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Crossing the Line : An Age Gap Romance with My Son's Best Friend (Second Edition)


Chapter 1

The passage of two long days felt like an eternity for Payal before she finally returned to the city. Upon her arrival, the restraint she had tried so hard to maintain began to crumble. The separation had only served to fan the flames of a restless, driving desire that left her feeling on edge. Her mind was a constant loop of vivid memories and unfulfilled longings for Varun. She was consumed by a primal hunger, an ache that resonated deep within her body, making her yearn for the weight of his presence and the raw intensity of his touch.

She was desperate to see him as soon as possible. The moment she settled in, she reached for her phone and sent him a message, her heart racing with anticipation. However, as the minutes turned into hours, there was no response. Unbeknownst to her, Varun’s phone had been stolen, leaving her digital pleas floating in a void, never reaching their intended destination.

That night, Payal lay awake, her thoughts spiraling into fantasies of the following day. She imagined the moment they would finally be reunited, her body already tingling at the thought of his masculine power quenching the fire that raged inside her. Despite her attempts to call, the line remained unreachable. Frustration began to mix with her longing.

Payal : "Perhaps he is just busy with work. I’ll go find him tomorrow morning and see what’s going on."

Sleep was a fickle friend. Every time she closed her eyes, his image was there, haunting her dreams. She spent the night tossing and turning, her skin feeling overly sensitive against the sheets. When the sun finally rose, she hurried through her morning routine, preparing breakfast for the family with mechanical efficiency. Once the house was empty and everyone had left for their day, she tried his number one more time, but the result was the same—silence.

Driven by a reckless, heightened energy, Payal began to prepare herself. She bathed and dressed with a deliberate sense of provocation. She chose a striking, half-sleeve blouse in a deep, bold hue. Beneath it, she wore nothing—no bra to act as a barrier, no lingerie to hide her form. The blouse was daring, featuring a nearly backless design and a low-cut neckline that left the soft, creamy swell of her breasts partially exposed.

Normally, Payal was the portrait of modesty, but today was different. She was a woman possessed by a singular, burning need. After applying a coat of vivid red lipstick and a heavy, intoxicating perfume that clung to her skin, she stepped out of her house. Her feet led her instinctively toward the juice stall.

As Payal entered the shop, the transition from the bright street to the shaded interior made her squint. Sanjay, the assistant, looked up and was instantly struck dumb by her appearance. He had never seen her look so vibrant, so utterly radiant with a raw, sexual energy. To him, she looked like an absolute "bomb"—a vision of forbidden temptation.

Her Saree (Dress) was draped with calculated negligence. The pallu was narrowed into a thin strip that did little to cover her chest, making the provocative cut of her blouse even more apparent. She had wrapped the Saree (Dress) low on her hips, well below her navel, a deliberate choice intended to captivate Varun. Seeing her like this, a spark of intense, predatory interest ignited in Sanjay’s eyes.

Sanjay : "Oh, Madam! What a surprise to see you here so early in the morning."

Payal : "Yes... I was just passing by this way and thought I would stop in for a moment."

Sanjay : "Well, you’ve done a wonderful thing. It is truly a blessing to be graced with such a beautiful sight today."

A faint, fleeting blush touched Payal’s cheeks, but her internal restlessness was too great to let her enjoy the compliment. She was anxious to find the man who had been occupying her every waking thought.

Payal : "Tell me, Sanjay, where is Varun? I haven't seen him around lately."

Sanjay : "Madam, why are you standing out there in the heat? Please, come inside. Such fair skin shouldn't be ruined by the harsh sun."

Sanjay’s invitation was far from innocent; he wanted to admire her from a closer vantage point. Although Payal hesitated, his persistent urging eventually led her into the back area of the stall. He insisted she sit at his small table while he remained standing, looming over her. From this angle, the plunging cleavage of her blouse was fully on display.

The sight had an immediate, visceral effect on Sanjay. He wore only a thin vest and a loosely tied dhoti, and as his arousal surged, his anatomy strained against the fabric, forming a prominent, unmistakable silhouette.

Payal : "I asked you, Sanjay... where is Varun?"

Sanjay knew perfectly well that Varun was nowhere nearby, but he realized that if he told her the truth, she would leave immediately. He decided to weave a lie to keep her there.

Sanjay : "Oh, Varun  should be arriving any moment now. He mentioned he had a quick errand and would be back shortly."

Payal : "Where exactly did he go? Did he leave a message?"

