood up suddenly.

“If I collapse from exhaustion tomorrow, I’m blaming you.”

Armaan crossed his arms.

“Noted.”

Aaradhya turned toward the door, then paused.

She looked back at him.

“You know something, Mr. Raichand?”

“What?”

“I really don’t like you.”

For a moment, silence filled the room.

Then something unexpected happened.

Armaan smiled.

Not a polite corporate smile.

A real one.

Dangerous. Amused.

“Good,” he said quietly.

Aaradhya frowned.

“Good?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

His dark eyes held hers.

“Because people who dislike each other,” he said slowly,

“usually work very well together.”

Aaradhya had a strange feeling that this project was going to change everything.

And not in a good way.
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By the time the clock struck 9 PM, Raichand Global had almost emptied out.

The loud hum of the office had faded into silence. Workstations stood abandoned, lights dimmed across the floor, and the glass walls reflected nothing but shadows.

Except one corner.

Armaan Raichand’s office.

And unfortunately... Aaradhya’s desk.

Aaradhya stared at her laptop screen, her eyes burning slightly from exhaustion. Numbers blurred, words stopped making sense, and her head throbbed faintly.

‘This is insane.’

She stretched her fingers, letting out a slow breath.

“Still alive?” came his voice.

She didn’t even look up.

“Barely.”

Across from her, Armaan sat like he had been built for this—calm, focused, completely unaffected by the passing hours. His sleeves were rolled up slightly, tie loosened just enough to make him look less corporate and more... dangerously effortless.

Which was irritating.

“How are you not tired?” she asked, finally glancing at him.

He didn’t stop working.

“Because I don’t waste energy complaining.”

Aaradhya let out a soft, sarcastic laugh.

“And I don’t waste energy pretending I’m a robot.”

That made him pause.

Slowly, deliberately, he lifted his gaze.

For a moment, the room felt smaller.

Quieter.

Like something invisible had shifted between them.

“You talk a lot,” he said.

“Only when necessary.”

“And is this necessary?”

She leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms.

“Yes. Because someone needs to remind you that normal humans require sleep.”

A flicker of amusement crossed his face.

But it
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