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  To those who think redemption equals forgiveness, remember that your past sins are never forgotten by those who have endured.
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Thank you for picking up Movie Dates (Smashed Beauty Series, Book 3). Please stop and read Buddy Reads (Book 1) and Story Times (Book 2) in this series, before continuing, as the storylines are interconnected. I do not recommend reading books out of order as you will miss the motivations of the characters and major parts of the series storyline.

This book is not just steamy, it has dark and morally gray characters. Please read responsibly. Here are the trigger warnings to watch out for before starting my book:





	Murder

	Twists

	Death

	Revenge

	Breeding

	Manipulation

	Emotional Abuse

	Physical Abuse

	Mental Health

	Confinement

	Deception

	Explicit Sexual Content (only for adults 18+)
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Aryan




I walk into my therapist’s office at our scheduled time. She greets me and asks me to sit on the couch. I feel a pressing need to explain why I cancelled our last appointment. It was the first time I had ever missed a session since we started.

“So, you cancelled last week. Everything okay, Aryan?”

“Dr. Singhal, I’m well. I cancelled because my ex–sister-in-law showed up in India and found out her husband was cheating on her. They had a huge fight and fallout. Mohan contacted me to say she’d been standing outside in the rain for hours. I couldn’t stop myself from pulling her out of the situation.”

“So what did you do?”

“I showed myself to her.”

She looks at me intensely.

“So Aryan Bajaj finally came out of hiding?”

“I guess.”

“But I thought you wanted to keep yourself away from your ex-wife and her family, except for Izzy.”

“I did.”

“Then what changed?”

“I don’t know. I couldn’t bear to see Nisha in that much pain. Nisha is my ex–sister-in-law,” I clarify, just in case she hadn’t put it together.

She nods.

“But you never cared about her before. In fact, you’ve never mentioned her in our sessions.”

She pulls out the relationship map I drew when we talked extensively about Disha and the impact of her leaving my life. I look at it again. There are so many arrows and scribbles explaining Shaan’s personality—Disha’s brother. I only see one thing written about Nisha: Disha’s younger sister. That’s it.

“Yeah. I guess we never talked about her.”

“So tell me about her.”

“Nisha fell in love with a singer and married him. His name is Rishi. She isn’t like her other siblings. She’s happy in her own world and she rarely interfered when I was married to Disha.”

“So you’d say she didn’t matter to you?”

“I guess.”

“So I don’t get it. Why would you come out of hiding for her if she wasn’t an important person in your life? I’m sure you understood the risks.”

“I did, and Mohan warned me before I stepped out of the car. Before I showed her that I’m alive.”

“And Mohan is an important friend in your life. Yet you ignored his warning and risked your cover.”

“Yes. To help her.”

“Okay. So tell me how you helped her.”

“Um… I thought about getting her out of the rain and checking her into a hotel where she’d be safe, but when she hugged me and cried, I felt like her body was burning up with fever.”

“So did you call the doctor?”

“Well, no. Not immediately. I took her to my house and then asked Mohan to call the doctor. It took two days, but she’s well now.”

“So did you put her in the hotel after she recovered?”

“Yes, and she promised she wouldn’t tell anyone about my existence.”

“Good. So she goes off on her own and now we can focus on you. Right?”

I want to nod and agree, because why would I want to talk about something that makes me uncomfortable?

“You didn’t answer me,” she reminds me.

I’ve come too far in my self-improvement journey to take the easy way out. That’s what the old Aryan would have done. I don’t want to run anymore.

“Something happened that bothers me,” I say.

“Go on.”

“When she was sick with a fever, I watched her sleep. I checked her temperature and… may have caressed her hair. I don’t know why I did that. Mohan saw and gave me this look. It made me uncomfortable.”

“Is it because you wanted her to get better, or because you cared about her?”

“I honestly don’t know. It was just a moment, and I felt intruded upon. When I went outside to have a drink with Mohan, he mentioned that Nisha looks a lot like Disha, and that there’s a 60–70 percent overlap in their faces and features. And that scared the shit out of me.”

My breathing quickens as I recall the interaction. Dr. Singhal hands me a glass of water. I drink it in one gulp.

“Aryan, I’m glad you brought this difficult situation up in therapy. It shows this is a safe place for you to be vulnerable and get help. I’m proud of you for taking this step. You could have kept it to yourself. You could have denied that weak moment when you felt drawn to Nisha. But you came forward, and that tells me you’re ready to change.”

“I’m ready to change. I want to do things differently,” I say, repeating my mantra.

“Aryan, you’ve kept to yourself mostly, seeing only a few people.”

“That’s right. I only see a few trusted employees from my company, my friend Mohan, my cleaning lady, my chef, my therapist, and the gardener. I haven’t socialized or shown my face anywhere else.”

