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Beginning

“Avinash, it is not like that. Javed sir had just come to drop me because I was not getting any bus. That is all there is to it. Why are you making such a fuss about it?” My wife Priyanka also raised her voice.

For a long time, we were quarrelling over this matter. This was at least the fifth time that Priyanka had come home with Javed.

“Do not talk rubbish, Priyanka. Everyone gets the bus but you don't get it?” I said raising my voice a bit.

“Avinash, I am telling the truth. I was standing at the bus stop for an hour. At last, Javed sir came and dropped me home in his car. Even then I have reached home at 9 o'clock." Priyanka put her purse down on the table and sat down on the sofa.

“Priyanka, how many times have I told you that Javed is not a good man. Stay away from him. That is all I am saying.” I calmed down a bit and stood in front of Priyanka.

“Yes, then get me a car. I have been saying this for a long time. Then I can also commute to office easily. You go to the office sitting comfortably in the car and leave me to travel by the bus. But you do not care about me at all. Do you know how crowded the bus is? So, what if I accepted when Javed sir offered me a ride home occasionally? “She smiled and looked at me. Her smile disarmed me.

I also sat on the sofa beside her and held her hand.

"Okay I will think about your car. All I wanted to say was to stay away from that man. You might not understand but that Javed is really a goon. To tell you the truth, he is a criminal. And frankly I don’t like the way he looks at you.” Priyanka laughed out loud.

“Avinash, you do not need to tell me how a man looks at me. I understand everything. It is just that I was upset after waiting for one hour. That is the only reason why I accepted Javed sir’s ride. Otherwise, have I ever come in his car with him before? So, stop worrying about this.” Priyanka pressed my hand warmly and planted a light kiss on my cheeks.

I mellowed down a little more and tried to kiss her lips by gently leaning towards her but Priyanka put her hand between our faces and pushed me away.

"It's no use now. We do not have condoms at home right now. I told you to buy them two days ago.” She teased me with a light caress, got up and went towards the bed room.

′′So what? Anyway, we have been married for 4 years. Mom and Dad have been waiting for our kid for quite some time now. So, let us stop using condoms now.” I also followed her and plopped on the bed.

“That is fine. But now is not the right time for that. 4-5 days after my period would be perfect. It would increase the chances of pregnancy.” Priyanka tied her hair and went inside the bathroom. I stretched out on the bed thinking about her.

I found it rather strange that Priyanka came in Javed's car. It really was not possible that she did not get bus. At best, it was a lame excuse. To be honest, I had stood outside our building smoking a cigarette for a long time and in half an hour I saw two buses. It was the same bus which Priyanka used to take on her way back from office. And even if she did not get the bus, she could always hail a cab or auto. She could have called me to pick her up. Her office was just half an hour away from our home.

Was she lying to me? This notion was slowly creeping in my mind and I could not shake it off.

I had known Javed Khan for a long time.

He was the corporator of our area. But it was just an official title to put on the hoardings and billboards. But the reality was that Javed was a big thug.

He was 40 years old. I was thirty years old and had been living in the same place since childhood. So, I knew him since I was almost 10 years old.

I had lot of friends. So, I used to get all the news about him. Since childhood, I had been hearing about the exploits of Javed. There was a road in front of our building and a railway track used to go in front of it.

Entire locality on our side from the railway track was very good. People were well educated and the neighbourhood was normal middle class residential suburb. However, the locality on the other side of the track was poor. There were lot of slums on opposite side of the railway track. Javed lived in one of those slums.

The slums were crime ridden. Fights were common. Even murders were not unknown.

It was not surprising that Javed started stealing at the age of 15 following in the footsteps of his friends and peers. I used to know about this from the grapevine of my brother and his friends. Javed studied in my brother's school although study was a misnomer for what he used to do.

I used to hear about all this but I had no special interest in his escapades.

As we grew up, Javed's criminal deeds also started getting bigger. He was just a petty thief when he started. By the time he was 20, his crimes had grown and so had his stature. He had his own gang at 25.

At that time, I was in 10th class. And then for the first time I heard that Javed was implicated in a murder case though he made bail immediately.

The same case is still going on in the court. No one could prove that he had committed the murder because no one was ready to testify against him. No one had that much courage. Everyone in his locality feared him and his gang so much that no one dared to testify against him.

However, his crimes did not affect us directly because it used to happen in the slums. He never used to trouble the people from our neighbourhood. Except one time when he had a fight with my brother's friends because of some college girls.

This did not matter to me but still I could understand how Javed was turning in a real brute.

I always felt that this will not end well for Javed. But the real disappointment for me was when one day I came to know that Javed had now started working for a politician. The politician he was working for was not from our locality but from Mumbai.

I was 20 years old at that time and studying engineering. My college was not in Mumbai but in Nashik. So, for about two years I was away from home. But then Facebook came around and I used to get all the local news even while living in Nashik.

One day suddenly I saw a photo on Facebook which stunned me. It was a news item shared on Facebook. It had a picture of the politician and Javed was standing with him. The news announced that Javed had got a contract to redevelop a big slum. He had now become a real estate developer. The estimated cost of the work was also written in it. It was 300 crores.

I cringed at this information. Who the hell was Javed? Ten years ago, he was just a minor thug who used to steal and now he was rolling around with 300 crores projects in his pocket.

My blood started boiling as soon as I saw that news. Here I was. I was smart and well educated. I was always one of the best students in my class. I had always been the good kid since childhood.

But still what was I about to do? I was about to work on some menial job after studies? And knowing what my brother and his friends earned, I was not even inclined to do the job. At least, I wasn’t very keen to do it.

And here I was watching a thug like Javed getting so much ahead in life. From that day I started hating Javed. Maybe it was jealousy that a thug like him has become so successful. Maybe it was because I knew that here was no other option for me except to find a job.

But at least one thing was going right for me.

I had a wonderful girl like Priyanka in my life. We both were studying in the same college. I was in the final year and she was in the first year. My friends were ragging some girls. One of them was Priyanka. I helped her a little and because of that we both got to know each other. During the next year, our acquaintance turned into love.

I finished college next year and soon got a job. Priyanka’s and my relationship were also going well. Three years later, when she finished her college, she too found a job in Mumbai and we both got married the next year. I was only 26 then and Priyanka was 22. At such a young age, I was not even ready for marriage, but Priyanka's family members had come to know about our love. To top it off, we were both in the same city. Considering this, they thought it best to get us married as soon as possible.

And thus, at such a young age, both of us got married with each other. We had dreams in our eyes and love in our heart.

But today only after 4 years I had started doubting my wife. And there was only one reason for that. It was Javed.

Mere mention of his name used to stir an unfathomable hatred in my heart.

To be honest, my life was going on well. I had a good job. I had a beautiful wife like Priyanka. Both of us had recently bought a new flat. It was mortgaged, but who can buy a flat in an expensive place like Mumbai by paying cash? But at least we had bought a flat.

But I could not shake off jealousy that I felt for Javed. I was just jealous that a low life thug like Javed was earning so much money and I was stuck in a small job. I understood that jealousy was not correct. But sometimes the heart dominates the mind. My mind used to stop working as soon as I thought about Javed.

Even jealousy was fine if it did not affect my married life. But ever since Priyanka and Javed came across each other, that jealousy had taken a new form.

And it all started about a year ago.

Our building used to organize a celebration every year at the start of the new year. Every year a political person was called as the chief guest.

Last year I was shocked when I heard that Javed was going to be the chief guest of our function. And who would tell me about this? None other than Priyanka.

Priyanka was a member of the cultural committee of our building. And every year she helped in organizing the ceremony.

She told me that this year the committee had decided that Javed would be the chief guest of the ceremony. I was not surprised. Since that 300-crore deal, Javed had progressed by leaps and bounds.

He had entered politics and had now become the corporator of our neighbourhood.

For the first time I realized how much Javed has gone ahead of us. He had stopped this petty hooliganism. He had much bigger fish to fry now and he had the political muscle and support for that.

The 300 crores deal I had read about was just one of Javed's many contracts. His business was now running in thousands of crores.

In just ten years, he had gone so far ahead of me that I could never even think about catching up with him. I knew about these things but it was strange to hear it from lips of my wife.

The way her voice quivered as she spoke about Javed clearly showed her respect for Javed. Did she know about Javed's past? Did she know that this man was also accused of a murder? She was talking about him as if he was the greatest person in the world. I felt as if Priyanka was very awed with Javed.

She kept talking about Javed for about half an hour as if he was some kind of saint. She had no idea of the effect her words were having on me. How would she know that I would be jealous of Javed?

She just kept talking and I kept listening silently. This was about a year ago.

I did not understand how the time passed while I was thinking about Javed. Suddenly Priyanka came back and I had to switch back from past to present.

Priyanka smiled at me. She had changed her clothes. She wore a red coloured nightie.

Avinash, what are you thinking about? She queried as she sat down on the bed beside me.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” Dumbest person on earth would have known that I was trying to avoid the question.

Priyanka gently held my hands and put her head on my shoulder.

“Are you still thinking about Javed? I told you that I could not find the bus. That’s why I accepted ride from him nothing else. Do not fret over that.” She gently caressed my hands and placed her lips on my cheeks.

I felt her hot breath touching my cheeks.

“I am not making a fuss, Priyanka. I am just trying to tell you that Javed is not a good man. Nothing else.” I whispered wrapping my arm around her waist.

“I also understand people, Avinash. I do not think that Javed sir is a bad person. But if you want, I will not talk to him. Are you happy now?” She smiled and gazed into my eyes. Seeing his lovely smile and her intoxicating eyes, the same thing happened which has always happened with men. I caved in and planted my lips on hers.

I picked her up in my arms and eased her on the bed. I got on top of her and for the next hour or so, Priyanka unfurled sexual heaven for me.

I simply forgot everything about Javed and surrendered to bodily pleasure.


Doubt

For the next few days, I was very busy with office work. And there was no time to think about anything else. Almost a month passed like this and I had completely forgotten about Javed.

But after a long time, finally I got some time.  So, I decided to call Priyanka and ask her to come home early. I called Priyanka but her phone was busy. I tried it again two or three times, but her phone was busy again. I had lunch and called Priyanka again. It was busy this time as well.

I could not understand to whom she was talking for so long. There was only person who she could talk to for hours. It was her mother. Apart from her, there was no one with whom she used to talk for so long. Suddenly a thought flashed in my mind.

I immediately pulled out my phone but then put it back.  Then I picked up the desk phone of my office. I took out Priyanka's mother's phone number from my phone and dialled her mother.

The bell rang for a few minutes but her mother did not answer. After waiting for two minutes, I once again called her mother and this time she answered.

“Hello? Who is speaking?” I heard her tender voice.

“Hello, I wanted to talk to Prabha Joshi.” I did not talk to her on the phone that often. So, I knew that she would not recognize my voice.

"I am Prabha Joshi. Who are you? She asked probably taking me a sales caller.

“I am speaking on behalf of Airtel. Our company had made a special plan for you. I had called you to inform about it.” What else could I say? I just made this flimsy excuse.

“No, I don't want it.” She disconnected the call without slightest sign of courtesy. Well, what did I care? I did not want to talk to her either. All I wanted to know was whether Priyanka was talking to her or not.

And now I knew for sure that she was not talking to her.

Now once again I called Priyanka from the office phone. Her phone was busy again. All the doubts regarding Javed crept back in my mind again.

I finished my remaining work quickly and then came back home. By then almost an hour had passed. I called Priyanka again and this time she answered immediately.

“Where are you, Priyanka? Do you know how long have I been calling you?" I asked in a slightly louder voice.

"I am in the office, Avinash. I was talking to mom. What happened? Was there anything important?" She asked but my heartbeat stopped. The ease with which she lied to me astonished me.

“No, nothing important but today I finished my work early. So thought I will come home soon. So, I thought I would ask you if you can come soon.” I plonked down on the sofa.

A flash of anger tore through my heart, but somehow, I controlled my voice and my heart. If I told her that I knew she lied to me, it would just alert her. I wanted to know the person who Priyanka was talking with but I did not want to warn her.

"Oh no, I have some work today. To be honest, I was about to call you. I wanted to let you know that tonight I will be a bit late. We must finish our project next week. So, this week I will have lot of work." I could not understand whether she was telling the truth. Did he really have a so much work?

“Okay. Will you eat dinner in office or should I order something for you at home?” I quizzed.

“No, do not worry about me. I will eat dinner here.” I wondered how she will come back home but I did not press her.

“Okay. If it is late, call me. I will come to pick you up.” I said explicitly letting her know that even if she did not get a bus, she should call me.

"Yeah, I will see what happens. I will call you if needed.” she responded as if she was in a hurry.

′′Yes okay. Bye. “I hung up the phone. But shadow of suspicion had fully infiltrated my mind.

I desperately wanted to know two things.

Who was the person with whom she talked for so long?

And did she really have work in her office?

I looked at the clock.  It was 5 o'clock. My mind was working fast. I could simply hack her phone and find out her call details.

I work in IT Security. So, it was not a big deal for me. There are lot of software which after installing on the phone can give complete information about the phone, SMS, location and even WhatsApp message details.

Information like messages received on her phone, the calls received on the phone and made from the phone, when did it happen, on which number, for how long did the call last, phone’s location on the map, everything can be found.

But for that first that software must be installed on the phone. Priyanka's phone was not with me.  That is why I knew that I would not be able to install any software on her phone.

But there was one more thing for which no software was required. It was the location of the phone. Without any software, I could find out where Priyanka's phone is.

And for this Google has a website. Not all people know this but I knew this. The Google service is set up to find your phone if it is lost. It can tell the location of your phone within 100 meters. You just need to start the service for that.

And I had started this service for Priyanka's phone when we had purchased it. And at that time, I had also written down the password of her Google account in my phone. I took out my phone and started searching for that password in it. I was not sure where I had written down that password. But after searching for half an hour I finally found it.

I went inside the bedroom and started my office laptop and quickly went to google site and started phone location service. After that I entered Priyanka's Google ID and her password. And within a few moments I could see the location of her phone on Google Map.

Her phone was still in her office. I looked at the clock and it was almost 6 o'clock. I sat looking at the laptop screen. My heart started racing as I watched the screen for any sign of movement. But even after half an hour, the location of the phone did not change. I started feeling as if I was doubting my wife too much. Is it possible that maybe Priyanka is telling the truth and it is just my suspicious mind playing the tricks on me?

An hour passed.

Now even I was fed up of looking at the screen. I was also feeling hungry. I got up and went to the kitchen and looked in the fridge. There were some fruits and but eating fruits made me feel hungrier. So, I decided to go downstairs and come back after eating something.

I quickly put on a T-shirt and shorts underneath. I put some money in the pocket and came downstairs and then came out of the building.

There were many snack stalls outside. I walked some distance along the footpath that ran along our building. At last, I saw a Chinese stall. I sat there and ordered a fried rice. Although it was time for evening breakfast but I was very hungry. The smell of hot fried rice tickled the fancy of my taste buds.

There was no one else at the stall. So, it took him only 5-7 minutes to deliver my order. Seeing the hot fried rice made my mouth water. And I started eating.

Rice was a bit too hot so I was eating it slowly. While stirring lightly, I finished the entire plate. I gave the money to the stall owner and then started walking back towards the building. I looked at the clock and it was 7 o'clock. I did not what was happening on the laptop screen. Was Priyanka still in office? I was dying to know this. I took the last few steps almost running. I quickly entered the lift and reached the eighth floor and opened the door of our flat.