Sanjay : "He didn't say much, just that he’d be back soon. Why don't you wait here? He’ll be here before you know it."

Payal : "Very well. I’ll wait."

Sanjay’s eyes remained fixed on her gori chati (fair chest), his gaze lingering on the parts of her breasts that were visible. Just then, a customer entered the shop, requesting a glass of juice. Sanjay began to operate the manual press, his movements frantic. In his state of high arousal and because of the loose fit of his garment, his thick, dark member slipped out from the folds of his dhoti.

Payal’s eyes widened as she noticed it—a large, dark, serpentine length exposed in the dim light. Instead of looking away, the sight triggered a flood of fantasies about Varun. In her mind, she began to project her desires onto the scene, imagining herself finally finding the release she craved.

Meanwhile, Sanjay was practically salivating at the sight of her, though he lacked the courage to make a direct move just yet. He was consumed by thoughts of how to possess her. Once the customer finished his drink and departed, Sanjay noticed his own exposure. He made a half-hearted attempt to tuck himself back in, but his arousal remained undiminished, pushing against the cloth like a tent pole.

Noticing that Payal had seen him, Sanjay felt a surge of daring. He moved to the front and slammed the wooden shutter of the shop shut, plunging them into a hazy, private twilight.

Payal : "Sanjay, what are you doing? Why are you closing the shutter?"

Sanjay : "Madam... the thing is... we are actually out of fresh stock."

Payal : "But your shop looks completely full. I see plenty of fruit."

Sanjay : "Yes, it looks full, but this batch of seasonal fruit is all sour and unripe. If I keep the shop open, customers will come in and get angry if I can't serve them good juice. It’s better to just close up for the day."

Payal felt a pang of suspicion. The atmosphere in the room had shifted, becoming heavy and charged.

Payal : "I see. Well, I should probably go then. If Varun shows up, tell him I was looking for him and ask him to call me right away."

As she moved to stand up, Sanjay reached out and placed a heavy hand on her shoulder, forcing her back down onto the seat.

Sanjay : "Now, now, what’s the hurry? Stay a little longer. Varun  will be here any minute."

Payal : "No, really, I have things to attend to. I must leave."

Sanjay : "Just wait a little more, Madam. He’s almost here."

Payal fell silent, deciding to wait just a few more minutes, though her suspicion of Sanjay continued to grow. She could sense that something was brewing in the quiet of the stall.

Sanjay : "So, tell me... what business do you have with Varun  so early in the morning? And where have you been all these days? You haven't been around."

Payal : "I was out of town. I only returned today."

Sanjay stepped closer, the scent of his unwashed body and the raw masculinity he projected filling her senses.

Sanjay : "You haven't told me why you're looking for him so desperately."

Payal began to feel irritated by his dominating posture and the way he was looming over her.

Payal : "It was just some work. I can't discuss it with you."

Sanjay : "I see."

Sanjay’s self-control was rapidly evaporating. Being alone with Payal in the darkened shop was driving him to a point of frenzy. He stood incredibly close, the expensive perfume she wore mixing with the humid air and creating an intoxicating haze. He couldn't take his eyes off her chest.

Feeling uncomfortable, Payal turned her back to him. Because of her backless blouse, a vast expanse of her smooth, glowing skin was revealed to him. This was the final straw for Sanjay. Unable to restrain himself, he freed his length from his dhoti once more. After a few stroking motions, he leaned in and began to rub himself against the bare skin of her back.

Payal stiffened. She understood exactly what was happening behind her. Yet, trapped by her own heightened arousal and the flickering hope that Varun might walk through the door, she remained seated. The friction of him against her spine sent a confusing mixture of anger and intense pleasure through her. In her mind, she tried to replace Sanjay with Varun, letting the sensation fuel her own excitement.

She remained silent, her anger simmering beneath a layer of mounting heat. Sanjay, emboldened by her lack of protest, felt a surge of triumph as he continued to rub himself against her fair back.

A current of electricity seemed to race through Payal’s body, accompanied by a strange, tickling sensation. Sanjay began to use his hands as well, caressing her back while he maintained the rhythm behind her. Payal found herself slipping further into a state of arousal. Despite the fact that it was just a lowly juice-seller touching her, her body was betraying her.

The situation escalated when Sanjay reached for the single hook at the base of her blouse and expertly undone it.

Payal : "What are you doing?!"

She spun around to face him, only to be met with the sight of Sanjay standing there, his dark, tensed member in his hand, a look of fearful triumph on his face.