“So Nisha coming into your life so suddenly must have caused some anxiety, knowing her connection to your ex. The fear that she might tell your secret.”

“Actually, Nisha and I bumped into each other at the airport once. She was headed to her brother’s wedding in Italy and I was flying back to India. She called my name, but I ignored her and kept moving. I wanted her to doubt herself—that it wasn’t me—because I was pretending to be dead.”

“So you showing yourself to rescue her in the rain confirmed her suspicions.”

“Actually, she had figured out long before that I was alive. She met Izzy in Italy and found my note to her.”

“So Nisha knew you were alive, just like Izzy.”

I nod.

“So why wouldn’t she tell her sister? What’s in it for her? Why is she protecting your secret like Izzy?”

“Well, when we watched a couple of movies together, she mentioned that she didn’t want me to die. So she’d protect my little secret just like Izzy does.”

“So Izzy protects your secret because she’s a friend and you have a special bond.”

“I kidnapped her and we spent a good chunk of time together. When I almost died, she cried the most for me. She tried to help when no one else would.”

“So Izzy has earned your trust enough that you can share your secret with her.”

“Yes.”

“So let me ask you this: Has Nisha also earned your trust in some way?”

“I don’t know. She just happens to know things about me. She was in the right place at the right time to find out my secrets.”

“So it wasn’t voluntary on your part. Correct?”

“Not really. But it was voluntary when I showed her my face that day in the rain.”

“So why did you do that?”

“Because she wouldn’t leave.”

“You could have sent someone else to help her, like Mohan.”

“Yeah, but it didn’t feel right.”

“Let’s focus on those feelings, Aryan. Why didn’t it feel right for someone else to handle it?”

“I don’t know. I just know something tugged at my heart when I saw her in that condition—heartbroken, sad, defeated.”

“And you’ve felt that way before, when your ex-wife decided to leave you. Right?”

“Yeah. I’ve gone through something similar, and I wouldn’t wish that pain on my worst enemy.”

“So the pain she felt that day is what connected you to her.”

I nod.

I like that she’s framing it this way, because I truly did feel bad for Nisha. I’m not attracted to her like I am to Disha. Sure, she has some similarities—they’re siblings after all—but Nisha’s personality is completely different. She’s nothing like her sister. She doesn’t have the same fire Disha has in her eyes. She’s more of a doormat—submissive, passive, dependent on everyone around her.
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Nisha




It’s been two days since I checked into the hotel Aryan paid for. None of my cards are working, and I don’t know what Rishi did to the money in our joint account. I have a little cash in my purse—just enough for food—because I feel bad charging room service. Aryan jiju (brother-in-law) isn’t exactly family anymore.

I try calling my brother Shaan, but it goes straight to voicemail. I decide not to leave a message since he’s on his honeymoon. I could call my sister Disha, but then I’d end up telling her about Aryan jiju, and I can’t put his life in danger. He’s been nothing but nice to me since I landed. I could call Jeet, but he’s too close to Shaan—and Shaan is capable of doing things that could hurt Aryan.

I pull out my bag and count the wad of cash inside. It’s enough for maybe three meals.

Oh my God. What am I going to do?

I have to go to the bank and find out what happened to our joint account. I check the time and get ready to leave.

At the bank, I find out Rishi has drained a lot of the money from our account. He’s been cashing and moving the deposits elsewhere. Every month Shaan sends money to this account, and two or three days later, Rishi moves it out. It’s a pattern. He’s been misusing my account.

I ask the bank if I can remove Rishi from the account, but they tell me I can’t do that without his signature. I feel stuck.

Outside the bank, as I’m counting whether I have enough for a taxi, a black car pulls up. The driver rolls down the window.

“Get in the car, please.”

“I’m sorry—I don’t get into unknown cars.”

I walk away, but the car slowly follows me. My heart drops. I start running. The car keeps moving toward me. There’s no way I can outrun it, so I sprint toward a large tree beside a building and slip behind it, into a small service area.

I hear footsteps following me. My back hits a wall. Panic squeezes my chest.

God, I hope Rishi hasn’t sent someone to finish me off.

Strong arms wrap around my shoulders. I break down completely, crying and pleading.

“I won’t tell anyone about the account! Please, just let me go!”

“Nisha, it’s okay. It’s me—Aryan.”

I open my eyes.

“The driver in the black car was yours?” I ask.

“What driver? What are you talking about?” Aryan says.

That’s when I notice the white car parked behind the building with the plate Bajaj 365. He came out of that one—not the black car.

I cry harder, overwhelmed and confused.

“What are you doing here?” I ask.

