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“In the silence of desire, the darkest symphonies play.”
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To the ones who couldn’t stay,

yet never truly left.

To every Vicky who built his empire over the ruins of love,

and every Maya who chose the world, but lost her own heart in the bargain.

To those who still read old messages at midnight,

to those who smile while bleeding inside,

and to the souls who live between what was and what could have been.

This story is for the haunting —

for the memories that refuse to fade,

for the love that time tried to erase,

and for the moment you finally whisper...

“I hope now you’ll stop haunting me.”

—Vikash Viplao
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Dear Reader,

What you are about to enter is not merely a story—it is a world of desire, power, and emotions that refuse to be tamed. Within these pages, hearts collide, secrets unravel, and passions ignite in ways both breathtaking and dangerous.

At the center is the connection between Maya and Vicky—a bond that defies time, circumstance, and reason. Their love is intense, consuming, and filled with tension; it is a delicate dance between longing and restraint, between vulnerability and control. You will feel every stolen glance, every lingering touch, and every unspoken word as if it pulses through your own veins.

This is a story of ambition, of power, and of the sacrifices we make in the name of love. Maya is caught between her desires, her choices, and the expectations of a world that demands compromise. Vicky, a man shaped by love and ambition, commands not only the world around him but also the hearts he touches. Together, their journey is one of intensity, sensuality, and drama—a story where the line between love and obsession is razor-thin.

Expect to be drawn into moments that are tender yet charged, playful yet electrifying, intimate yet fraught with danger. You will experience the ache of longing, the thrill of desire, and the thrill of a love that refuses to surrender. Every page is deliberate; every emotion is magnified. This is a tale where love is never simple, and passion is never hidden for long.

Let yourself be consumed. Let yourself feel the tension, the fire, and the all-encompassing pull of two souls destined to collide. And remember—once you step into their world, there is no turning back.
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—Vikash Viplao
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Chapter 1 – The Final Step

[image: ]


City: Pune

23rd July 2025, 11:30 AM

✦ ✧ ✦

Maya adjusted her blazer and took a deep breath as she entered the impressive building. Three years had passed since she had left work—marriage, new responsibilities, a different life—but today, she was ready to start fresh. She had already cleared two rounds of interviews for a high-ranking position, and now, the final round awaited.

The conference area ahead was vast and polished. Glass walls, modern furnishings, and the faint hum of office activity all spoke of power and precision. From this space, she had no idea that the office above—the CEO’s chamber—was anything but ordinary. Elevated, shielded by one-way glass, it allowed him to observe every corner of the office below. Every employee, every visitor, every gesture—visible to him, yet no one could see inside.

Maya’s heels clicked softly as she walked toward the head of the table. The chair was turned away—the CEO’s back faced her. She could not see his face.

“Please... have a seat,” the voice came, calm, smooth, professional. But something about the tone—measured, controlled, deliberate—made her pause a fraction longer than necessary.

Maya nodded and sat down, keeping her posture straight, projecting confidence.

“So... you’ve been away from work for some time,” the voice continued, still not turning. “Three years, if I’m not mistaken?”

“Yes,” Maya replied evenly. “I took time off after my marriage... but now I’m ready to contribute fully. I’ve been preparing, keeping myself updated, and I’m confident I can take on this role.”

There was a faint pause. “Preparation is important,” the voice said, low, almost intimate in cadence. “But tell me... why now? After all this time, why step back into the corporate world?”

Maya’s hands rested lightly on the table. “I realized I wasn’t done. I want to grow, to challenge myself... to make a meaningful impact.”

“Impact,” the voice echoed softly, almost tasting the word. “Confidence... conviction... admirable qualities.”

Maya’s pulse quickened, though she didn’t understand why. Something about the rhythm of his speech, the controlled warmth behind the neutral tone, stirred a memory she couldn’t place.

“Tell me,” the voice continued, “what would you do differently from someone else in this role? What makes you... exceptional?”