And in few moments, I was standing in front of my laptop. I looked at the screen. I could not discern it. It seemed as if the location of her phone had changed slightly. But the change was miniscule. Perhaps she had gone out to eat something. That would explain the slight change in her location.

I stared at the screen and scratched my head. But then I remembered that she never went out for snacks. There was a very good canteen in her office and she always used to eat there. So, I could not understand where she was. But one thing was absolutely crystal clear. She was not in her office but was not far away from the office either. But where? And was she alone?

I felt like going to her office and see where she was. But it was illogical.

I sat there quietly. There was no movement on the screen. I chafed at this mystery. But then a thought triggered in my mind.

What if I call the reception of her office and ask to speak to Priyanka? Will the girl sitting at her reception tell me where she is? Probably not. To tell the truth, I was sure that if anyone called the reception desk and ask such a question then he will not get an answer.

And if she had told Priyanka that someone was asking about her, then it would raise Priyanka’s suspicion.

But the next moment another thought sprung in my mind. I just wanted to know whether Priyanka had gone out to eat something or not? I did not need to ask much to know that.

I immediately picked up my phone and dialled the desk number of her office.

“Hello, I wanted to talk to Priyanka Joshi.” I spoke in a very soft voice trying to make it different than my normal tone.

“Sorry Priyanka has left for the day. Who is this?” Her question left me dumbfounded. But I recovered quickly.

“I am speaking from Mudra Capital. She had promised that she will fix one of our problems today but we are still facing the same problem. So, I had to talk to her about that. Is there anyone else besides her who I can talk to?” I continued nonchalantly. I wanted to know if there were other people in the office too. Especially Priyanka's special friend Mitali. She always used to stay with Priyanka. They both used to eat food together.

"Sorry I do not know that. You can call Priyanka's cell phone if it is urgent. “I felt as if she herself wanted to close this call and run back home. I wanted to know whether Mitali is also with Priyanka but maybe she will not be able to tell me that.

“No, it is okay. I will call her tomorrow, Thanks. But if she comes back, will you ask her to call me?" I threw another bait and wondered if she will bite. And by sheer luck, she did.

“If she comes, I will let her know, but I do not think she will come back. She left with her bag and purse. But you call her tomorrow.” I felt as if something was stuck in my throat.

“Yes, it is okay. Thanks. “I quickly hung up the phone. My mind was in a whirl.

There was no doubt that Priyanka lied to me about work. And now she was somewhere else at 7 o'clock. But with whom? If she was with someone in the office, then there was no need for her to lie. But she lied to me and was sitting at some other place near the office.

I shook my head with deepening suspicion. Who was she with? I took a deep breath and then decided that I would have to keep an eye on her phone. I had to watch her.

I am not sure why but emotions overcame me. My wife was lying to me. I lay down on the bed and closed my eyes. I do not know why but I just blanked out.

I was probably too tired. I just fell asleep on the couch. When I woke up, I looked at the laptop screen again and Priyanka's location was still the same. It had been almost two and a half hours and Priyanka was at the same place.

I was going crazy with anger and jealousy but my mind was also telling me that I should act calmly. I should get more information about this and then decide what to do.

I kept thinking about it and finally I decided what I had to do. First, I had to install that spy software in Priyanka's phone. I could do that tonight. I just needed Priyanka's phone for few minutes. Priyanka was sound sleeper. I could install the software at night as soon as she fell asleep.

Second, I had to make sure that Priyanka should not suspect me. She should not feel that I doubt her. So, I decided not to talk about Javed.

I started working and tested 5-6 software on my phone and finally decided on one software. It was a bit expensive but with that I could get everything from Priyanka's phone. Now I just had to wait for Priyanka to come and then for her to sleep.

I closed the laptop and started the TV. It had a film on but I was not interested in it. Somehow, I watched for some time and then fell asleep after some time.

After that when I woke up it was 11 in the night. Priyanka was not come home yet. I opened the laptop again and saw Priyanka's location. Now it was changing.

I kept watching it for some time. I was sure that she was in some vehicle. Was she coming in Javed's car again?

Within a few moments, I realized that she was now coming towards our house. When I saw the distance from that location to our house, I realized that Priyanka would reach home in just 5 minutes.

And at the same time, I also realized that from our window I can see the bus stop where Priyanka always gets off the bus. But what if she comes by auto or taxi? In fact, at this time of the night, I was sure she would not get a bus. But if she hired auto or cab, she would come at the first gate of our building because from there our wing is just 2 minutes away.

If she came by bus, I was not interested in that. I wanted to know if she would come in Javed's car? And for that I just had to watch the first gate of our building.

I immediately got up and ran to our bedroom window and peered down. Gate number 1 was clearly visible to me even from the eighth floor. My heartbeat raced. I took a deep breath and waited anxiously. Every moment seemed like an hour to me. I felt as if my head was exploding.

And then the moment for which I was waiting finally arrived. But not in the way I had expected. An auto stopped in front of the gate and Priyanka came out of it. She gave the driver some money and then she came inside the gate and started walking towards the lift. I immediately backed away so she could not see me. Then I quickly went out and I opened the laptop and closed its location and put the laptop back in the bag.

And then I went back to the bedroom and lay down on the bed.

After some time, I heard latch key clicking and then sound of the door opening but I did not get up. I did not want to talk to Priyanka. If I had done it, I might have said something that would have let her know that I have doubted her and I did not want that at all. I was too perturbed to talk to her.

So, I decided to pretend to sleep quietly.

Priyanka came inside after a few moments and switched on the light. I realized that she saw me sleeping and then she went back. After some time, I felt her body lying beside me.

I pretended to sleep. She also fell asleep hugging me.

I opened my eyes at 1 in the night. I was not able to sleep but Priyanka also did not sleep for a long time.  Finally, I woke up at one o'clock and once again bowed down and looked into Priyanka's eyes. She was really sleeping.

I went to the other side of the bed and lightly picked up Priyanka's phone and then sat on the bed. Priyanka's back was towards me.

Slowly I opened her phone. A faint light spread in the bedroom. I kept watching her for a few moments. Priyanka did not wake up, then I first went to the Play Store and installed the software.

I copied every setting in her phone just like I had done for my phone in the morning.  At last, I hid the icon of the spy software so she will not know that some new software was installed on her phone.

It was done. My heart was racing as I looked back at her to make sure she was still asleep. She was.

Now I could access her phone from anywhere.

Then I checked her phone call history. Her mother's number was in the list all right. But it was not there at the time when I was calling her. It was after that.

But at the time when I called her, there was no number at all. It could only mean one thing. She spoke to someone and then deleted that number from the call history.

Why would someone delete any number from call history? Was it because she was talking to Javed? I immediately checked her contacts. There were some contacts starting with J in it but there was no contact named Javed. I went through all her contacts in the next few moments but I did not see any strange number or name.

But now I had a way to know every number she called or received call from.

Then I also saw her WhatsApp. There was nothing fishy there. Then for the next half an hour I kept checking her Facebook, Instagram and some other apps, but I could not find any clue that proved that she was in touch with Javed.

Again, I started doubting myself. Am I thinking too much? Maybe Priyanka was telling the truth and Javed really gave her a lift because of the rain?

But then she was talking to someone else and she lied to me. I locked her phone and put it down and came to the kitchen thinking.

After drinking a glass of water, I came to the bathroom and then went to bed next to Priyanka. She slept snoring in a low growling voice. Her long black hair was spread over her back. Her lips were slightly parted and her chest was rising and falling with every breath. She looked even more beautiful while sleeping. I could not believe that I was suspecting her.

But again, I could not get her lie out of my mind. And anyway, after working so hard, I had already installed that software on her phone. I tried to convince myself that I am not doing anything wrong. I am just trying to find the truth. I touched Priyanka's lips once while running my hands lightly on her cheeks.

Was I unnecessarily doubting my wife? I was getting worried about it. I felt elated and depressed at the same time. I kept thinking about it. I felt mentally exhausted. After some time, I fell asleep.

When I woke up the next morning, it was quite late. First, I went to the washroom. I came out of the bathroom rubbing my eyes and found Priyanka sitting on the sofa.

′′What's the matter? Don’t you want to go to office today? It is 9 o'clock. You have been sleeping for so long.” She smiled as she ran her hands through her long hair. I sat next to her.

“I need to go but I can go late. When did you come at night? I was so tired that I did not even know when you came.” I hugged her and wrapped my hands around her.

“Yes, I got very late in office. There was a lot of work.” I looked at her. I almost wanted to call her bluff but I reined my feelings in. I had no interest in showing my cards so soon. I wanted more information. I kept quiet.

"Do you want some tea?" Priyanka got up and asked as she walked towards the kitchen. I nodded looking at her.

′′By the way, what is going on in your office? For how long will you be late like this? I worry about you when you come alone so late in the night.” I bellowed so she could hear me.

"Oh, you do not need to worry so much. I will come by auto. I will be late for just a few days.” Priyanka came back with tea. She sat next to me on the sofa and handed me the cup.

I took a sip of tea and looked at her. She was looking at me lovingly. I could not understand why she lied about talking to her mother.

"If you want, I can come to pick you up." I finished the tea and put the cup on the tray.

"Darling, I told you that you don't need to worry. I will come. " She bowed down slightly and planted a kiss on my cheek and smiled. If I did not know for sure that he had lied to me about his mother's phone call, I would have melted at the sight of her smile.

“Okay. But if it is getting too late in the night then call me. I will come.” I picked up the trey and went to the kitchen.

After some time, we both went to our respective offices. For the next ten to fifteen days, I went through the entire history of the software. I used to check it every hour but could not find anything. I could not understand how this could happen. I once again started thinking about the events of that day.

That day Priyanka's phone was busy for a long time. When I asked her, she said that she was talking to her mother. Her call history showed her mother’s phone number, but the time of the call did not match the time when I was calling her. Her mother's call was after I had called her. And the duration of her call with her mother was very short, maybe 10 minutes while I was trying to call her for almost an hour.

And above all there was no call in her call history when I was trying to call her. She had deleted that call from call history.

This was the thing that was bothering me most. Why would she delete one specific call from call history?

But on the other hand, I was scanning her phone completely for last fifteen days and I could not find anything wrong or even remotely suspicious.

Was I wrong?

I did not have much work in the office. My first project was over and I had got a new project. But the new project was not fully started yet. So, for the next one month, there was only one hour's work and the rest of the time I used to sit idly in the office.

It is said that an empty mind is the house of the devil. Was this happening to me? Was I worrying over nothing?

As I kept thinking, my phone rang. When I saw, I had received a new message. I opened the phone It was message from my mobile phone company. They had generated my new bill for last month. I put the phone back down after reading the message and at the same time it crossed my mind.

I must have received Priyanka’s mobile bill as well. Both her and my phone numbers were registered in my name. I had bought both those numbers together. So, her phone bill also used to come in my email and all the details of every call made from her phone used to come in that bill. If someone had called her, then that number will not be in the bill, but if she has called someone, then every information about that call will be in the bill.

I quickly opened and checked my email. Priyanka's phone bill had also arrived on my email two days back. I opened it with a beating heart. On the top of the bill, there was summary. As I scanned the bill, I found the complete details of each of her calls at the bottom. I took out my phone and found the date and time on which I got her phone busy for an hour.

Then I checked the phone details of that day and that time. I found her mother’s number but about an hour before that there was another number. I saw that call time and duration again. I was astonished to see it. Priyanka talked to someone in that call for about an hour. I wrote down that number on a piece of paper with trembling hands.

Later I started seeing the full bill more properly. Priyanka talked on that phone almost every day. The talk was never more than a minute except that day but every day there was talk. But after that day again Priyanka did not call on that number.

I felt as if after that day Priyanka had stopped calling on that number. Was it Javed's number? My heart was in my mouth.

I picked up my phone and saved that number in my phone with the name of test. Then I opened WhatsApp and started messaging that number. As soon as the screen of the message came, I also saw the DP and name of that number.

The name was Sameena Khan. There was a photo of a very beautiful woman in the DP and I knew who she was. She was the wife of Javed Khan. Why was Priyanka talking to Javed Khan's wife? And even if she was calling her why would she want to hide it from me?

But it somehow calmed me down. At least she was not talking to Javed. It was a matter of relief for me. But still I it rather strange that Priyanka was talking with Javed's wife and she was hiding this fact from me.

Was it possible that the number belongs to Javed and he just put his wife's name and photo on it? And Priyanka is talking to Javed?

It was very easy to find out who has that phone. I just had to call on that number. I immediately picked up my phone and dialled that number. The phone rang and kept ringing for a few moments. Then a thought came to my mind. I immediately disconnected the call. If there is an app like true caller in that phone, then that person will immediately know my name.

But now it was too late. At least my missed call will be visible on that phone. I panicked. I should have gone out and called from a landline. I sat on the chair and at the same time my phone started ringing. I was getting call back from the same number. I did not understand what to do.

The phone kept ringing. At last, I finally answered the phone. A woman's beautiful voice came from the other side. And at the same time my courage left me.

I disconnected the phone and started sweating even though I was sitting on the chair inside the AC room.

I did not know it at the time but the owner of that voice was about to change my life.


Sameena

I sat there frozen for a long time. I could not understand what Priyanka and Sameena could talk for so long. But then something happened which I feared. The next moment my phone rang and I saw that I was getting a call from the same number.

I was a little scared. I did not answer it. But once again the phone started ringing loudly. At last, I mustered enough courage to answer it.

"I know who you are but just wanted to confirm it. You are Priyanka's husband, is that right?” She barked in a sharp voice. The sharpness of her voice almost floored me. I could not answer.

′′Hey are you dumb? You are Priyanka's husband, aren't you?” This time she asked in a loud voice. I managed a weak yes.

"Wow. Are you afraid even to tell your name?" She chuckled.

"No, I just don't know you.” Even I could sense the timidity in my voice. I could feel drops of sweat accumulating on my forehead.

"If you don't know me then why did you call?" Her throaty laugh buffeted my ears.

“I heard Priyanka talking to you. But how does she know you?” I responded hesitantly.

′′So go and ask your wife. Why are you calling me?" She was a loudmouth. There was no doubt about it.

I mumbled something inaudibly.

“What are you blubbering about? You wanted to know why your wife was talking to me, right? Come to my office. I will tell you. I will send you the address right now.” With these words, she disconnected the call.

I was in utter shock. I got up and wiped the sweat off my forehead. Then I heard a beep. It was message tone from my phone.

Sameena had sent me her office address.

And along with the address, she also sent the Google location of her office. I just tapped it with my finger and google map opened displaying the location of the address.

Just one look at it and I realised that this was the same location in which I had seen Priyanka’s phone for two hours that day.

The location was very close to Priyanka’s office. I looked at the phone.

I could not understand what to think. It meant Priyanka was at that address for about two hours that day. And she lied to me that she was in the office.

Was Javed also there that day?

And what was Priyanka and Sameena's relation with each other?

But one thing was sure. Priyanka was hiding something from me. And there was only one way to find out what it was.

I put the phone in my pocket and then came downstairs. And in 10 minutes I was racing towards that address on my bike.

The address was just next to Priyanka's office. I parked the bike on the side of the road and then started looking towards the building in front. It was a very tall 15-16 storey building. I took out the phone and checked once again at the address Sameena had sent. The name of the building was correct.

When I turned back and looked on the other side of the road, I could clearly see Priyanka's office building. It was at 200-300 meters.