“This building is mine. The Bajaj Group owns it. I came for a meeting, and when I was getting ready to leave, I saw you running into the parking lot. So I came to check on you. Are you okay?”

I shake my head. He takes my arm and leads me toward his car. I keep glancing around, but the black car is gone.

“I thought I told you to stay at the hotel. Let me drop you back,” he says.

He opens the car door for me, and I get in.

“What are you doing here anyway?” he asks once he’s behind the wheel.

I wipe my tears.

“I came to the bank to get some money.”

He reaches into my bag—completely uncalled for—and finds the few bills I have left.

“You don’t have enough money for someone to want to rob you,” he says. “So that black car doesn’t add up. And you didn’t come here to get money. You’re lying.”

He doesn’t believe me. He thinks I’m making everything up. Tears stream down my face. I say nothing.

He pulls out his wallet, grabs a handful of bills, and stuffs them into my bag.

“There. You can have it. Is that why you came to one of the Bajaj buildings?” he asks.

Great. Now he thinks I followed him for money.

I take the cash out of my bag and hand it back to him.

“I don’t want your money.” I get out of the car without explaining anything and head toward the bank again.

He watches me.

When I go around the tree, the black car appears again. I panic and run back toward the bank. The automatic doors open, and I rush inside. A security guard stands at the entrance. Staff are behind the counters. I breathe a little easier.

There’s one person ahead of me in line. I wait.

I hand my card to the teller. “I’d like to withdraw whatever is left.”

She hands me three thousand rupees.

“I’m sorry, but I was just here earlier and the balance was higher.”

“Yes, ma’am. There was an online transaction using the other card. Your balance is now three thousand. Are you sure you want to withdraw everything? There’s a minimum balance requirement of one thousand.”

“Fine. Just give me two thousand.”

She hands it over.

As I walk away, I see Aryan again. He grabs my hand and pulls me into the branch manager’s cabin, then closes the glass door.

Aryan sits beside me in an expensive suit. The manager looks confused.

“How can I help you?”

“Could you explain why this lady has only two thousand in her account?”

The manager goes through the details—how the money comes in, how it’s withdrawn, how it disappears.

“As you can see, her brother is sending money, but her ex is taking it away. How do we stop this?” Aryan asks.

“We can’t. He’s an authorized user.”

“I want data on where the money is going.”

“Sorry, we can’t share that.”

“It’s her account too. She has a right to know.”

“Most of it is withdrawn in cash,” the manager mutters.

Aryan glares.

“There is also a locker associated with this account. It’s accessed around the same time the withdrawals occur,” the manager adds.

“I don’t remember having a locker here. I put my jewelry in Shaan’s locker. Disha and I both have access. I don’t know anything about this one.”

Aryan stares at me, stunned.

“Since she’s an account holder, can she access the locker?”

“There are two keys—both issued when the locker is opened.”

“I’m talking about the master key. What happens if a customer loses their key?”

“We break the locker and issue new ones. There’s a charge.”

“She lost her key. Break the locker and reissue them,” Aryan says.

“I’m sorry, but that requires procedures—”

The manager reaches for the phone. Aryan presses the end button.

The manager, shaken, hands me a form. I sign, authorizing the break.

The locksmith is called. We follow him. He breaks the locker open and reissues keys.

Inside is a large amount of cash—my money that Rishi stole.

Aryan hands me a black briefcase, and I empty the money into it. Aryan takes a stack and gives it to the manager, and another to the locksmith.

A new lock is installed.

“So… I just leave it empty?” I ask.

Aryan pulls out a packet of roasted peanuts, snaps it open, and drops two peanuts into the locker. Then he takes a notepad and pen and writes:

This is your true worth. Enjoy the peanuts. I’m taking my money.

He slips the note inside and hands one key to the manager.

“For the other owner,” he says with a devious smile.

He takes my hand and leads me out with the briefcase full of cash. He makes me open a new account in only my name, then deposits all the money with the teller’s help.

“Call Jeet and tell him you had to change your account number. From now on, Shaan’s money should go into this new account. And put a stop payment on the old one due to fraud,” Aryan suggests.

I call Jeet and lie that we closed the old account because of fraudulent activity. I give him the new number but ask him not to send money yet. Aryan overhears everything.

As we step outside the bank, I spot the black car again. My stomach drops. Aryan sees it too. He calls Mohan and reads out the number plate, then glares at the driver.

The car circles the building and drives away.

“Um, Aryan… thank you for everything,” I mumble. “Really. I could have never pulled this off alone.”

I slip my hand from his, and he lets me.

“I’ll go back to the hotel. At least now I have enough for a taxi.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t believe you earlier,” he says.

I nod and turn to leave.

“Nisha,” he calls out, “that black car is following you. It probably knows you came from the hotel. Lose the tail or—”

He doesn’t finish. His phone rings: Mohan. He puts the call on speaker phone.