She leaned slightly forward, emphasizing her determination. “I believe understanding people is as important as strategy. I can motivate teams, anticipate challenges... and I’ve learned from my experience what it takes to lead.”

Another pause. “Interesting,” the voice said softly. There was a subtle... amusement in it. “And do you enjoy being... challenged?”

Maya hesitated just a fraction, sensing a hidden layer beneath the formal questioning. “I... I do. I thrive under pressure.”

The chair shifted slightly—still no face visible—but she caught a movement in posture that was deliberate, teasing almost, as if the person behind it already knew more about her than she did about him.

From his hidden vantage point in the CEO chamber above, he observed her intently. Every detail—the tilt of her head, the slight flush on her cheeks, the careful precision in her answers—was noted. To her, it was just another interview. To him, it was a chance to watch, remember, and subtly test, all while remaining completely unseen.

“Very well,” the voice said finally. “Let’s continue.”
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Chapter 2 – The Questions Begin
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City: Pune

23rd July 2025, 12:10 PM

✦ ✧ ✦

Maya adjusted her blazer and straightened her posture, trying to calm the flutter in her chest. The CEO remained with his back to her, his presence commanding yet hidden, like a shadow she couldn’t place.

“So,” the voice began, smooth, formal... but with a subtle edge, “why did you leave your last company?”

Maya replied carefully, professional. “I... I had personal reasons. After marriage, I needed to focus on my family for a while. But now I am ready to fully commit again.”

There was a pause. “Is that... true?” the voice asked, deliberate, almost teasing.

“Yes,” Maya said, a little defensively.

A faint, sarcastic laugh echoed through the room, low and quiet, though she couldn’t see the source. “Interesting,” he murmured. “So... tell me. What changes have happened in your life since you got married?”

She hesitated, choosing her words carefully. “Some responsibilities, priorities... perspective on work-life balance... things like that.”

“And physically?” The question came softer, almost casual, but with unmistakable weight.

Maya’s chest tightened. She blinked, reluctant. “I... I’m not sure I understand...”

“Physically,” he repeated, deliberate, patient, but with a subtle insistence. “I need to know... what has changed?”

She swallowed and finally spoke, her voice low, hesitant, yet honest. “I... I’ve grown more confident... more aware of myself. My posture is straighter, I’ve... toned my body a little, gained some strength. I’ve learned to carry myself... differently. Maybe... more... noticeable.”

There was a soft pause. The voice hummed appreciation, smooth, calm, yet carrying a faint undertone of amusement and intrigue.

“Describe yourself... physically,” he asked next.

Maya froze. “I... I can’t answer that. What relevance does it have?”

“Relevance?” The voice was calm, controlled, yet there was a faint edge that sent a shiver down her spine. “This is a very important role, a very high position. I need to know you... from outside to inside.”

Maya hesitated but responded, her voice quiet, measured, letting herself admit some small truths.

“And again,” he said softly, leaning slightly forward in his chair, though she still couldn’t see him. “Why do you want to work?”

“I’ve already said it,” Maya replied, slightly exasperated.

“Is that... true?” The words were slow, deliberate, probing.

“Yes...” she whispered, unsure, hesitating.

There was a pause. The faint sound of a sarcastic laugh, soft but deliberate, cut through the air. “You are a liar, Ms. Maya. A complete liar.”

Her heart skipped. She stiffened, unsure what he meant.

“You lied to me... three years ago,” the voice said, measured, sharp, a shadow of amusement and reproach mixing together.

Then—she sensed it before she saw it. A subtle shift in posture, the faint click of the chair turning. She didn’t know why, but her pulse quickened, her mind racing. She felt a tension in the air, a pull she couldn’t place.

Her thoughts scattered. Could he really be...? No... impossible. But that presence... something feels familiar. Something... powerful...
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The room seemed suddenly smaller, charged. She could feel it—the subtle change, the weight of attention, the strange mix of authority and curiosity. Her breath hitched, and a quiet shiver ran down her spine.
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And then... the chair turned slowly, almost deliberately.