That is why I could not see much difference in Priyanka's location that day. I went towards the gate and showed the address from the phone to the security guard at the gate.

He asked me to enter my name and phone number in the register and placed a pen in front of me. I picked up the pen and started writing the name in the register.

"Whose office is this?" I asked the guard after writing down the name and number.

“It belongs to some Javed Khan. He has an office here. Who do you want to meet?” He closed the register and put it away.

“I want to meet him regarding a job. I was given this address by a friend but did not tell me about the owner. ′′ He looked at me suspiciously.

“I do not know about the job. Only 5-6 people come there in a day. One is his wife Sameena Madam and the other one is Madam Priyanka Madam.” I almost shot up like a rocket.

"Priyanka madam?" I feigned innocence.

“She is helping Javed sir with some work. Every day she comes with Javed sir in his car and leaves after 2-3hours. But I do not know about any job. You can ask at the office.” He pointed towards a building with his finger.

“You go there by lift. The 15th floor is Javed sir's and there is only one office. You cannot miss it.” He leaned back in his chair comfortably.

I took a deep breath and then started walking towards the building. It was a long way from the gate to the building. There were green trees and flower beds everywhere. I walked inside the door of the building and then pressed the lift button.

Next to the lift was the name and block number of every office in the building. When I saw the 15th floor, the name written on it was Sameena Enterprises.

The lift was now on the 15th floor. So, while waiting I started looking around when I saw a receptionist lounging behind a desk. I strolled towards her and tapped lightly on the desk.

She looked up and smiled.

" Yes sir?" Her smile was very beautiful.

“I wanted to meet Priyanka madam at Sameena Enterprises. Do you know whether she is in?” I just wanted to see how many people here knew Priyanka. And I got the answer immediately.

“Priyanka madam is not in yet. She always comes with Javed sir. I do not see his Mercedes. If he is not here then Priyanka Madam will not be there either.” My head was spinning. The security guard knew that Priyanka comes here with Javed. This receptionist also knows that she comes here with Javed. They both call Priyanka as Priyanka Madam.

“My friend had told me that he has a job.” I played the same card again.

“Oh ok. But regarding the job, you will have to meet Sameena madam. Priyanka madam just does some special work for him.” I do not know what happened to her but she suddenly stopped. Perhaps she realized that she was talking too much.

“Yes, what happened? Why did you stop suddenly?" I asked but I also understood what she wanted to say.

′′Oh nothing. I was just saying that Sameena madam decides everything. Priyanka madam just comes in the evening with Javed sir and then leaves after 2-3 hours. So, I don't know if she will be able to decide about the job or not.” But it was enough that she knew Priyanka.

“My friend told me to meet Priyanka Madam, so I mentioned her. If I want to meet her, at what time do I need to come?” I persisted with my line of questioning.

“She does not have any fixed time. Sometimes she comes in the morning, sometimes in the afternoon and nowadays she comes around 5 in the evening. But I think you would be better off meeting Sameena madam.” She leaned forward and smiled.

“Okay. I will meet Sameena madam. She is in, right?” I leaned forward on the desk.

“Yes, she is in.” Suddenly I heard a ding. It was the lift.

“Just one last thing madam. How long has this Priyanka madam been working here?” I asked the last question while running towards the lift.

“It must have been a year.” I took a deep breath and then went to the lift.

Priyanka was coming here for one year. Every day she used to come with Javed in his car and used to go back with him after 2-3 hours. I was feeling dizzy. I felt darkness in my eyes. For the last one year my wife and Javed were having an affair and I was not even aware of it. I loved Priyanka so much and here she was, cheating on me with a thug like Javed. How blind could I have been?

I pressed the button for the fifteenth floor and the lift started moving up. But I kept thinking.

Priyanka had met Javed only a year back. Were they having an affair since then? What did Priyanka see in Javed that she started cheating on me? Was it his money? Was it his political power?

Javed was 14 years older than her. What did she see in Javed? Tears started rolling from my eyes.

But I did not have much time. The lift had reached the 12th floor. I quickly wiped my eyes and looked at myself in the mirror. Taking out the handkerchief, I wiped my cheeks and eyes once again.

And then I came out on the 15th floor.

There were two different offices. The same name was written on both. Lights were switched on in both the offices. Both offices were guarded by white coloured glass doors opening on both the sides. The offices looked posh.

I took out the phone and confirmed the address. It mentioned only 15th floor was written but no office number. I was confused about which office to go to but then my problem was solved on its own.

A man came out of a side door. He was looking at something on his phone.

“Hello, I want to meet Sameena madam.” I beckoned him.

He looked at me. He had a long beard. He looked about 30 years old. He wore a typical Muslim Skull on his head and Pathani kurta pyjama covered his body.

"Who are you?" He looked at me with sharp eyes. His voice was rude.

“My name is Avinash. I spoke with Sameena madam some time back. She asked me to meet her here.” I replied showing him Sameena’s number on my phone.

′′Sameena madam is inside.” He said pointing towards the door.

Then another man came out. He looked at me and then looking at that other man raised his eyebrows. The man put a finger on his mouth and told him to keep quiet.

“Go on. You can go inside. Sameena madam is waiting for you.” I nodded and went inside.

Then I heard giggling from outside. They were laughing. And then I heard something.

"He is the idiot whom Sameena madam had bullied on the phone. Do you know Priyanka madam?” One voice asked the other.

“She is the item of our Javed sir, isn't she?” The other man responded.

“This idiot is her husband.” The other man burst out laughing.

His crude laughter stirred a flash of anger in me. I was pissed off. But there was nothing I could do. I swallowed down my frustration. Ignoring their derision, I went inside the office.

There was another door on the other side. I heard melodious sound of a woman’s laughter from inside. I tapped on the door with my fingers.

“Give me one minute.” It seemed as if she was talking to someone on the phone.

"Come in. The door is open.” Her tone of her voice had suddenly changed. It sounded much more authoritative.

I pushed the door lightly and then went inside. There was a big desk inside and a beautiful woman was sitting on the chair behind that desk. She put her hand on the phone and then queried me.

" Avinash?" Just a word. Nothing else. I nodded in concurrence. Without saying anything, she pointed to the chair placed on the other side of the desk and started talking on the phone again.

“Listen Sharma, I do not care for your loss. All I know is that you were going to give me 2 crores and I want that. You are asking for a week's time. I will give you one week. But after that I do not want any excuses. You do know that Javed has 5 cases of murder against him, right? Next time, I will not call you. I will send Usman and Suleman.  If you have the money then give it to them otherwise, they will bring you here. And I will not be responsible for what happens after that. Just keep the money ready.” She barked in a shrill voice and hung up the phone.

I sweated even in the AC room. I had come here to find out and confront Sameena about my wife and Javed's affair, but upon hearing the way Sameena had lambasted that man, my zest for confrontation cooled down a bit. To top it off, there were those 5 murder cases of Javed.

I realised that a showdown was probably not the best approach against such people. I already knew that Javed is a thug and on top of that now he had full political protection. So, it was better to work with a little understanding here.

The next moment Sameena looked at me and smiled.

′′So, Mr. Avinash in person? How are you.” But her smile and question seemed to be mocking me.

"I am fine. ′′ I answered almost robotically. She burst out laughing.

"Well, if you are fine with your wife sleeping with my husband, then why are you here?" Her sharp eyes seemed to pierce through my soul.

I did not say anything and lowered my eyes. I did not know where to begin. She leaned back comfortably in the chair.

"There is no need for your timidity. We all are adults here. What is the matter? Tell me. You wanted to talk about your wife and my husband, didn't you?" I had never felt so awkward in my life and she seemed to revel in my awkwardness.

She grinned as she relished my unease. Then she shook her head.

“You cannot handle one woman. Look at my husband. He has had 20- 25 already and yet he is getting crazy about your wife.” Suddenly her eyes turned moist. I could not understand it. Was she jealous of Priyanka?  She drank some water from a glass kept on the table.

"I don't know what to do.” Sameena started looking at me. I raised my head.

“What can you do? Your wife is crazy for my husband. And my husband for your wife. Now I have no problem with Javed's unfaithfulness, but what about you? Are you ok with this?” She kept staring at me.

′′No Sameena madam.  That is why I came to you.” I said a little surprised. When she leaned back a little in the chair, it creaked slightly.

“Look Avinash, I am a Muslim woman. We are groomed since childhood that if your husband takes another woman accept it. You will even have to take her in your house and live with her. “She put down the phone and then straightened the chair.

“I have been in love with Javed since he was under 20 and I was in teens. He is my aunt's son. Since then, I have been watching him parading one girl after another. He was a man whore but I still loved him. I married him.” There was a strange pain hidden in her voice.

“He was a small thug when I married him. When he went to jail, I supported him. I supported him at his worst. I saw him hanging out with the girls. I saw everything but remained silent because I loved him. I had only one condition. He had to keep is buffoonery outside my home.

I could see tears welling up in her eyes. For the first time I felt as if she too was in the grip of a pain. Her bullying, her pride, arrogance had all gone away and now she was just a helpless woman whose man was in the arms of another woman.

“I do not know what magic your wife has. He dances to her tune.” I sensed hatred in her eyes.

“But Sameena madam, this is wrong. Javed courted my wife. I have seen with my own eyes him when he was fawning over Priyanka.

Sameena laughed bitterly.

“Leave it Avinash. Are you talking about that function in which Javed was roaming around with your wife? I know. But that was just the beginning. After that I can prove to you how your wife seduced Javed. You have no idea but your wife is very charming. She is femme fatale and she seduced my husband.

Suddenly Sameena got up from the chair.

“Let me show you the exploits of your wife.” She walked around the desk and gestured me to follow her. I got up from the chair and followed her.

We went out through the glass door and then went inside the second office just opposite to the first one. It was not an office as I thought inside it. Rather there was another door inside which was locked. Sameena opened that lock with a key and gestured me to come inside.

I looked inside and was surprised to find that it was a huge 4 room flat.

“This is Javed and your wife's love nest. Javed had bought this entire floor in the second month after meeting her in that function. He gave that office to me and kept this flat for having fun with your wife.” I shuddered feeling cold gripping me.

We were in the outer hall. There was a sofa, TV, two chairs. The entire flat was decorated. And there was a picture on one wall that chilled me to my bone.

It was picture of Javed and Priyanka. I remembered it very well. How could I forget it? It was the same picture that someone had taken on their first meeting in the function in our building.

In fact, Priyanka and I had a fight because of this picture. We fought because she had displayed this picture as her WhatsApp profile picture.

Javed and Priyanka were standing very close to each other. Priyanka wore a golden coloured saree that day. She had tied her hair and had put Gajra in the hair. She wore a sleeveless blouse and she wore was a beautiful gold necklace around the neck. Her lips looked stunning in red lipstick. She was looking very beautiful.

But the striking thing in that picture was something else. Javed was standing behind Priyanka and his one hand was on Priyanka's bare arm and the other hand on her stomach. He was a little bent because he was much taller than Priyanka. No other woman in the entire building had taken a photo with Javed. It was just Priyanka.

I kept staring at the picture. She had enlarged it and framed it.

“Are you jealous seeing your wife with Javed like this? It is not as if Javed had requested this picture. Your wife asked someone to take this picture with Javed.” I could not reply.

What could I say? She was right. The whole affair started with this picture.

I just nodded.

“Come let's go inside.” He strolled ahead. I followed her. There was a kitchen on one side.

′′Look at it. Madam has better kitchen here than me.  You do not eat non-veg, right?” I shook my head.

“Madam cooks everything here.” I looked inside the kitchen. It had every kind of gadget. Even we did not that much stuff in our kitchen.

“In a month, your wife started cooking such good non-veg that Javed forgot to eat my food and just started licking your wife's fingers. I do not know what magic she has in her little fingers.” Sameena's irritation was clearly visible on her face and I was going crazy with jealousy.

"She comes here every day?" I asked with a heavy heart. I was feeling so gloomy.

Yes. Earlier she used to come in the morning before going to office. And now she has started coming in the evening. But for the last one year, almost every day Javed and she spent at least two hours here.” I felt a lump rising in my throat.

It was worse than my wildest nightmare. Priyanka was not just having an affair with Javed. She was living a second life with him as his wife. That life may be of two hours only, but she was living that life with some other man. He had a flat. There was a kitchen. She used to cook for him.

“Sometimes she cooks for him here. All the furniture here, fridge, oven, fan, everything was chosen by Priyanka. Javed has not given me this much freedom even to me. Everything that came to our house came as per Javed's wish." Now I was slowly understanding Sameena's story.

Was she jealous of Priyanka? I could not believe it but I was feeling a little sympathy for her.

But what sympathy could I offer her? I myself was a victim of this affair. The jealousy that I was seeing in her eyes was burning my heart as well.

"She will not come here now, will she?" I suddenly asked nervously.

“No, not now but will come at 5 in the evening with Javed. Are you scared of your wife?” She is cheating on you and you are scared?” Sameena was back to laughing again.

I looked at the clock and it was 4 o'clock.

′′Let us go inside.” She pointed towards the bedroom and we both entered the bedroom in a few moments.

There was a different story here. There was a big king size bed on one side of the room. Here too everything was like a normal home. Wardrobe, AC, Bed.

But what struck me like a thunderbolt was upper part of each wall. It was filled with pictures of Javed and Priyanka.

Priyanka was wearing a different saree in each picture. The hairstyle was also different. Javed also looked very stylish. Priyanka had decked up in amazing makeup for each photo. It was clear that each photo was taken by a professional photographer. It looked like someone's wedding album.

′′This was also your wife's idea.” Sameena pointed towards a photo. I looked at it carefully and it blew my mind away.

In that photo, Priyanka and Javed were in each other's arms and not just that, they were kissing each other's lips. I shuddered with rage and jealousy. I knew about their affair and still it was a whammy e to see them kissing like this.

"Does it hurt?" Sameena asked with a smile.  I looked at her and nodded and started looking at those pictures again.

She was wearing a different saree in each picture and I had never seen a single saree in them.

"Has Javed bought all these sarees for her?" I asked pointing to the pictures.

“Don’t ask Avinash” Sameena rolled her eyes and then took a deep breath.

She went towards the wardrobe and then slowly opened the doors of all the cabinets. It looked like a horde inside. Two walls of the room were covered with wardrobes and each wardrobe had clothes and ornaments.

I was stunned to see it. There must be at least 100 sarees. And after that, I glanced into the other side of wardrobe and my jaw drooped.

It contained Priyanka’s lingerie. There were at least 30 sets of bras and panties. Each one very thin and colourful. Each one meant to show her curves than to hide them. At home, Priyanka used to wear only white and black and here she had enough to open a boutique.

“Your wife spent 15-20 lakhs on these sarees and lingerie. Each saree is at least 20000 - 30000.” Sameena caressed a saree.

“She comes here with Javed. Then Javed tells her which saree to wear. Your wife wears both inner and saree as per Javed's choice. Sometimes she cooks otherwise you already know what they would do.” Sameena kept looking at me with a grin on her face.

"But how do you know all this?" I asked wondering why she did not put a stop to this.

“Because I am not blind and stupid like you.” Her words pierced my heart like an arrow.

“From the day I saw that photo, I hired men to keep an eye on both Javed and Priyanka. I thought that Javed would have fun with Priyanka for 5-6 months and then drop her like every other girl. How wrong could I have been?” I could feel her anguish in every word.

