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Chapter 1 – Revati’s World
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The scent of jasmine and the rich aroma of Kolhapuri misal filled the air in the Joshi household, a symphony Revati had come to associate with comfort and belonging. Their sprawling bungalow in Pune, a blend of traditional Wada-style architecture and sleek modern touches, stood as a testament to Madhukar and Sharvani Joshi’s success in the textile and export industry.

They were more than guardians—they were her kaka and kaku, her unwavering pillars, who had enveloped her in a love as lavish as their lifestyle. In their eyes, there was never a moment she didn’t belong.

Revati Joshi, with her sharp mind, expressive eyes, and an artist’s soul, had thrived under their guidance. She painted bold canvases in the morning and managed parts of the family’s export business by evening. She was confident, cultured, independent—and yet, beneath her steady smile, something often flickered in the quiet corners of her mind.

A hush. A pause. A strange emptiness.

Some nights, she woke with tears on her cheeks and no memory of the dream. Certain lullabies or the sound of a crying infant on the street could strike a dissonant chord in her heart. There was no explanation—just a quiet ache. A hollow inside her soul that no luxury could fill.

One sweltering May evening, as the last rays of the sun filtered through intricately carved wooden windows, bathing the living room in a honeyed orange hue, dinner unfolded with its usual rhythm of laughter, teasing, and the clink of steel cutlery.

Madhukar, ever the jovial host, paused mid-bite. His usual twinkle dimmed to something heavier. “Revati, you have to understand,” he said gently, switching from Marathi to English. “We need to talk to you about something important.”

Sharvani, seated opposite, reached across the polished teak dining table and gently clasped Revati’s hand. Her gaze—usually bright and brisk—held a vulnerability that alarmed her.

“We’ve seen you become such a capable, beautiful woman,” Sharvani said, her voice trembling. “And now, with the talk of marriage... we felt it was time.”

Revati’s fork clattered against her ceramic plate. The word “marriage” landed like a foreign object on her chest, too heavy to process. She had skillfully dodged these conversations for months—deflecting with jokes, career ambitions, or creative plans.

“Kaku... Kaka,” she said, struggling for composure. “I’m not ready. I want to focus on my art, on expanding the business—just like you always said.”

Madhukar sighed and leaned back, his eyes fixed somewhere far away. “It’s not just about being ready, beti. It’s about being honest—with you, and with ourselves.”

Sharvani’s grip on her hand tightened. Her smile was tender, but her lips quivered. “Revati... you are our daughter. Always. But... you were not born to us.”

The room tilted. Jasmine. Misal. The hum of the ceiling fan. All sounds vanished into a ringing silence.

“What are you saying?” Revati whispered. “What do you mean?”

“You were adopted,” Madhukar said, his voice steady but filled with emotion. “From a government orphanage in Kolhapur. You were just a few weeks old. We never told you because... our love for you was never second-hand.”

Revati’s throat tightened. Her eyes darted between their familiar faces, desperate to find something—anything—that disproved this.

“No... that can’t be. I look like Kaku. People say so. We have the same laugh. The same eyes.”

Tears finally broke free from Sharvani’s eyes. “I know. And we always loved when they said that. But love isn’t in the blood. It’s in the moments, the care, the sacrifices.” She reached under the table and pulled out a faded, leather folder. “We thought... one day, you might want to see this.”

Revati took the folder with trembling hands. Inside: certificates, court orders, a worn photograph of a baby wrapped in a plain cloth, her face a soft crumpled rosebud. And just above her left eyebrow—a small, crescent-moon birthmark.

Her fingers went instinctively to her own forehead.

She had always assumed it was a scar from childhood. But now, it was a symbol—a silent witness of another life, another family.

The air turned thick. The solid ground of her identity crumbled. That nameless emptiness she had felt her whole life... it now had a shape. A name. A reason.

“Why now?” she croaked. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

Sharvani’s voice cracked. “Because we were afraid. Afraid you’d feel like a stranger in your own home. And because... we never saw you as anything less than our own child.”

Revati stood abruptly, the chair screeching against the marble floor. Her chest was burning. Her eyes stung.

“All these years... I was someone else. And I didn’t even know.”

She stumbled away from the table, the adoption folder clutched in her hand like a relic of betrayal and truth. In her room, she stared at the mirror, searching her own face for signs of a stranger. She touched the birthmark again.

Her voice broke as she whispered to her reflection, “Who am I?”

And somewhere, in the bustling city of Mumbai, a man with the same crescent-shaped birthmark was finishing his shift at a textile factory, unaware that the woman he would soon love with soul-burning passion shared not just his desires... but his very blood.
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Chapter 2 – Shaunak’s Discipline
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Pune hummed to a faster, more modern rhythm than Kolhapur’s slower, familiar pulse. Yet, within the city’s restless streets, Shaunak Deshmukh lived a life surprisingly untouched by the opulence that awaited him. The heir to Vishwanath Deshmukh’s sprawling textile empire—a business born from the grit of jute sacks and the sweat of endless labor—Shaunak navigated crowded local buses and carried a steel tiffin for lunch, deliberately working under the pseudonym Shinde to keep his identity hidden from his colleagues.