“Aryan, it’s Rishi who hired someone to—”

“I figured,” I say quietly.

He ends the call. For a moment we stare at each other, unsure.

“I was wondering if you wanted to watch a movie with me?” Aryan asks.

I’m relieved he offered. I’m terrified to return to the hotel. Rishi won’t like what happened at the bank—and after the note we left, he’ll definitely come for me.

“Like a date?” I ask nervously.

“Yeah. A friendly movie date,” he clarifies.

I consider my options. Believing Rishi won’t hurt me would be a mistake. He isn’t the man I married. He left me in the rain, emptied my account, and is now having me followed.

“Rishi can have me followed into the theater,” I warn.

“It’s okay. You’re talking to Aryan Bajaj. I have my own home theater.”

“And a popcorn machine?” I add.

He nods.

“I can’t put you at risk by going to your home again.”

“And I can’t let you go back to the hotel knowing the danger.”

I walk toward his white car. He opens the door and I get in.

I have two choices: go back to Rishi by returning to the hotel, or choose Aryan. Both options carry danger. One has hurt me in the past, and the other could hurt me now.

I choose the one who can’t hurt me today…

But deep down, I know they’re both capable of it.
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Aryan


She chose me. No one ever chooses me. Maybe all that therapy is working after all.

“Aryan, can you please exit the highway?”

“Why?”

“I want you to drive me to my house.”

“You mean the house you and Rishi lived in?”

She nods.

Okay, she’s crazy. I can’t do that. Showing myself to her is one thing, but showing myself to Rishi—and everyone in her neighborhood—is a completely different risk I did not sign up for.

“If you want to go, I can ask Mohan to take you. I can’t risk being spotted in that neighborhood.”

“And here I thought you were a badass.”

“I am.”

“Did you know there were cameras in the bank?” she argues. “Chances are he’s already checked and seen you.”

“Did you know I have Mohan?” I counter. “He won’t find any footage of me. It’ll be wiped clean.”

“Then trust that Mohan will take care of this too.”

She doesn’t say anything more. I take the exit and we eventually end up behind her house. We jump the backyard wall and slip inside.

“There are no cameras here,” she says, as if reading my mind.

She goes around to the front door and tries her keys. That bastard changed the locks. She comes back to the backyard to get me.

“I know a way,” she says.

She pops open a side window, and we climb into the house.

“So why are we here?” I ask.

She moves through the master bedroom and opens a cupboard. From the drawer in the side table, she retrieves a key to the safe inside the cupboard. She unlocks it. Then she disappears into another room and returns with a bag.

I look inside the safe. Some jewelry, some important papers. I help her empty everything into the bag.

“Jump the wall and put this bag in the car,” she orders. “We’re taking it with us.”

I don’t argue. I just do what she asks. I jump the wall, stash the bag in the car, and wait, watching the wall, expecting her to follow.

She doesn’t.

What else is she trying to grab in there? It’s taking forever. No one’s home right now, but who knows for how long?

I have no fucking patience.

I jump the wall again and go back inside to get her.

I find her in the bedroom, wearing lingerie. What is she doing? What if Rishi returns to the house? We don’t have back up. We are not prepared for a confrontation.

I quickly get inside the bedroom and lock the door.

“Nisha, what are you doing?”

“Waiting for Rishi to come back?”

Okay, this woman is completely psycho. Did she forget he had hired help to get rid of her.

“Why?”

“Take your clothes off.”

“I can’t do that.”

“You can, and you will.”

She unbuttons my shirt quickly.

“Nisha, I can’t do this with anyone but…”

“But Disha didi,” she completes my sentence.

“Yeah.”

“You still love her?”

I nod.

My shirt is completely off and her gaze moves to the bed. She doesn’t fumble with my pants. She knows her limit.

“Aryan get in the bed, please, and cover yourself up to your waist. It should look like you’re naked underneath the sheets with me.”

She gets under the covers with me, pulls a strap of her lingerie down off her and adjusts herself under me. If someone walks into the room, he will see her face and the back of the man supposedly fucking her.

She wants to take revenge. She wants Rishi to find her in bed with another man just like how she found him with that singer.

I move my hand up her leg and to her underwear. She doesn’t push the hand away. I pull her underwear down slowly without looking at anything except for her eyes and she lets me. I throw her underwear off the bed to the front of the bedroom.

“For a greater effect,” I add.

She nods.

We hear a car pull up to the front of the house.

“It’s him,” she says. I hear the keys which means he is inside the house.

She and I both start making sounds of sex. Her hands wrap around me and my lips trail her shoulder. She fakes her moans as if I’m doing her. They sound so fake
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