“But that did not happen. With each passing day, Javed got more enamoured of Priyanka. He started bringing it to our home as well. I decided it was enough. Javed and I had a fight and after that I finally allowed him to keep Priyanka in this flat. Since then, both started coming here. And all this happened within a month. Your wife is a sweet-talking bitch who ensnared my man.” I did not understand.

“Why are you telling me all this now? You could have told me earlier.” I stood close to the wall of the wardrobe.

“Because they have crossed my limits. Both have lost their mind.” She barked angrily.

"What happened?" I felt as if someone had placed weight on my heart.

"They want to get married.” I almost hit the roof. It felt as if someone had hit my head with a hammer.

" What?" I could only muster one word in response.

“Ye. That is why I decided to tell you everything. Talk to your idiotic wife and talk some sense into her. Because I have tried. She will not listen.” She raised her hands helplessly.

I was still in shock. It seemed as if my whole body was stiff. I could not lift a finger. My body and mind had become numb.

Sameena got up and gently squeezed my hand.

“Look Avinash, if Javed and Priyanka were having fun here, I had no objection to their relationship. If Javed wants to keep a mistress, so be it. I had accepted his infidelity even before marriage. But if he wants to bring Priyanka into my home and make her my equal, then I will not accept that at all.” Her face was blazing with anger.

"But what can I do about it?" I felt so helpless and fragile. My question was idiotic but now I could not think of anything. It was result of duress.

“Avinash, your home is falling apart. Your wife is going to leave you and become another man's second wife and you are asking what can I do? Have you gone mad?” She snarled at me angrily.

“Confront your wife. Claim her. She is your wife. You will be the biggest loser of this affair. What have I got to lose? Priyanka will be Javed’s second wife? I told you Muslim women are groomed to accept thing like that. Priyanka and Javed already have another home. They are not married but apart from that, they live like a married couple anyway. I do not care if she comes to live with me. But you will be left alone. To top it off think about the shame and dishonour you will face in the community.” Suddenly I felt cold creeping up my body. I started sweating and suddenly felt dizzy.

"Sit here on the bed. I know how big a shock it is for you, but you must think about it now.” Sameena supported me and made me sit on the bed.

I sat down and took out a handkerchief and wiped the sweat from my forehead.

My panic turned into resentment and then anger.

“Priyanka cheated on me. She mocked my trust and love. I loved her beyond reason and what did she do?” I started yammering in disbelief but that was all that came out of my mouth. Then I held my head in my hands and started sobbing inconsolably.

Sameena slapped me lightly on the back.

“Stop all this drama. Go home and talk to Priyanka after she comes back. I will send their pictures to you. Use them and confront her. Till now you only suspected her but you did not have any proof, right? I will give you proof. You must talk to Priyanka. Can you do that much?” She put her hand on my shoulder.

I could not believe it but her touch gave me a new lease of life. I nodded. I made up my mind and stood up.

“That is all that is needed.” Sameena smiled and patted my back in encouragement.

“I am sending all these photos to your phone. Go home and confront Priyanka after she comes. Tell her that he must stop all this nonsense and leave Javed.” I nodded yes.

Then we both got up and came out of the flat. I wished her good bye and then came back downstairs.

After some time, I came back home and started waiting for Priyanka to come.

But little did I know the drama that life was laying out for me. Or to be honest, the drama Priyanka, Sameena and Javed were laying out for me.

I was about to learn it later. But right now, all I was thinking about was to confront Priyanka.


Confrontation

As soon as the doorbell rang, I stood up from the couch. I looked at the clock. It was ten o'clock in the night. I opened the door and as I expected, Priyanka was standing outside. I opened the door, and she came inside without a word.

I turned back and looked at her angrily, but she was busy taking off her sandal. I found it strange that she was wearing a black saree and sleeveless blouse. But I knew that in the morning she went to office wearing salwar kameez.

I kept staring at her, but she did not even look at me. It was almost as if she was ignoring me. She removed her sandal and then went towards the bedroom quietly.

I followed her into the bedroom.

“Are you coming back from office?" I deliberately started with this question.

“Yes, of course. Where will I come from? I had gone to the office. So, I will come back from the office" She smirked at me.

I was finding her behaviour strange. All of this seemed strange. I was expecting her to feel guilty. Instead, her calm and cool demeanour was putting me off.

“But you went to office wearing salwar kameez in the morning. Where did this saree come from?” She gazed at me and then plopped down on the bed.

He stretched her body, and my eyes froze on her chest.

“Avinash, why are you behaving like this? Yes, I went to office wearing salwar kameez. But we were going to have a photo session in the office. So, my colleague Mayuri lent me her saree for some time. I was going to return it to her today, but it was late. So, I kept it for the night. So, I came back wearing saree. It looks great on me though, does it not? I was thinking buying something like this.” She adjusted the edge of her saree and slid it below her chest. For a moment, I was distracted by lovely sight of her plump and full breasts. But immediately, I remembered how easily she was lying to me with a smile. I could not believe how easily she was lying to me looking straight in my eyes.

"Is that so? Mayuri gave you the saree? How much will you lie, Priyanka? Aren't you ashamed?" Suddenly my anger boiled over. I went up and slapped Priyanka on her cheek.

Priyanka stared at me shocked and then she started crying bitterly. She lay down on the bed and started crying.

"Oh, please Priyanka. Do not give shed those crocodile tears. You did not feel like crying when you were having fun with Javed, did you?” I could hardly contain my rage as I screamed angrily. She kept on crying like that for the next few moments. I continued to blow off steam. But after that something in Priyanka changed.

Priyanka turned her face, stared at me and then she stood up. She had the same anger in her eyes that was burning inside me. Did she even have any right at all to be angry? She was the one who had cheated on me.

She stared at me and wiped tears from her face.

"I am glad you found out. I wanted to tell you but could not find enough courage to talk to you.” She wiped the tears from her eyes and then picked up her purse.

“What could you say Priyanka? What is left for you to say now?" I barked angrily looking at her.

“There is a lot to say Avinash. It is not pretty but there is a lot to say. Well, how did you come to know?" She picked up her phone from the purse and put the purse back again on the bed.

Now she was completely calm. She pointed towards the bed and asked me to sit down. I do not know why but I felt a strange sway and authority in her voice. I sat down reluctantly.

"You must stop this nonsense right now." I raised my finger and wiggled in it in front of her face.

"Nonsense? Avinash, this is not a nonsense. This is my life.” She replied looking straight into my eyes. I could not help but feel as if this was not my life.

"And isn't it mine? who are you kidding? What are you doing with Javed? Earlier I just suspected you. Now I have no doubt. I saw everything. I have seen the building near your office and your love nest in it.” The lack of any kind of response on her face surprised me. It was almost as if she was expecting this.

“You met Sameena?” She asked, raising her eyebrows. I did answer it directly, but my hesitation gave Priyanka the answer.

Priyanka moved towards me and put her hand on mine. I looked into her eyes. I felt as if there was a pain in her eyes.

“Avinash, forgive me. But I cannot live this double life anymore. But the truth is that I have started loving Javed.” She lightly pressed my hand. I looked at her and shook my head.

"Priyanka, what are you talking about?" Upon hearing her words, my anger evaporated, and strange fear took over my heart. love? How could Priyanka use words like love for a goon like Javed?

“I am telling you the truth, Avinash. I also know that this is wrong, but the heart wants what the heart wants. I even tried to break this relationship many times, but every time Javed pulled me towards him.” She looked in my eyes as if she were searching for my soul.

"Priyanka, you used to love me. What did you see in Javed that you cheated on me? How much have you changed in the last one year?” My pain probably reflected in my eyes. She softened up a bit but her sentiment did not change.

“Yes Avinash, I have changed a lot in last one year. I had changed the day when I saw Javed for the first time. I had seen him while getting down from his BMW. You asked me what I saw in Javed? You are a man. Of course, you do not see in Javed what I can see. You will feel the same. But I am a woman and if you see from my point of view then Javed has everything. He has money. He has stature. He has physical strength. He has political power. He has everything that you do not have, Avinash.” My eyes flashed with anger.

"Then why did you marry me? You should have married him.” I angrily forced her hand away.

“Now it is my fault that I met him after marriage?” I could not believe that she was laughing. My life was falling apart, and she was laughing. Was there any feeling of love for me left in her heart?

My nostrils were swollen with anger, but I was not able to speak.

"But now that you have asked, I will tell you." She raised her arms and removed her hair clip from her hair. She opened her long hair.

“You showed me so many dreams in college. I thought you were from Mumbai. You belong to a good family. You said we will go to US. We will settle there. What happened? Nothing. Instead, we are rotting here in Mumbai in this heat.” She lightly dabbed her forehead with the edge of her saree.

"Priyanka you also know why we didn't you go to US. You also know that my visa was rejected. Otherwise, I was very keen to go there for a long time.” But Priyanka shook her hand in front of my eyes.

“I don't care about that Avinash. I married you with so many dreams just by trusting you. What happened? Nothing. Forget about the US. You are roaming around in a car. I have been begging you for a call for so long. Did you buy me one?” She questioned me as she ran her hands through her hair.

I could not believe this conversation. I was going to confront her about her affair with Javed. Instead, she was laying this guilt trip on me. Instead of admitting her mistake, she was attacking me and justifying her affair with ridiculous reasons.

"Priyanka, That does not mean that you go and sleep around with anyone.” But perhaps this response angered her even more.

"Avinash, Keep your mouth shut. I do not warm up his bed. I do not sleep around. We love each other.” He glared at me angrily and for a moment I felt a little scared.

"What did you think? Is it just about the sex? Javed makes me happy. The way you never made me. That's why I went with him." She continued to eyeball me.

“You were so cheap about buying me that car. Javed gifted me a BMW the first time I mentioned it to him. And he also gave me a driver. For last one year I used to go to office in the car he gifted me. I used to leave home and then used to go till the bus stop, but after that Javed used to send a car for me. He used to drop me at office and later drop me back at home at night. If you loved me so much, then why did you not do this for me?” Her words pierced my heart like an arrow.

"Priyanka, you have cheated me and instead of accepting your mistake, you are blaming me for it. “She was making me feel as if her affair was my fault.

“Yes Avinash, it is your fault because you never took care of me. You never praised me with a single word. Before marriage, you used to follow me like a puppy. But after marriage, you just stopped. It was as if you did not have any feelings for me. You stopped giving me any attention and Javed gave me that attention. He complimented me. He sent me flowers ten times in the office. Do you know how much did he chase me? I turned him down 10 times, but he just kept at it. In the end, I fell for him.” Was that supposed to cheer me up?

“Priyanka this is not right. Yes, maybe I do not appreciate you like before because now you are my wife. I do not need to impress you, but it does not mean that you start sleeping with someone else.” I deliberately avoided warming the bed.

Priyanka shook her head lightly.

“Avinash, you never made me happy. I was just silent for so long. You shattered all my dreams. I wanted to go to US. I wanted to get my own car. I had dreams and I could not even pursue them because of you.” I could not believe it. She was just laying it all on me.

"And what about Javed? Are you going to US with him?” I barked at her angrily. But her shrill laugh smote me like a sandbag.

“I do not need to go to US with him. He has so much money that he can give everything to me right here.” I seethed with anger as I noticed her smirk.

"We also have lot of stuff. We have a flat. We have a car. We have jobs. Doesn’t it mean anything to you?" I tried to contain my anger. Priyanka seemed to have gone beyond reasoning.

"Avinash, forget about it. You cannot even keep me happy in bed.” Priyanka said rolling her eyes. And this thing hit my heart. It was the last straw.

"Don't talk nonsense, Priyanka." Now it was getting out of bounds. She had crossed a limit.

“I am not talking nonsense Avinash. I am just telling you the truth which I had kept hidden in my heart for so many years.” She rolled her eyes and glared at me.

"Yes, now that you have found Javed, you can find a thousand flaws in me." I felt like slapping her.

“Avinash, I do not see any flaws in you after meeting Javed. You always had those flaws. That is why I went to Javed. If you could keep me happy, I would have never gone with Javed.” This was not a confrontation anymore. We were fighting and she was attacking me with dirtiest means possible.  She was directly attacking my manhood.

"But you never said anything till you met Javed." I retorted angrily.

"Yeah, because I cared about you. I loved you and I didn't want to hurt you." She gently pressed my hand and bent towards me. I do not know why but I could see a pain in her eyes too. I almost felt as if it pained her to say this.

"And what about now? Don’t you love me anymore?" I asked in a low voice. For a moment I felt as if the relationship between husband and wife was awakening once again.

“I do and that's why I am talking to you Avinash. If I had not, I would have eloped long ago with Javed.” She slid forward and then hugged me.

I could not figure it out. It was all muddled up. On one hand I was very angry with her but the warmth of her body also weakened me.

Priyanka gently caressed my back.

"I'm sorry Avinash. But I was really not happy with you." She caressed my hands lightly and turned away from me.

Looking into my eyes, she started speaking further.

“When I am with Javed, it seems like I am in heaven. I never had that feeling with you. I just felt like we were going through motions in the bed. We were just doing the same thing again and again." I shook my head and stared at her in disbelief.

"Priyanka, What do you think? Do you think I am enjoying this conversation?” I was feeling that she was just making this up as we went along.

“Yes, but what should I do Avinash? How long can I keep my feelings bottled up? I am not happy with you. It is as simple as that." Suddenly her emotions disappeared from her voice. She felt remote and cold.

"And you are very happy with Javed, are you?" My nostrils flared up with anger.

"Yes Avinash, I am very happy with him." She bellowed and this time the volcano of my rage erupted. I went ahead and slapped her hard on the face.

He glared into my eyes and then caressed her cheek lightly.

"You can't bear the truth, Avinash." She got up and picked up her purse. Then still staring in my eyes, she started going out of the bedroom door.

"Where are you going bitch?" I ran after her and tried to clutch her hand. But she jerked my hand and pushed me back with her hands. I fell back.

"Now I am a bitch for you, am I? Very well then. I came here to have a reasonable conversation with you. But if you want to lower yourself in the gutter and name calling, enjoy your alone time.  I am leaving." She hollered and walked out of the door.

I also got up and ran after her and held her hand once again.

“Leave me Avinash. Don't make a scene here."  She tried to release her hand lightly but I had a firm grip of her hand.

"Am I making a scene? You are the one flirting with Javed and I am making a scene? Do you have any shame?” I said forcefully twirling her hand. My anger was going through the roof. Priyanka shuddered with pain.

"Leave my hand Avinash." She used her left hand to slap my wrist. But then something happened that forced me to leave her. The loud ding of the lift alerted me. The next moment the lift door opened, and I let go of Priyanka's hand.

Our neighbour Mrs. Sharma came out from the lift. She looked at us and then looked at Priyanka.

“Hey Priyanka, you are looking very beautiful in saree. Is there any special reason why you wore the saree today?” She looked at Priyanka and smiled. She had a bag in her hand.

“Yes, it was an office function.” Priyanka replied lightly and then looked at me.

"You look great. So, are you going to office now? It's too late." She looked at us with strange look on her face.

“Yes, the function is a bit late. I am leaving now.” Priyanka replied as Mrs. Sharma fumbled with her bag.

"Avinash, aren’t you going with her?" She asked looking at me and I got a little flustered. I did not understand what to say. I was not ready to go anywhere, so I could not even lie to her that I was going.

"No, it’s her office function, isn't it?" I replied hesitantly. But it was clear from my voice and face that something was wrong. Mrs. Sharma probably could not believe my words. She continued to stare at her.