Maya froze. Her mind screamed questions she couldn’t yet answer. The air was heavy. The secret was close. The truth was near. And everything about this interview, this room, this man... was about to change.
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Chapter 3– The Revelation
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City: Pune

23rd July 2025, 12:35 PM

✦ ✧ ✦

Maya’s eyes widened, her heart skipping several beats as the chair slowly turned. The man she had never expected to see... Vicky Anand.

“Vicky... Vicky Anand? How... how come you are here?” she stammered, disbelief in every word.

“Yes, Maya Agarwal. I am here,” he replied smoothly, a faint, teasing smile playing on his lips. “Aren’t you happy to see me?”

Maya’s mind raced. How... how is he here? Is he friends with the owners? How... why would he be here?

“That’s not important,” he interrupted, voice calm, measured, yet carrying a subtle authority that made her pause. “Let’s proceed. Your interview. Tell me—why do you want to start working again?”

“I... I have already told you twice,” she said, still shocked, her words betraying both frustration and disbelief.

“Exactly,” he replied, with that same soft, almost amused edge. “And that’s why I said... you are a liar. But anyway, I know exactly why you are here. Let’s proceed with your interview.”

Maya’s thoughts swirled. Does he really know? How much...?

Vicky leaned slightly back in his chair. “So... describe yourself. Who are you?”

Maya hesitated, then began listing a few traits—confident, organized, observant, determined.

“Ah... this is from the outside,” he said, his tone smooth, teasing. “Tell me the outside. I told you—I want to know you from inside.”

Maya’s chest tightened. “I... I don’t want to answer that.”

“You have to,” he said firmly, yet controlled. “If you want this job, this is your last and only option.”

She shook her head, rising slightly. “Then I’ll look for a different opportunity.”

“Oh? You want to go?” he said lightly. “Your wish. But believe me... there are none available. You will not get any. I am your only option.”

Maya’s pulse quickened. “You speak like you own the city. There are various companies I will try them.”

“Yes... I do. I do own this city... and maybe more. You wouldn’t have thought about that, would you?” His voice was calm, confident, almost dangerous.

Maya hesitated, then slowly sat back down. His calm... his aura... it’s unlike anything I’ve felt. He is serious. “Tell me... what do you want to know?” she asked softly.

“I asked you already,” he said, leaning slightly closer, the quiet authority in his tone undeniable. “Tell me... what changes have you gone through physically?”

Maya’s cheeks warmed. She took a breath. “I... I’ve grown taller, I carry myself differently... more confidently. My posture has changed, my frame... my curves... they’re... more noticeable now. I’ve learned to hold myself in a way that draws attention without even trying.”

He studied her, nodding faintly, and then moved closer, seating himself near the corner of the table.

“Now... tell me about your insides. Start with... what are you wearing inside?”

Maya froze, hesitation painted across her face. “I... I don’t know if I should answer that,” she whispered.

“You have to,” he said, calm but firm. “There’s no option. We both know how badly you want this job. Tell me.”

She bit her lip, her hesitation evident. Finally, in a quiet, trembling voice, she admitted: “I... I’m wearing... a delicate set... lace, soft... light in color... nothing bold.”

He paused, letting her words linger, then studied her quietly. “And how do I believe you? I know you are a liar. Prove it.”

“Prove... how?” she whispered, confusion and tension mixing in her chest.

“Show me,” he said, the tone low, deliberate. “Go... stand against that wall. Show me. Prove that you are not lying anymore.”

Maya’s body shivered. Her legs trembled slightly as she hesitated, mind spinning with questions, disbelief, and... a strange, unplaceable pull. Slowly, carefully, she walked to the wall, standing near it. She turned her eyes toward him, unsure what she was expecting—but fully aware that nothing about this encounter would ever be ordinary again.

The room was thick with tension, the air charged, her thoughts a whirlwind of fear, curiosity, and something deeper...

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

DANCE
DESIRES

Architects é_)’/mp/yony
When 1 e becomes obse
? come batt l o unds.

BY VIKASH VIPLAO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