His father, Vishwanath, was a man whose hands had once been raw and calloused from tireless toil, a man who had built his fortune brick by painstaking brick, thread by thread, weaving a legacy from the humble fabric of his beginnings. Shaunak’s quiet reverence for his father’s journey was rooted deep in his soul. To him, the worth of a man was earned, not inherited—a lesson Vishwanath had instilled through sweat and sacrifice, not silver spoons.

Shaunak’s mother, Ujwala, was the quiet heart of their modest home nestled in an older part of Pune. A woman of profound strength and steady wisdom, she understood her son’s unconventional path better than anyone. Her knowing smile often appeared as he recounted his day—commutes crowded with strangers, long hours in the company’s fabric warehouses, the challenges of mastering the supply chain’s intricacies. Their bond was unspoken but absolute—a shared understanding that transcended words.

One humid evening, the sweet aroma of Ujwala’s homemade puran poli wafted through their tastefully simple kitchen. Shaunak sat cross-legged on the floor, carefully sorting fabric swatches, the weight of the day melting in the comforting domestic scene.

“Maa,” he said, voice low and steady, “the new interns start next week. I hope they come eager to learn, not just hungry for a quick climb.”

Ujwala chuckled softly, kneading dough with practiced hands. “You always test them, beta. Just like your father. He used to say, ‘The true measure of a man is not where he starts, but how he earns his place.’”

Shaunak’s lips curved into a rare, genuine smile. “He’s right. This company... it’s more than business. It’s a legacy of hard work and perseverance. I want to know every thread of it—from the bottom up. Not just glide in on my name.”

At that moment, Vishwanath entered the kitchen, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, casting a reassuring shadow. He watched his son with a mixture of pride and mild amusement. “Still playing the common man, Shaunak? You know you can lead from the top. With responsibility comes power.”

“And with power, Father,” Shaunak replied respectfully, “comes the temptation to skip the basics. How can I lead if I don’t understand the struggles of the workers, the supply chain’s true challenges?”

Vishwanath nodded slowly, approval shining in his eyes. “Very well, my son. But remember, humility is a strength—hiding your light is not.”

Shaunak’s journey through the company was more than a quest for knowledge; it was a personal discipline, a conscious choice to earn respect the way his parents had. His childhood was quiet and content, filled with memories of watching his parents labor tirelessly. Though he rarely spoke of it, beneath that calm exterior lay a steady flame of responsibility—a desire to honor his parents’ sacrifices through his own effort.

As the days slipped by, Shaunak continued his humble routine—catching the crowded buses, eating his packed lunch alongside colleagues unaware of his true heritage, learning every detail of the business. He carried a quiet pride in his unassuming approach, even as a faint anticipation lingered—a sense that soon, a new chapter might begin, bringing with it challenges and truths that would test his disciplined world.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The First Meeting

[image: ]


The corporate office buzzed softly with the clatter of keyboards and murmurs of focused conversation. Revati, still reeling from the earthquake of her recent adoption, threw herself into her new internship in Pune with desperate determination. Her kaka’s advice echoed in her mind: “Learn the business.” It was a gentle nudge, a lifeline to pull her out of the emotional abyss she fought to escape.

She stepped into the bustling open-plan office, a vibrant splash of tradition amid the sea of corporate neutrals—her Paithani saree glowing like a flame against the muted palette. Despite the fissures in her confidence, she radiated a compelling aura of strength.

“Revati Joshi, right?” A deep, resonant voice cut through her thoughts. She turned to find a man standing beside her desk, his presence commanding yet unpretentious. Tall, with sharp features and intense eyes that seemed to quietly observe everything, he wore a simple, crisp cotton shirt—no designer labels, no pretense.

“I’m Shaunak. We’re paired on the new textile sourcing project.”

Shaunak, or Shaunak Shinde as he was known here, was instantly captivated. Her Paithani wasn’t just clothing; it seemed to hum with a life force, mirroring the fierce intelligence behind her brown eyes—eyes that held a flicker of something deeper, something unreadable yet magnetic.

Their early exchanges were a subtle dance—occasional clashes underscored by undeniable chemistry. Revati, used to voicing her ideas boldly, often found herself sparring with Shaunak’s meticulous, data-driven approach.

“But Shaunak,” she argued during one brainstorming session, her voice lilting with melodic defiance, “sometimes you have to trust your gut. Data’s important, yes, but instinct can be just as crucial in design.”

“Instinct without data is a gamble,” he replied calmly but firmly. “We’re dealing with investments, not abstract art.”

Their debates never felt like conflict. Instead, they were playful, pushing each other to think beyond the obvious, to challenge assumptions. Their differences generated a magnetic pull rather than friction.

Touches, once accidental, grew more frequent. A hand brushing hers reaching for the same document. A fleeting contact of elbows over a shared laptop. Each contact sent an electric current through them, a silent pulse of awareness that lingered long after their skin parted. The air between them thickened with unspoken tension—a secret language of glances, half-smiles, and fleeting looks.

Shaunak found himself drawn to her unshakable confidence, the way she championed her ideas with quiet conviction. He admired her creativity, the fluidity of her artistic mind—a striking contrast to his own structured, methodical thoughts. Beneath her occasional flare of temper, he recognized a passionate soul that ignited something within him.

Revati, in turn, was fascinated by his grounded honesty and humble strength. No flashiness, no self-promotion—yet his presence was quietly powerful. She felt herself pulled toward his steady gaze, those eyes that seemed to see past surface facades, deep into the core of her being. A strange sense of familiarity stirred inside her—as if a
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