"It's too late, Priyanka. Take care, Priyanka." At last, she waived her hand at Priyanka, turned and went towards her flat. But taking advantage of that opportunity, Priyanka entered the lift, and the door closed before I could do anything.

By the time Mrs. Sharma had gone inside her house, Priyanka's lift had already reached the ground floor. Disappointed, I just kept staring at the lift panel. I was in such a state of shock that I missed the second lift as well, but it took me a minute to understand that.

The loud ding of the third life broke into my mind and I immediately went inside and went down pressing the button. I came out of the lift quickly and started looking for Priyanka, but I could not see her anywhere. Where could she have gone so soon? Only two minutes would have passed between her and me reaching the ground floor.

Then I looked towards the gate of our building and saw the security guard there. After thinking for a moment, I ran towards him.

"Was there a lady here just now?" He was slouching comfortably in the chair. He looked up at me and then stood up.

“Yes, a woman just left from here. She wore a black saree.” He pointed towards the gate.

"Where did she go?” I hurriedly asked.

"I don't know where she went, but she went in a black car." He replied as he scrubbed his scruffy beard.

"Black car?" I mumbled almost as if I was talking to myself. Was it Javed’s car?

"Yes sir. It was parked here for a long time. That woman came here just two minutes back. She sat in the car as soon as she came and then the car drove away.” He pointed to the place where car was parked.

"Who else was in the car?" I asked thoughtfully. My mind was in a whirl as I tried to make sense of the situation.

“It was dark outside, but I think there was only one person in the car.” He seemed to be struggling to stay awake. It was quite late.

"How did he look?" I was dying to know if she had left with Javed.

“It was not clearly visible in the dark but he was quite stout and tall. He wore a sherwani. It was black and he wore a skull cap.” I was blown away by the description. Did Priyanka go with Javed?

I immediately took out my phone and took out Javed's photo from his Facebook profile showed the picture to him.

"Yes, this was the man." He nodded as he looked at the picture. His response was firm. There was no trace of any doubt in it.

I took a deep breath. It was as if my head was going to explode. I was in no condition to think anything. Suddenly my body was sweating. I started feeling cold.

The guard stared at me queerly. Did he know that Priyanka was my wife? Or did he not even know me?

I turned back without even thanking him and walked towards the lift. I felt as if the guard's eyes were fixed on me. The lift was right there. The door opened as soon as I pressed the button, and I walked in. My whole body was trembling. I could feel drops of sweat on my forehead.

The lift reached the tenth floor, and I went back to the flat. I closed the door and then I called Priyanka. The phone rang but she immediately disconnected the phone. I tried it again and the same thing happened again. After the same thing happened after the third time, I got a message from Priyanka.

“I am with Javed. I am so angry right now. I do not wish to speak with you. I will call tomorrow after I have calmed down. Do not try to call me right now.” So, there it was. If there was any doubt at all, Priyanka had cleared it. I felt angry.

Ignoring her message, I tried calling once again. But this time I got response that her phone is switched off. I angrily threw the phone and slumped on the couch in despair.

What had happened with my life? I was so happy just a year ago. But had Javed taken away all my happiness. He had snatched away my wife from me. My head was bursting with hatred and anger, but there was also a feeling of helplessness in my heart. What could I do?

Nothing. I sat there holding my head in despair and started thinking about Priyanka's infidelity. I wanted to take a knife and cut them both into pieces.

But I still had no choice but to sit quietly.

I just lay down on the sofa. Tears started flowing from the eyes. My heart was in agony and my mind was drowned in sorrow. I just lay there motionless on the couch.

What will I do with Priyanka and with Javed? I did not understand how an hour passed. My cheeks were wet with tears.

Then after few moments I remembered one person who could probably help me.

The only person I could think of was Sameena, Javed's wife. She was the only one who could possibly send Priyanka back.

I picked up the phone and dialled Sameena's number. The bell rang and kept ringing for a while. But she did not answer.

After waiting for a moment, I called again. And this time she answered. But her response unexpected.

“What happened Avinash? Why are you calling me so late in the night?” I could sense anger in her tone. But her anger could not be more than mine.

“What happened? What happened? My world is screwed up, and you are worried about me calling you late?” My anger poured out like lava flowing out of a volcano.

"Yeah, I know. Your world at my house. She came here with Javed just now. Your wife is in my home. Till date Javed never had the courage to bring any woman here and today he has stepped into my house for the first time with another woman. It is not just your world that is getting screwed.” She barked back and I calmed down a bit. At least I knew about Priyanka's whereabouts.

"Yeah, I know. I felt as if Priyanka was deliberately fighting with me. It was as if she was just looking for an excuse to quarrel and go with Javed. When she left here, Javed's car was parked outside our building. As if he was waiting for her. I came after her in just two minutes, but by then she had already gone. When I asked the guard, he told me that Javed's car was standing there for two hours.” I narrated my story and for the first time I realized how Priyanka had cheated me.

She had planned all this with Javed. Javed was waiting for her.

"Aren't you even ashamed of yourself? You were at home and your wife has run away with my man right under your nose? Go and drown yourself in a teacup.” She laughed.

I felt it strange that she laughed. On one hand she was upset about Priyanka's arrival and on the other hand her laughter had a different meaning.

“I tried a lot to stop her but at the last moment our screwed up everything.” I tried to clarify but it did not help.

“Yes, let it be. You are hopeless. Your wife has eloped with Javed in front of you and you are blaming the neighbour.” I sensed the same sharpness and mockery in her voice that I had felt the first time we met.

I tried to say something, but Sameena cut me off brusquely.

"Do you know? Your wife is going to sleep with Javed tonight. When Javed asked our maid to prepare the guest room, I thought someone would be coming. How do I know that the guest would be your wife? When I asked him who was coming but he did not tell me anything. Just left the house.” I could hear faint sobbing. I said nothing.

“And it is not just that. Javed has also got his clothes in the same room. He has his bed sheet, brush, in that room. Your wife is sleeping in our bed with my husband, in my house, in front of me and you are blaming the neighbour. You are so useless. I prevented this for 1 year and you managed to do it in one day and send your wife rushing to my house.” She almost screamed in rage.

“Sameena what could I have done? She left with Javed in the blink of an eye.” I spoke as if I was asking for forgiveness from Sameena. As if this was all my fault.

"What could you do? If you had slapped her first time you knew about her affair, none of this would have happened. What' is the use now? Let it go. I will have to do something. I will think of something." she said loudly.

"What will you do?" I asked casually.

"I said I will think about that. Now hang up the phone and go to sleep. I will call you after two or three days.” Once again, she barked at me as if I were the only one responsible for all this.

"After two or three days?" I replied hesitatingly.

"Yes, should I throw your wife out now?" she asked mocking me.

"Yeah, now you can if you want, right?" I put the ball in her court but at the same time I heard someone laughing loudly from Sameena's phone. But it was not Sameena's voice.

But I had no doubt whose voice it was. It was Priyanka. She was laughing.

After that Sameena also laughed but only after that Sameena tried to silence her by shouting. I was taken aback. It meant Priyanka and Sameena were in the same room. And the way Sameena was laughing, I doubted whether her anger real.

On one hand she was screaming at me and blaming me for Priyanka’s presence in her home. But on the other hand, she was probably sitting with her and laughing.

I could not understand what Sameena was doing. Was she toying with me? Did she even want to help me?

"Leave me alone for couple of days. I will try to talk some sense in your wife.” And then without even giving me a chance for answer, she disconnected the call.

I kept saying hello for two moments but then I realized. I threw my phone in anger.

My mind was spinning. I could not sleep whole night. I kept thinking. How was it possible that the moment I caught Priyanka, she left me and went with Javed to his home? I felt as if they had planned this together. Otherwise, why could Javed wait for Priyanka outside the building?

I was awake all night just thinking about this. Finally, at 5-6 in the morning, I fell asleep but only because my body and mind could not take anymore. I was exhausted.

I was so tired that I could slept till 12 o'clock. When I woke up, I had no desire to go to office.

I looked at the phone. There was not a single call from Priyanka.

Why would she call, right? She was busy enjoying with her boyfriend.

I was hungry but did not feel like eating anything. I picked up the phone and tried to call Priyanka once again, but her phone was switched off. After thinking for a moment, I called Sameena as well. But her phone was also switched off.

My body was breaking down. I could not understand what to do.

I did not feel like eating anything, but I was also hungry. First, I picked up the phone and sent a message to my boss that I will not come to office today due to ill health. Then I went to the kitchen.

There was some milk and bread lying in the fridge. I poured some milk in a cup and ate two bread slices with milk. I was drinking water after keeping the cup in the sink when suddenly my phone rang.

I ran as fast as I could. My heart was pounding hoping it was Priyanka, but it was Sameena.

"Hello" I answered.

"Avinash, Why are you calling again and again? I told you not to come before two or three days. Why are you behaving like an idiot and bothering me?” Sameena's shrill voice resounded in my ears.

"Oh, I am so sorry to bother you madam. But my wife slept with your husband, and I reckoned it was urgent for me. But of course, you always think I am an idiot I guess.” It was not as if only she could mock me.

“I am not calling you an idiot. It was your wife.” She laughed crudely once again.

“Yes, give her the phone. I will talk." I also replied angrily.

"She doesn't want to talk to you. I told you to come after two or three days. Give me some time." She tried to explain to me but now I was beyond her sweet talk.

"Yes, but I want to talk to her. Give her the phone." I raised my voice.  I heard Sameena talking to someone. Was it Priyanka? Yes, she must be talking to her.

And the next moment my wife's voice came in my ears.

"Avinash, I have already told you. I do not want to talk to you. Don't you understand? Priyanka’s voice appeared cold and distant. It did not have anger like yesterday. She sounded aloof and detached.

"Priyanka, come back. Do not throw tantrums. You have been cheating on me. You have been acting strange ever since you met Javed. You do not appreciate me. You do not love me." It tried to be as calm as possible, but I could not hide the trace of anger in my voice.

“Avinash, slapped me yesterday. I am your wife. I will not tolerate you abusing and slapping me.” Her voice appeared calm but stern.

“Yes, you are right. You are my wife. Then behave like my wife. Why are you in Javed’s home? “Priyanka remained silent for a moment.

"Avinash, I told you yesterday why I am not happy with you. I have lived with you just for the sake of our marriage. But yesterday I just told you the truth and you slapped me. But still, you want to talk? It is fine by me. But it must be on my terms. And these are my terms. Come back after two or three days. We will talk." It raised my anger further.

“Why after two or three days? So that till then you and your boyfriend can enjoy? You are my wife. I will not wait for even an hour. I am coming in half an hour to pick you up. Tell him.” I was upset and could not think much.

"Avinash, Have you lost your mind? I do not even want to talk to you, and you are coming to pick me up?" But now was beyond listening to all this.

"Yes, say whatever you want. Till now I was relying on Sameena to talk some sense in Javed and send you back to me, but now I cannot do that. So now I must do it. Tell your boyfriend and Sameena. I am coming.” I roared but her laughter managed to drown my enthusiasm.

“What will you do after coming here? Will you even be able to enter the house? There are four personal bodyguards of Javed and ten men stand outside the house. If you do any drama in front of Javed, they will thrash you.” Priyanka's laugh pierced my heart like a needle.

"Yes, I will see about that." I replied haughtily but I also knew that Priyanka was right.

"I know you very well Avinash. You have no guts. You are a coward. When I told Javed that you slapped me, he wanted to come and teach you a little lesson, but I saved you. And you know what, I had to please Javed for that although I cannot say that I did not enjoy it." Perhaps the bitch opened every hole of her body for Javed.

"Yes, I will see him too." I said once again.

"Avinash use a little brain. You cannot control me. Leave it. You want to talk to me, don't you? Come here. His men will allow you inside. But remember that you can meet me because I am allowing you to meet me. If you try to force me even a little bit, Javed and his men will pummel you so hard that you will remember for the rest of your life. So do not create too much drama. I will tell Javed." Without waiting for my answer, she disconnected the call.

I looked at the phone. But my little tantrum had achieved something. Now I could go and meet Priyanka. But little did I know that it was going to be the worst day of my life.


At Javed’s home

I already knew the address of Javed's house. He lived just 15 minutes away from our house. The area was entirely made of slums, but inside it he had built a huge bungalow. I had heard that he had spent at least 5-6 crores for building it. The bastard had all the black money in the world and my wife was having an affair with such a pig. Just the thought disgusted me. I do not think I ever hated any other man so much.

I got dressed and then took my bike and went towards Javed's house.

There was a railway gate between our area and Javed's area, which used to close for some time when the train arrived. I had to wait for 15 minutes at the same gate. But finally, I crossed over and reached Javed's house. I put the bike under a tree and then got down and went towards his bungalow.

And at that moment, for the first time, I realized the truth of what Priyanka had said. It was not that I did not know about Javed's power and money earlier. But for the first time I was seeing that power with my own eyes and not on any Facebook page.

It was a huge gate. I could see five or six vehicles inside the gate. There was a small garden in the front. And after that there was a huge bungalow.

The bungalow had two floors. The door of the bungalow was open but there was a crowd of people standing there. They all looked like hardened criminals. What could I expect?

When I rang the bell at the gate, everyone looked at me. But no one moved an inch.

But soon, a security guard came out of his cabin. He looked at me and gestured with his hand and asked what do you want?

“I want to meet Javed.” I said pointing towards the bungalow. He looked at me like someone looks at a beggar.

"What do you want to meet for?" He asked after spitting a betel leaf from his mouth.

“It is personal work. Tell him that Avinash has come. He knows me.” I think he never met someone who called Javed by first name. He looked at me as if I were a ghost.

“Sir does not meet anyone without taking an appointment. First you will have to talk to Javed Sir’s PA and make an appointment.” He shook his head.

"Don't you understand? I said no. Javed knows that I am coming. My name is Avinash. Tell him that I have come.” I raised my voice a little, but it got me an unexpected result.

Another voice came from inside the bungalow.

“What happened Dara? Who is that?” I turned my head towards the voice and saw a stout man staring at me from inside. He must be at least 6 feet 2 inches and he looked very strong. He wore sherwani like Muslim men. There was tobacco in his.

“I do not know Usman sir. He says he wants to meet sir. Nowadays anybody and everybody comes and wants to meet Javed sir.” The guard answered with a knowing glance at me.

I noticed that the man started walking towards the gate with 4 other men. Within two minutes all the four men were standing in front of me on the other side of the gate and were staring at me. I looked at him.

The other men were also similarly stocky. One wore a skull cap on his head and the other two wore sherwani.

"Who are you? What do you want?” The man named Usman asked me brusquely. The exhilaration that I had felt when coming here turned to trepidation. How could I fight with a 6 feet wrestler? I changed my tone and added a touch of politeness.

"Yes, I wanted to meet Javed." I said lowering my voice.

"Did the guard not tell you? No one can meet Javed sir without an appointment. And what do you mean calling Javed sir by name? Do you have any manners? You will call him Javed sir, is that clear?” He glared at me.

“Yes, but I have known Javed since childhood. So, it is just a habit.” It was true. Even though I did not know him since childhood, I had always heard his name as Javed. My brother and his friends called him Javed.

“It was a different time, but now at least we should learn some manners, shouldn't we? Javed sir is a powerful and influential man now. Do you understand?” He spat on the floor and stared at me.

I said nothing.

"Why do you want to meet him?" He queried as he wiped his lips with his fingers.

"It was a bit personal." I did not want hired thugs like these men to know that Priyanka is my wife.

“If I allowed anyone with this kind of excuse, Javed sir will kick me. It does not work like this. You must tell me clearly the reason, otherwise you can walk back to the hole where you came from.” He smirked at his colleagues.

I could not understand what to say.

“Javed sir knows that I am going to come. If you want, you can ask yourself. My name is Avinash.” This time I added sir in front of Javed.

"Wait a minute. I will ask.” He took out his phone and called a number. He talked on the phone for a moment and then hung up the phone without saying anything. The conversation was over within just a minute.

“I spoke with Javed sir. He said that he is still at work. You will have to come later.” I felt as if he did not even talk with Javed. It seemed like he was just toying with me.

“I can't come later. I must talk to him now." I said a little arrogantly.

“Hey, you idiot, don't you understand what Usman sir said? He asked you to come later.” Now another man put his hand on my shoulder and pointed outside.

"Watch your manners." I tried to remove his hand from my shoulder, but he kept holding it tightly.

“Will you teach me manners now?” He caught hold of my collar. I tried to get rid of his hand as much as I could but failed.

I did not understand what was going on. Priyanka had said that I can come. So, what was this? But then something happened that shook me.

“Usman, who is it?” A loud voice came from bungalow, and we all looked in that direction. On the other side, Javed stood inside the door of the bungalow. But this was not the thing that shook me.

My wife stood next to Javed.

She held Javed's hand and Javed's other hand was on my wife's waist. I took a deep breath as I tried to contain myself.

“Javed sir, I don't know who this idiot is. He wants to meet you. I tried to explain that you do not meet anyone without appointment, but he does not listen. On top of that, he is trying to teach us manners.” Usman laughed and Javed also joined him in mocking me. But it was Priyanka's laughter that broke my heart. It felt as if someone had stabbed me in the heart.

Javed's thugs were talking about me as if I were beggar and my wife was laughing at their words. Had she really gone that far away from me? Was her love for me a complete lie?

"Leave it Usman. Send him in." Having said this, Javed went inside holding Priyanka's hand.

"Go inside. You are lucky that Javed sir came otherwise we break the hands and legs of those who teach us manners. Got it? Go inside.” He slapped me lightly on my cheek.

I looked at him angrily.

"Do not eyeball me asshole. I will gouge them out.” He put his hand in his pocket, took out a knife and pointed it at me. I was scared and went inside the bungalow.

There was a big space inside. I was standing in it. There was a big corridor in front of me and then after that there was a big hall of the bungalow. The corridor had a huge swing supported by ropes and mounted on the ceiling. Javed and Priyanka sat side by side holding each other's hand on the swing. Sameena sat on the other side of Javed and all three were smiling.

Priyanka was now wearing another yellow saree. Her hair was open and slightly wet. It seemed as if she had just taken a bath. She wore a black sleeveless. The cloth of the black-coloured blouse was very thin. Inside the blouse, she wore a completely white coloured bra, and I could see it clearly because blouse was very thin. I was pretty sure that even she knew that her bra was visible from the blouse. The entire cup and bra strap was directly visible.

"So? Speak Avinash. What did you want to talk to me?" Priyanka stared at me. There was a strange smile on her lips which was making me restless. At the same time, Javed put his hand on Priyanka's waist and gently pulled her towards him. She bowed towards him lightly and then she put her head on Javed's shoulder. She pressed her fingers in Javed's fingers. But her eyes were still fixed on my face as if she wanted me to her holding Javed’s hand.

“Priyanka, what are you doing? Come home with me right now." My anger burst forth like a volcano.

"Home? And with you?" Priyanka laughed. And after that Sameena also laughed. Javed's other hand was on Sameena's waist.

"Avinash, Are you sure you want to take her home? Even after knowing that your wife has been sleeping with Javed since last year. Oh, forget about Javed, even I have seen your wife naked many times. Will you still take her back? What kind of man are you, Avinash?” Sameena continued taunting me.

But Priyanka's laughter hurt me more than her taunts. And from her next sentence.

“I tell you what kind of man Avinash is. He is a man who cannot keep his wife happy even in. “Priyanka rubbed salt on my wounds. I could not believe it.

Javed was just listening to all this and was smiling lightly. As if this was going on for his entertainment. I could not utter a single word. I was too shocked to speak.

“So, Avinash, say something. Will you take back such a wife back again? She is such a slut. Look how shameless she is. Look at her, wearing such a blouse in front of another man.” She pointed towards Priyanka's blouse and unmistakably visible bra.

“Sameena, he will take me back. He will lick my feet and beg me to come back with him. I know why he will do it and become a wimp. If everyone comes to know about my relationship with Javed, then how insulting and humiliating will it be for him? And not only for him but for his whole family. His parents will die of shame when they hear that their daughter-in-law is sleeping with Javed. Is it not, Avinash?” Priyanka winked at me. But even as she looked at me, her fingers were unbuttoning the buttons of Javed's sherwani.

"Priyanka, I understand everything, but don't think even for one minute that I will tolerate this bullshit.” I pointed my finger at her.

“Fine, then do not tolerate. Did I call you to come here? You came to pick me up. Go on then.” Priyanka gestured me to leave with the other hand. I could not believe that it was my wife who had loved me so much in college. What had become of her?

And what about Sameena? Till yesterday she talking about sending Priyanka back to me? Was she with him now? Wasn't she jealous seeing Priyanka touching and feeling her husband like this in her house?

"Priyanka, you used to love me." I tried to touch her heart. She looked at me lightly.

“Yes, Avinash I used to. I do not do it now. People change. I have changed after getting Javed's love. “And after that she did something which dispelled all my doubts about how far away, she had gone from me. She got up lightly and then sat on Javed's lap and put her arms around Javed's neck.

She bent down and then she rested her juicy lips on Javed's lips. Javed also started kissing her lips, but eyes were looking into mine and he had a smirk on his face as if he wanted to show me.

Javed was caressing Priyanka's bare waist and her bare arms with his hands while kissing her. As they kissed, Priyanka moaned and shuddered. I helplessly watched my wife in the arms of Javed kissing his lips.

After doing this for a few moments, Javed's hands started groping Priyanka's big breasts. Priyanka moaned lustily. She broke the kiss and then turned and sat on Javed's lap and faced me but it did not stop Javed. Javed’s hands continued to roam all over my wife’s body.

Javed put both his hands on her breasts, and he started rubbing them lightly.

“Do you still want to take me with you Avinash? Can you live with the knowledge that Javed’s lips and hands have touched every inch of my body? Do you still want me back?" She leant back and put her head on Javed's shoulders.

She closed her eyes and started biting her lips lightly with her teeth. I had no doubt that she was completely aroused now. And I saw the reason for that the very next moment. Javed had pushed one hand inside Priyanka's sari between her thighs. I could see her saree moving lightly.

I looked at Sameena helplessly.

"Samina, you told me that you were upset about Priyanka being here. Talk to Priyanka?”  I pleaded with Sameena but she looked at Priyanka and Javed.

“How naive can you be, Avinash? I told you and you believed me? We did all this drama together. We wanted Priyanka to tell you about her and Javed’s relationship, but she could not muster up the courage. So, all three of us did a little drama together so that you would come to know all this on your own and there would be no need for Priyanka to tell you. That’s about it." She got up and then went behind the swing and stood behind Javed.

I just kept looking at her.

“As for Priyanka, she is like my younger sister. I have no problem if he stays in this house as his wife or even lives in another flat. Isn't it Priyanka?” When she pressed Javed's shoulder with her fingers, Javed took his hand out from between Priyanka's thighs.

Priyanka looked at Javed disappointed. But then she replied looking at Sameena.

“I have been calling you sister ever since I met you.” It seemed as if they had written these dialogues.

I was looking angrily at all three of them but Priyanka and Sameena were laughing at me.

“Look at it this way, Avinash. Priyanka’s life is set with Javed. If you do not take her back, she will just marry Javed and she will stay with us. Yesterday all three of us slept in the same bed. But then we will spend every night together. But you will be alone. We are not even talking about humiliation yet. So, think about it.” Sameena pointed to the chair in front of the swing and asked me to sit.

To be honest, I was almost numb after hearing Sameena. I did not know what to say or what to do I. was shell shocked by Priyanka's behaviour. I was trying to recover but was failed.

I just stood there but then Priyanka also asked me to sit. I finally sat on the chair looking into her eyes.

Sameena once again came and sat on the right side of Javed. Now she was sitting in front of me. Javed sat back and Priyanka too did so. She sat in Javed's lap.

Sameena bent forward and looked in my eyes for a moment. Then she started speaking in a soft voice.

“Look Avinash, whatever happened earlier, no one has control over it. Now there is no point in making a fuss about that. The question is what will happen next.” She held my hand lightly. When I looked at Priyanka, Sameena slapped me lightly on the cheek and drew my attention back towards her.

"Do not look at her. Priyanka agrees with me. Let us just say that Priyanka is speaking through me.” I felt cold and shivered as if Sameena’s every word was extracting heat from my body.

“Priyanka will remain your wife but only in the eyes of the world. But she will not have any physical relationship with you. On top of that, Javed can take her with him whenever he wants. and not just that, Javed will have right to sleep with her in your house whenever he wants.” Sameena's sharp eyes and words pierced my heart. They were tearing my heart apart.

"Priyanka is my wife and she will remain only my wife." I raised my voice, but Priyanka's answer destroyed me.

"Avinash, you probably don't understand. I do not want to be your wife anymore. But just to save your honour, I am willing to act like your wife in front of the world. You will retain your honour and I will keep my relationship with Javed. If this is not acceptable to you, then I want divorce from you." Priyanka said lightly kissing Javed's lips as if she was showing me the future.

But her kiss triggered something in my mind. I stood up and jumped towards Priyanka.

“Bitch, the moment you get another man, you throw me away like waste paper. You are flirting with this bastard.” I pulled her hair and pulled her hard. Priyanka shivered with pain and fell.

I started pulling her but at the same time Javed also stood up. He pushed me and I fell.

“Son of a bitch. Can't you understand what Priyanka is trying to say. She does not want to be with you. Still, she is talking to you only to save you blushes and humiliation. And you are raising your hand on a woman?” Javed kicked me and I groaned in pain.

“Priyanka saved you yesterday. I wanted to smack you when she told me that you had slapped her but Priyanka stopped me. Not anymore.” He kicked once again and this time he hit me in the stomach.

I tried to save myself with my hands but failed.

“You piece of shit. You are screwing my wife and then you are kicking me for trying to take her back. Bastard." I got up and I tried to push him, but he did not even budge. He was a six feet and 120 kg and probably my strength was not enough.

He caught hold of my hands and once again kicked me and this time I rolled back.

“I did not chase your wife, but your wife was after me from the first day we met because you could not satisfy her. Who wanted to take photo with me? It was your wife. Who called me first? It was her. Your wife sent me friend request on Facebook. Your wife sent me a message on WhatsApp? How did she get my number?" I was sitting on the ground and Javed was towering over me.

"Ask your wife. Every time, she came on to me. Why shouldn't I respond? That is all I did." Now he moved towards Priyanka, and he wrapped her in his arms.

"Especially if she is such a hot item." He kissed Priyanka's lips, but his hands were caressing Priyanka's ass.

After pressing her buttocks few times, he once again turned towards me. I stood up but now I did not have the strength to fight this battle. And the strength was not because I was defeated by the body.

I was heartbroken. He was not lying. It was Priyanka who took that photo with Javed. She got Javed’s number. She was the only woman in our building who had Javed's number. Other men probably had his number but none of the women had it.

No matter what I say, but the truth was that my wife chased after Javed and not the other way round. And this truth pierced my heart like an arrow. Javed had shot that arrow right in my heart.

I looked at them in despair. Now Priyanka put her arms around Javed's neck, and she also started kissing Javed's lips. Sameena looked at them lovingly. She did not have any trace of envy or jealousy. I could not understand how a woman could see her husband in the arms of another woman like this.

I was going mad with jealousy and anger. I was feeling like I should kill Javed there. But I also understood that dreaming up a murder and killing him are two different things.

I could not kill him. Forget killing, I was not in a position even to harm him. I had no choice but to helplessly watch Javed kissing my wife.

And what do I say? How could I blame Javed when I knew in my heart that my wife had seduced Everything Javed had said was true. I had a fight with Priyanka once about why only she had Javed's phone number.

I had even removed Javed's number from her phone once, but he had taken Javed's number once again. She also chatted with him on Facebook several times. I came to know all these things later.

Why would I blame Javed when my wife was the culprit? She was not a victim. She was the perpetrator.

And now he was kissing Javed as if I were nothing for her. In front of me, she was deliberately sucking Javed's lips as if she were doing it just to see me.

But after a few moments they broke their kiss and Priyanka turned towards me.

But it was Javed moved the conversation along.

"Why are you standing here now? Get out of here. Priyanka will not come with you. If you want to take her, then you must accept Sameena’s condition. But even if you accept them now, Priyanka will stay here for two days. If you accept them then call her. After two days I will send your wife to you.” Javed was laughingly taunting me.

I was looking at both angrily.

“What are you glaring at, Avinash. I belong to Javed now. I do not want to live with you, but I am willing to cut you a deal just to save your honour. Let me know if want the deal, otherwise I will stay here with Javed. Let me know in two days.” She got up and so did Javed.

"Come on Javed." She looked at Sameena as if she was inviting her as well.

“Yes Priyanka. But before we go, you have a score to settle. Have you forgotten?” Sameena pointed towards me.

"Oh yes, I forgot." Priyanka let go of Javed's hand and then she walked towards me.

Before I could understand anything, Priyanka slapped me on the cheek. It all happened so fast that I did not even understand.

“This was for slapping me. Do not ever make the mistake touching me again, otherwise next time I will break your hands and legs and send you to the hospital." I stared at her with utter disbelief. I caressed my cheek. My eyes were red with anger, but I kept quiet as I noticed Javed and his goons.

"Now get out of here." Sameena came towards me and pushed me.

“I will remember everything Priyanka. What do you think? Do you think I will let you get away with this? You will regret this.” She started laughing.

“Yes, remember it. Do whatever you want. Now get out of here.” She held Javed's hand.

She pointed towards the door.

I glared at her and then went outside the bungalow. I felt like a volcano was stirring inside me. A strange fire lit up in my heart.

I had to teach my cheating wife a lesson but how? This was the only thought in my heart now.

I was not going to give up. I wanted to destroy them both.

But how? How?

And this was question burning inside my heart.


Efforts

Now it had been almost a month since Priyanka, my wife, had left me and was living with that criminal thug Javed. I could not believe that my wife had left me to become his mistress She lived in in his house and his first wife Sameena was also completely happy with this arrangement.

But I could not get out of the shock of her betrayal so easily. I do not know why but despite all this I hoped that soon Priyanka will come to her senses. I hoped that Priyanka will realize her mistake and will come back to me.

But sometimes I felt as if my love had blindfolded me. And sometimes I felt that because of my love for her, I hoped against hope that Priyanka still loved me, and she has just gone astray because of Javed.

These two different emotions drove me in two different directions. Because of this, I could not take a firm and logical decision even after a month. I just did not know what to do next. I was confused.

I tried to call to Priyanka on the phone several times, but she did not answer my call. I did not tell my parents about this for a few days, but they had to know about it at some point.

They used to live in another flat just opposite to our flat. They often visited our home. How do you hide this from them? When my mother asked for the first time, I lied to her that Priyanka had gone out somewhere. But how many times would you lie?

After three to four days, I had to tell them that Priyanka had left me. My mother raged and raged.  Her anger knew no bounds. She called Priyanka every name that she could think of. Finally, when she cooled down, she called Priyanka's mother and told her about this.

Priyanka 's mother was also shocked to hear this news. She was not aware of this. Priyanka used to talk to her mother almost every day, but she never said that she was not happy with me.  She never mentioned Javed. It was absolutely shocking for her.

And her father almost fainted. When he recovered, he called me up. He also talked to my mother and assured her that in this case she and Priyanka's father were with me. They promised me that they would call Priyanka and talk to her.

I did not know if it would work but at least I was glad to know that my in-laws supported me.

But the very next day I got a call from Priyanka's father. Their tidings were not encouraging. He had tried to call Priyanka throughout the day yesterday, but Priyanka did not answer his call either.

He was just as angry as I was, but he was also just as helpless as I was. He apologized to me, and he wanted to try again for my sake. In the end, he said that he would come to Mumbai for a few days and would try to talk to Priyanka in person.

He had a flat in Mumbai which was lying vacant. He and Priyanka's mother decided to come and live in that flat or a few days.

Meanwhile, I was also calling Priyanka after every two to three hours, but she did not answer my call even once. Neither did she answer my mother's calls nor her mother's.

It was just too much for me.

Finally, after a day, I reached Javed 's bungalow with Priyanka 's parents. And this time Javed 's goons allowed us to go inside without giving us any trouble. It was as if they knew that we are going to come.

Priyanka came to meet us but holding Javed's hand. She did not even look at me. After few minutes she took her parents inside, but Javed asked me to just wait there.

Priyanka was inside with her parents and here I was standing in front of Javed. I wanted to stab him right here, but I had no knife.

Javed was staring at me. And I was avoiding his eyes just looking around.

Finally, after about half an hour Priyanka and her parents came out. Priyanka looked at me just once and showed me the door. Priyanka's mother had tears in her eyes, and she was lightly dabbing her eyes with her handkerchief.

Her father taped on my shoulders and then asked me to come with him. I tried to ask him but shook his head. He just told me that he would tell me everything once we reached home. I came out after glaring at Priyanka.  She did not bat an eyelid and started at me as she held Javed’s hand.

In the end Priyanka 's father told me the same thing that Priyanka and Javed had told me.

If I wanted to save my marriage, I had to accept every condition that Priyanka and Javed had put forward. This was Priyanka's message for me. Priyanka did not budge from her decision even after her parents pleaded with her. She was firm on her decision.

I was willing to forget even the fact that Priyanka and Javed had a physical relationship for a year. I just wanted to see Priyanka back in my home. I was longing for her. All I wanted was a promise from Priyanka that she will not see Javed in future, but Priyanka did not even accept this.

She had become so obsessed with Javed that she was not ready to accept even this. She wanted to continue her relationship with Javed. She wanted to marry me just for the sake of it, but she also wanted Javed to be with her. How could I accept this?

Her parents supported me in every way possible, but it was useless. Priyanka was completely besotted with Javed and there was nothing I could do to change her mind.

By now apparently the entire world knew that she was living with Javed. How long could I hide this thing?

And in this situation, now, for once, I was trying to drown my sorrows in alcohol.

I sat in a bar with a school friend of mine. He also knew Priyanka from our college days.

"Avinash, I don't understand how a simple and decent girl like Priyanka can do this to you." He raised the glass of wine in his hands and played with it.

“What simple and decent, Mukesh? What kind of decent girl sleeps with a thig like Javed? In college, I could not bear to see Priyanka with anyone. It took me 3 years to impress her, and Javed stole her from me in just a month. But see now? She is not even ashamed. It has been a year since she is having fun with his bastard. She cheated on me. She betrayed my love and trust. I do not understand what to do, man. What do I do?" I was very desperate now. Jealousy was driving me crazy.

Mukesh put his hand on my hand.

"Look my friend, I will say only one thing. You can do one thing. You can file a police case against Javed. You can file complaint that Javed kidnapped your wife." He put his hand on my shoulder. I could only roll my eyes with contempt.

“Kidnapping? Are you crazy? There was no coercion. Priyanka herself run away with him. Even if I file a complaint, the moment Priyanka says that she was living with Javed of her own free will, my case will collapse like a pack of cards.” I shook my head.

"Yeah that's right but at least you will have a case against that rascal. What are you doing now? You are crying here like a wimp and Javed is enjoying with your wife. It is better to go to the police than to sit idly like this. If nothing else, at least the bugger will feel a sting of police case.” Mukesh offered his advice enthusiastically.

I could not believe his idiotic naivety. Where did he come from?

I did not say anything but, in my mind, I laughed at him. He was talking like a child. Why would Javed be afraid of?

As it is, Javed had 15-20 cases against him. Some of them were for murder and rape as well, but no one was ready to testify against him. Everyone was so scared of him. So, he did not have a single conviction. If you have 20 cases against, you why would you care for one more? Especially so when Priyanka was with him.

Even the police did not dare to set foot in his place. And Mukesh was asking me to file a fake case against Javed. I could not decide whether to laugh or cry at his childishness.

We finished drinking and I came back home alone. But Mukesh’s words still managed to rustle up some feathers.

I could not sleep the whole night. Mukesh's suggestion was roaming in my mind. His suggestion, no matter how childish had hit me hard. I felt as if he had slapped me. He may have been a drunk idiot, but at least one thing was true.

What was I doing? I was doing nothing.  I was drowning myself in alcohol and Javed was having fun with my wife. Even now, probably she was lying on his bed, naked. Even now, probably she was on all fours as Javed entered her from behind.

It was better to die than to live like this. But I could not do that either.

Finally, after thinking a lot, I decided that I will go to the police against Javed. I knew the futility of this course of action. Maybe nothing will happen, but I just could not do nothing. I had to do something or the other. At least because of this, I will get to see Priyanka. I could not even meet her right now because she was in Javed 's house.

Maybe because of this she would come to see me. Maybe I can explain something to her. I could understand how heartless she had become but my love and my heart were still not ready to give up. Maybe it was my naivety, but I still loved Priyanka.

I just decided that I will go to the police and file a case against Javed. But what can I say?

I could only say one thing. I could say that he had lured my wife away. Or I could say that Javed has forcibly abducted my wife and kept her imprisoned in his house.

But there was only one problem. If the police asked Priyanka and she said that she If she is living with Javed of her own free will, then the matter is over. The case will not even stand. But at least for that matter right Priyanka will have to come in front of me. What will the police do after that?

They will not even file the police case. But at least I could raise this matter on social media. I will be able to do something in future. As I woke up, my mind was made up.

No matter how idiotic it sounded, I was going to try to file a case against Javed.

And the next morning at 10 AM, I left for the police station.


Plan backfires

I parked my bike outside the police station and went inside. Till date, I had never seen a police station in my life. I went only once at the time of my passport verification, but then I had only seen from outside. Today was the first time I went inside and all this just because of Priyanka. My heart once again boiled with anger.

As I walked in, I saw a table on the right side and behind it a constable sat in a chair. I went there and stood up in front of him. The constable was writing something in a register. He did not look up, so I tried to get his attention by clearing my throat.

He looked up at me and pointed with his eyes.

"I want to file a police complaint." He looked at me and I realized why did not speak. He had tobacco in his mouth. He bent down and raised a spittoon to spit the tobacco.

"What kind of case? What happened?” He asked but his eyes were still on the same register.

“My wife has eloped with a man. I want to file a case against him.” He looked up and stared at me. As if my misfortune had stirred his interest.

"She ran away of her own free will?" He put the pen down and then with his eyes pointed me to sit on the chair in front of the table. I sat down.

"I think he has lured her away." I hesitated. I was ashamed to say this.

"Look sir, it does not work like that. No one lures away a woman. And this is your wife, not a minor girl. If she was a 15-16-year-old girl, we can file a case of seducing her, but your wife is an adult. If he forcefully kidnapped up your wife, then it is a different matter. But you just said that your wife has eloped with that man, so what should we do? This is your personal matter.” He picked up the pen and scratched his ear with it.

“No, it is not like that. I mean he does not even allow me to meet her. I think he has imprisoned her in his home.” Once again there was the same hesitation in my voice.

“Who told you that he has imprisoned your wife? Did your wife call you? Or are you saying that?” Another constable came and stood behind him and started listening to us.

I could not give any truthful answer to this question. If I said that Priyanka told me this, then it would have been a lie.

"Sir Look, if she has eloped with him of her own free will, then we cannot do anything about it . At the most, if you wish, we can come and investigate the matter once with you. But if she says even once that she is living with that man on her own free will, then no one can do anything. What do you say Pandey?” He asked looking at that second constable.

He just shook his head as if he did not know how to speak. But after that he spoke further.

“Sir, thousands of people come to us with small things. He kicked my dog. He abused me. This happened, that happened. Nowadays people are fond of filing cases for every small matter. If we keep filing cases on their statements, then we will not be able to solve even one case. You need to have something substantial to file a police complaint.” He smiled and said as if my pain was nothing to him. This was not a small matter.

"Sir, at least do something. Priyanka is with him for a month. I do not understand what to do.” I hid my face in my hands. Maybe days of stress had finally caught up with me. They could see the pain on my face.

They looked at me. Finally, that other constable named Pandey tried to console me by putting his hand on my shoulder. I started looking at them.

"Look, do one thing. We cannot file any case based on your statement. But give me the name and address of your wife and the person with whom she is living now. We will do some investigation first by sending someone. If we feel that there is any disturbance or coercion, then we will look further.” He picked up his pen and looked at me.

I took a deep breath.

"Can I come with you guys?" All I want to know is that Priyanka is safe." I was not surprised this. Everything was going almost as per my expectation.

“No, you cannot come with us. Police will investigate the matter. We do not need you for our investigation. As soon as we get any information, we will inform you first. You do not need to worry. Tell me your name.” He bowed slightly forward.

"Avinash Joshi." I said lightly.

"And your address?" I told him my address.

"Your wife's name?" He was writing very quickly.

Priyanka Joshi."

“Is that the name on his ID as well? I mean, does her ID have name before marriage or after?” He was pushing lightly on the register with the pen.

"Yes, this is the name on her ID. PAN card has the same name and her license too. We got all her IDs after marriage.” He wrote down our names and addresses.

"What is the name of the guy she is living with now?" This was the question I was afraid of. Javed was very famous in our area. His posters were put up at many places. He was very rich. He may be a criminal, but he had a lot of money and power. Perhaps these policemen also know him.

I did not know what would happen when I told them his name. But now that I have gone this far, I could not turn back. I took a deep breath and then went ahead and told them Javed’s name.

" Javed Khan." He looked at me but then wrote down the name. There was no change in his gesture.

"And his address?" But as soon as I told the address, the expression on his face changed.

Is this the same Javed Khan who is building an apartment worth 300 crores? I saw it somewhere. The address seems familiar.” He looked at the other constable Pandey, but he did not say anything.

But he nodded.

“Sir, we know Javed Khan. He is very rich and famous. If you accuse a man like him, you better have a justification for this. Why would he need to kidnap your wife? The man lives in a huge bungalow. He has 20 cars. What does he need to kidnap your wife for? And if she has gone with him of her own free will, there is no case at all.” That is what I was afraid of. As soon as he heard the Javed’s name, his tone changed.

“But he has lured Priyanka away. This is a fact” I decided to stick to my story.  He looked at me and sighed as if he did not believe me.

"Ok. We will investigate and let you know by tomorrow. We will send someone over there.” He suddenly stood up as if he wanted to end this conversation.

"Come again tomorrow. We will investigate. We will take the statements of Javed and your wife. If we find something strange, we will file a case, otherwise we will not be able to do anything. If your wife says that she is living with him of her own free will, then it will become your domestic matter. Then we won't be able to do anything about it." He closed the register as if he was asking me to leave.

I also stood up and came out. I came back home. Then my phone rang. The phone was from my boss.

I did not even go to office for so many days. I had just told him that I was ill.

"Yes, hello sir." I answered the phone.

“Hello Avinash, what are you doing man? You will cost me my job. Do you know since when have I been calling you? Do you want to work or not? You have not been in office for a month. What kind of illness do you have? How is possible that you are ill for over a month? I told you to submit medical certificate. You did not do that either. Now HR is asking me about you. They asked me why you are not coming to work for a month. What should I tell them?” My boss Ashish was nice but a little short tempered. Once he started his rant, it was difficult to stop him.

"No sir, I am coming to office. I am reaching in just ten minutes. I just got stuck in a personal problem.” I somehow made an excuse.

“Look Avinash, it is not about whether you are coming or not. But I asked you to submit he medical certificate, you did not provide it. If you had provided that, I would not make such a fuss. But now I cannot handle this anymore. This is final warning. Come now and after this I will not be able to give you any leave for this year. I know how much trouble I had running this project for one month without you. Make sure you provide the medical certificate to HR otherwise they will fire you. It is not in my hands.” But I had already thought about this.

“Yes sir, I am just coming in 15-20 minutes. I am also bringing the medical certificate." I had already got a medical certificate made from a friend of mine from the hospital.

“Yes, and now I cannot allow you any more leaves for this year. Do whatever you want to do but do not ask for leave. I have already suffered a lot for your sake. You do not know the lengths to which I went to protect you. HR was ready to consider you absconding and fire you, but I saved you this time. You know about the cost-cutting, do you not? Lots of people have been fired just like that without any reason. But I held for you. Do not make me regret it.” Ashish also had a habit of massaging his ego every now and then by brandishing things he did for others.

“Oh no sir, I am aware of that. I am just coming." I knew how to take advantage of his ego.

"I want you in office in 10 minutes." Ashish disconnected the call.

After that I had no choice. I went home and then went to office after half an hour. But as soon as I left, I understood for the first time that Ashish was telling the truth. I could not see many colleagues I knew were not available on their desks. Many people were being fired even before my troubled started, especially the ones who did not have any work or project.

I was not among them because I had a lot of work, but still what Ashish said was true. No one could be given leave for a month unless they had a specific reason.

First, I went to HR and gave them my fake medical certificate.

The day was extremely busy as I had to catch up on over a month of emails. It was ten o'clock in the night when I came back home.

I spent the entire day catching up with the pending work. So, I did not even get time to look at the phone throughout the day.

Finally, at ten o'clock I sat alone on the bed and now I had some time. I also had to order food. I checked the phone first but there was no phone nor any message in it. I had thought that maybe someone from police would have called, but I was disappointed.

I ordered some food and then lay down on the bed. I could not help but think about my situation and how I had arrived in this situation.

Just a month ago, I was sleeping with Priyanka and now? Now she was lying in Javed's bed, and I was rotting here alone.

A tear welled up in my eyes thinking about Priyanka's infidelity. But at least, I took a step today no matter how small. I tried to file a case against Javed by going to the police.

But now I was worried about whether the police would really be able to do something about this case. If Priyanka told them that she is living with Javed of her own free will, then what will the police be able to do? Probably nothing.

I was not able to sleep because nervousness. But at least because of this, maybe I will be able to talk to Priyanka. And thinking about this, I had hope in my mind.

But if I was thinking that I would get a chance to meet Priyanka so soon, then I was wrong. And I was wrong on many other counts as well. As I guess it will not cost me dearly.

For the next two days, I did not get any phone call, nor did I get any news. But what I got on the third day gave me a shock for which I was not ready.

That dice that I had rolled down turned around and bit me right in the ass. It was the third morning after I had gone to police station.

I was getting ready to go to office when my phone rang. It was an unknown number. I answered it.

"Avinash Joshi?" I responded with yes.

“I am Constable Pandey from police station. We met two-three days ago to about a case against Javed Khan." Now I remembered that it was the same constable who was standing that day.

′′ Yes, Pandey sir. Do you know anything about Priyanka?” I asked in a voice full of hope and eagerness.

“Yes, I know a lot. Please come to the police station." His voice had changed.

"What do you know? Is Priyanka safe?” To be honest, I very well knew that she was safe.

"Yes, she is absolutely fine. I went to meet her, but she clearly stated that he she is living with Javed Khan willingly. She said that she loves Javed and wants to be with him. There is no coercion. No one forced her to live with Javed. So, we cannot file a case against Javed.” My heart sank at this.

"But Pandey, Javed can force her to say this. She can say this under duress or pressure, can't she?" I tried to carry my own story forward.

"Well maybe. But we got police protection and asked her to come with us, but she flatly refused. It is not as if Javed tied her up and kept her locked in a room. She had make-up on her face. She had a beautiful saree. She came to meet us with Javed holding his hand. She laughed when we mentioned the word kidnapping. Javed can keep her imprisoned, but he cannot force her to smile the way she did. He cannot force to wear saree and make-up. I have been in the police for 30 years. I can understand whether a woman is living with someone forcefully or not.” Well, at least I tried. What was wrong with that? I just threw an arrow and hoped it would hit the target.

“The whole time I was there, your wife was sitting in front of us holding Javed's hand. We asked if she wanted to come with us, she flatly refused. But there is one more thing. We need you to come to the police station.” I did not understand why.

"Now? Pandey ji, I am going to office right now. I will not be able to come now. Will it be okay if I come in the evening?” I was just putting my belt on my pants.

"No, it will not work. You have to come now." He said in a sharp voice.

Why? If you are not filing any case against Javed then why do you need me there?” I asked in astonishment.

Because I could not go back to the police now. Ashish had told me clearly two days ago that if I do not come to the office now, he will have to fire me.

“When did I say that we will not put any case? We are lodging a case but against you. That is why you must come here.” I was shocked to hear this.

“Case against me? What kind of case? What have I done?” I said in a very loud voice.

“Your wife has filed a case against you of Domestic Violence.” I felt as if my head would burst with rage.

"What?" I could only utter one word.

"Yes. He has said that you used to slap her. On that basis, we have got orders to act against you. So, you must come now. If you don't come, then we will have to pick you up by bringing a warrant." I could not understand what was happening.

“She is lying. I have never raised my hand on her till few days back. This was not completely true. Sometimes I had raised my hand on her during a quarrel between us in in the heat of the moment. But she had also raised her hand on me. But it did not mean that she could file a case against me.

"We don't know but you have to come here. Now either you yourself come here or we will come and pick you up. It is your wish. If you are picked up from the office in front of everyone, it will not be good for your reputation. That is why it will be better for you that you come here yourself. “

I could not believe what was happening.

Priyanka was living with Javed. She was cheating on me, and I was being dragged to police station. Did Priyanka have no shame? probably not.

I took a deep breath and finally decided to go with the flow of my destiny. I could tell Ashish that I will come to office a bit late.

"Ok. I will come now." I hung up the phone.

My mind was boiling with anger, but my condition was like a frog on a hot pan. Neither I was able to stand, nor I was able to get out. I just sent a message to Ashish that today I will come to office a little late.

And even before he had sent me an answer, I had left for the police station on my bike.


At the police station

I parked my bike outside the police station, but as soon as I got down, I was shocked when I saw a black car parked on the same side. It was a Mercedes, and my heart skipped a beat on seeing it. Because I knew whose car it was.

That car belonged to Javed. It can only mean that at this time Javed was inside the police station. And that probably means Priyanka will also be with him.

I took a deep breath, and I went inside. My guess turned out to be correct.

As soon as I went inside, I saw the table on the right side, and I saw Javed on the chair kept in front of it with his back towards me. And my wife sat on another chair to his left.

Her right hand was in Javed's left hand. I flushed with anger.

I went ahead and stood in front of the same table.

A police inspector was sitting on the chair on the other side of the table.

As soon as I reached there, Priyanka looked at me. We both looked at each other but she didn't say anything. She was wearing a black saree and black sleeveless blouse.

She had tied her hair in a bun. She had mascara in her eyes. Her lips looked luscious with red lipstick on them. She was looking so beautiful that for a moment I forgot my anger.

But the very next moment my eyes fell on her bare arm. She had a red tattoo on his left arm. It was a rose flower and below it was a heart and on one side of it was Javed's name and on the other side Priyanka’s. Priyanka had become so shameless. Now she was openly roaming flaunting Javed 's name tattooed on her arm.

At the same time Javed put his hand on Priyanka 's arm and caressed it lightly as if he wanted to show me his name on my wife's arm.

I took my eyes off and looked at the inspector.

"Are you Avinash?" He asked me and I nodded yes.

“Priyanka madam has registered a case against you under the domestic violence act. She says that you slapped her and beat her several times.” I angrily looked at Priyanka. She was smiling lightly.

"That's a lie. Yes, we had some arguments and fights between us and sometimes we used to raise our hands on each other, but that does not mean she can file a case against me.” I looked at the inspector with sharp eyes.

“Look Avinash, if you have ever raised a hand on any woman, she can file a case against you.” He didn't even ask me to sit. This thing was bothering me a bit.

“We both raised our hands on each other and that too some time back. Not now. " I gave clarification once again but for the first time I felt as if this inspector was also siding with her. Or was he siding with Javed?

“Priyanka Madam said that you slapped her just three to four days ago.” He said while looking in a diary.

"Yes, we had a fight that day because She lying to me.” How could I forget that night?

"What lie?" He asked as if he didn't know anything about it.

“Lies about her and Javed, what else? You can see it, can’t you?” I pointed to the tattoo on Priyanka 's arm.

“Yes, but even if Priyanka and Javed love each other you cannot raise your hands on her.” I could not believe my ears.

"She is my wife and this bastard is forcing my wife to live with him in his house. I said angrily looking at Javed.

"Avinash talk carefully. I have not forced your wife to do anything. Priyanka is living with willingly because she loves me. Have you forgotten how she slapped you? Shall I remind you?” Javed barked back at me like a snake.

“One minute Javed sir. I am talking to him.” The inspector gestured with his hands and asked Javed to be patient.

"Avinash, police confirmed this on the same day. Priyanka madam is living with Javed willingly. She had given her statement confirming this. There is no debate on that matter now. The only thing is that if you raise your hand on her, then we will have to arrest you. In the case of domestic violence, I do not even need a warrant. I can just put you inside, but I wanted to give you a chance to speak first. Now you yourself have accepted that you slapped her. Now there is no room for doubt. I am arresting you.” He pointed towards a constable standing there.

“Inspector sir, this is wrong. Even Priyanka raised her hand on me. And Javed also raised his hand on me.” I tried to answer.

“You can also file a case against him, but remember one thing. Your case will be registered just for assault, but Priyanka madam’s case will be registered under domestic violence act. Do you know the difference? You cannot get bail. Javed sir can. Priyanka madam can." He said smiling looking at me.

I got cold. I was not a lawyer, but I had read many times in the newspaper. What the inspector was saying was true.

At the same time Priyanka looked at me.

"Avinash, why are you not understanding? I am not enjoying doing all this, but you are not flexible at all. So, what should I do? There is still time. If you accept all my conditions, I will withdraw this case. You just have to accept the relationship between me and Javed. Tell me if you agree? Your honour will also be saved and I and Javed will be able to do whatever we want. If you do not accept, then your life will be ruined. What will you get by doing that? Nothing." Priyanka was speaking but I could clearly see that the words were of Javed.

Priyanka did not have enough brains to do all this. Only Javed could play games like these. I could clearly understand that they just wanted to force me to accept their relationship by implicating me in a false case.

“Shut up Priyanka. do you have a little shame? What do you want? Should I accept this illegitimate relationship between you and Javed and keep quiet?” I shouted.

"Yeah, what did I say? That is what he said. See Javed, I told you that my husband is not as much as idiot as he looks.” Priyanka smiled and looked at Javed. Javed also laughed.

But now I got furious with anger and at that time something happened to me which probably should not have happened. I took a step forward and slapped Priyanka on her face.

And immediately, the inspector got up and caught hold of me.

"You are pissing me off. There is already a case against you, and you are slapping Priyanka madam right here in the police station? If spend just one night in, you will learn some manners. Kadam, come here and put this bastard inside.” He caught hold of my collar, but still I was looking at Priyanka.

She caressed her cheek but then she stood up. Javed also stood up with her.

“Did you see how he behaves with me? You did not believe you, did you? Are you sure now?" Priyanka smiled and held Javed 's hand.

“Sorry madam, I personally know you will never lie. But nowadays even the government is a little careful in this matter. There are lot of fake cases floating around. So, without any proof, we also cannot arrest anyone, especially in such a case in which there is no bail. But now he has hit you in front of everyone and on the camera. So, now we do not need to worry.” That constable named Kadam came in front of me and put handcuffs on my hands.

And now I understand the entire game. Priyanka deliberately provoked me so that I slap her here inside the police station so they could implicate me in this case. Everything before was a sham.

Inspector was also laughing looking at me now and so was Javed.

“Madam, I could have filed a case but he would have got bail anyway. There was no proof. Just your word against and his. There was no third view. But now the whole matter is on the camera. You can go now. I will handle everything." Now I was able to understand how Priyanka and Javed along with this Inspector framed me.

I was feeling disgusted with Priyanka. She was standing in front of me holding Javed 's hand. But now I was in trouble. There was no doubt about it. I could not understand what to do. My body had become numb and my mind had stopped working.

I silently followed the steps. He went to the left and opened a lock. He opened the door and pushed me inside.

And then he closed the door of the cell behind me and locked it.

I looked outside just once and then sat down hiding my face with my hands. And tears started coming out of my eyes.

I was defeated. I could never imagine that Priyanka could cheat me like this. Not only had she had an illicit relationship with Javed, but she had now implicated me in this false case.

The ground was very cold and I was sitting on it. And at the same time, I heard the sound of footsteps. When I looked up, Priyanka and Javed were standing there holding each other's hands.

I was looking at both but now there was more anger and fear in my eyes.

Priyanka came very close to the jail and looked at me.

"Avinash, how does it feel to be in jail? There is still time to change this. Accept what I am saying.” She called me to her by pointing her finger. I quietly got up and went towards her. Now I was on this side of the bars and she was on the other side. She was free and I was imprisoned.

She slowly extended her hand and held mine.

"Avinash, I don't want any of this but now I cannot live this life with you. Javed is a part of my life now and he will always be. What you must decide is whether you will be a part of my life. If you accept the relationship between me and Javed, then I will withdraw this case as well and will also come back home. You will retain your honour. I will just not have sex with you, but I will fulfil all other duties of a wife. You will be my husband in front of everyone, but I will be only with Javed sexually. But at least you will have respect in front of everyone.” I rolled my eyes.

I covered my face with hands.

“The other way is very painful. If you get involved in this case, you will be in a lot of trouble. You will not get bail either. You will lose your job and after having this case against you, it would be very difficult to get another job. You know that all the employers check background for criminal records, right? As far as I am concerned, Javed is still ready to marry me, but I do not want to ruin your life because of me. That is why I am doing all this Avinash. Why don't you understand?” Priyanka spoke straight from the heart, but I could not believe her.

She lightly touched my lips.

"Avinash, believe it or not , but I really love you . At least I used to. But now I cannot live without Javed. Now you just must decide whether you need me or not.” I just stared into her eyes.

“What could I say? What was left for me to say? She had got me locked up in jail. Was there even an iota of love left in his heart for me? How could I believe her words when her actions had locked up in jail?

But I could not understand why she was doing all this. What was her purpose? I could not believe that she was doing this to save my honour. What was her ulterior motive? What did she want?

Suddenly my phone rang.  The phone was still in my pocket. I took it out. There was a message from Ashish. He was my boss.

I opened it and I felt as if someone had slapped me. His message had only one line.

"Do not come to office. You are fired.” It was like a blunt instrument that is used to bash someone’s head in.

I shook my head in frustration but now I did not even have the strength to respond. I looked at Priyanka once again with eyes heavy with disappointment.

This time Javed continued the conversation.

“Look Avinash, forget about what happened in the past. There is no use talking about it. Forget what happened and start your life again. I have asked the inspector not to file a case.” Javed moved his hands and started caressing Priyanka's naked arms.

“You must have noticed that he has not asked you to sign anything. And if you want, Priyanka will not file a case against you. You just need to agree to our terms. Your life will go on as it used to. Priyanka will come back to live with you. It is just that she will have the freedom to spend the night with me whenever she wants. And whenever I want, I will also have the freedom to spend the night with her at your house. Whatever loss you have suffered, I will reimburse it in full. You lost your job, right? I will get you another one.” Something flashed in my mind. How did he know that I had lost my job?

I asked him and Priyanka and Javed just looked at each other and smiled. For the first time I realized how long Javed’s arm had grown.

“You do not need to worry about that. Think about what I told you. You will get your life back. You must accept our one condition. You are going to stay here all night. You are intelligent. You are smart. I will make sure you will grow in professional life. But Priyanka will be mine. You have time till tomorrow. We will come back, and we want your answer by then. And yes, If the answer is no, then get used to jail. Remember, there is no bail in this case. It may be years before your case even appears in front of a judge. And I can even delay that. Trust me, you do not know how easy it is to delay a court case. I pay a peon 500 Rs and he will tell the judge that he cannot find the file for your case. You will get the next hearing after two years. You will be back in jail. I guarantee you that I can ruin your life. And since there is no bail, you will be in jail forever.” I could see an ugly smile on his face. It was as if devil himself was talking to me.

“I do not want to ruin your life, Avinash. Make the right decision.” Priyanka shook my hand and then she bowed slightly and put her lips on Javed 's lips. I felt as if she was telling me who she belonged to.

"We will come tomorrow. Think about it logically. Priyanka gave me a flying kiss and then they both turned around and started walking back. I could only watch as Javed 's hand roamed on Priyanka 's caressing it lightly. Was he doing it deliberately? I had no doubt.

I sat down and started thinking about my life. Where had I come? It was like a bad dream. But these bars, this cold floor were not a dream. This was the reality of my life.

I closed my eyes and kept my head between my knees and started thinking. I sat like that for an hour.

But when I woke up an hour later, I had made up my mind. What do I do? Sometimes in life one must accept defeat and maybe this was the time in my life.

I picked up my phone and opened my Facebook. I tapped my profile. It had a picture of me and Priyanka we clicked just a year ago in Manali.

But just below that I could see Priyanka's profile picture and it had the same picture of her and Javed which she had taken with at the function of our building. It was the same picture which started her and Javed 's affair. The same picture that left my life in ruin like this. I sighed and stared at my wife and her lover.

I got Priyanka 's number and sent her just one message.

"I am ready." I had accepted my defeat.

I got her response immediately. She had sent me a thumbs up.

“I will ask the inspector to release you but today it will not happen. He has just left. Tomorrow, he will release you.” I was shocked to see this message from her.

Forget about an Inspector, a police constable could have released me. There was no case against me. There was no formality that they had to follow. But I felt as if Javed and Priyanka deliberately wanted to keep me in jail for one night.

I resigned to spend the night in jail. I was defeated and I knew it. But I did not know how my life was going to turn out later.

THE END
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