Sanjay : "You’re the one who said it, Madam. You said if I deleted that video, you would give me whatever I asked for."

Payal realized she was trapped. Her anger flared, but it was tempered by the realization of her predicament. She had thought he would ask for money, not her dignity.

Payal : "Listen, Sanjay... take as much money as you want. I can make you a wealthy man. Just stop this."

Sanjay : "I don't want money, Madam. I want you."

Payal : "Sanjay, please don't be stubborn. I cannot give you that."

Sanjay reached out and grabbed the edge of her blouse, tugging at it. Payal instinctively held the fabric against her breasts, trying to keep herself covered.

Payal : "Sanjay, the blouse will tear! Don't pull it like that!"

Sanjay : "That’s the whole point, Madam. I want it off."

In her heart, Payal could never have imagined herself in this position with someone like Sanjay. However, she was already so deeply aroused from her days of waiting for Varun that her defenses were weak. Her body was screaming for the very thing Sanjay was offering, even if her mind recoiled at the source. Her physical state had reached a point where her "chut" (center) was already damp with anticipation.

Sanjay reached inside the loosened blouse, his rough hands finally making contact with her bare breasts. He began to squeeze them with a firm, demanding grip.

Payal : "Aaaah... Sanjay... you’ve gone mad today..."

Sanjay : "Who wouldn't go mad looking at a body like yours? This ripe, juicy body... it’s like a dream. If it feels this good to hold these, I can only imagine what it will be like to taste them."

He moved behind her again, wrapping his arms around her and kneading her breasts with increasing intensity. Payal leaned forward, trying to escape his reach, but he held her fast.

Payal : "Sanjay, please... stop this. This is wrong."

Sanjay : "Oh? So when you were enjoying yourself with Varun, that was right? But with me, it’s wrong?"

Payal : "Aaaah! Does that mean I have to do this with everyone?!"

Sanjay : "Not everyone. Just me. Now, tell me... what did you do with him? What do you call it?"

Payal : "I don't know what you're talking about."

Sanjay : "Tell me."

Payal : (Whispering fiercely) "Fu*k (Fu*king)."

Sanjay : "I didn't quite hear that."

Payal : (Shouting) "I said we had sex! We did Fu*k!"

Sanjay : "Ah, now that sounds better. Hearing those words from a refined, 'Sanskari' woman like you... it does something to me. It makes my heart race."

Payal : "Varun still hasn't come..."

Sanjay : "He isn't coming."

Payal : "Why not?"

Sanjay : "Because he isn't even in the city. I lied to you. I knew if I told you the truth, you’d leave. Now, your hunger can only be satisfied by me."

Payal : "How can you say such things?"

Sanjay : "I’ve seen enough people in this shack to know the look. I can see how much you’re struggling, how much you need this. It’s written all over your face."

Payal : "No, it isn't!"

Sanjay let go of her breasts and, taking advantage of her hunched position, he pressed her down against the table. Her hips were thrust back toward him, leaving her vulnerable.

By now, Payal’s resistance was almost entirely performative. The fire inside her had consumed her reason. Sanjay hiked up her Saree (Dress) and Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree), exposing her pale, shapely rear. He began to stroke her intimately from behind, his fingers finding the dampness he had predicted.

Payal : "Aaaah... Sanjay... please..."

He teased her for a moment before firmly inserting a finger.

Payal : "Gently, Sanjay..."

But Sanjay was beyond being gentle. He was driven by a raw, unrestrained urge to possess her completely.

Sanjay : "You want gentle? Go to your husband for that. I’m going to give you what you actually want. What a beautiful sight you are."

Payal was caught in a whirlwind of sensation. At this point, the distinction between Varun and Sanjay had blurred into a singular need for release.

Payal : "Sanjay... I can't take it anymore. Don't make me wait. Just... just put it in. I have to get home soon."

Sanjay laughed, enjoying her desperation. He gave her a sharp swat on her hip.

Sanjay : "A moment ago you were acting so dignified, and now you’re begging for it."

Payal : "Yes! I’ve been waiting for so long... I’m parched for it. That’s why I came looking for him."

Sanjay : "It’s true, then. Your husband doesn't know how to handle you, does he?"

Payal : "Don't even mention that man. If he could satisfy me, would I be here with someone like you? I used to think of myself as so virtuous, and yet here I am..."

Sanjay pressed his finger deeper, eliciting a sharp cry of pleasure from her.

Payal : "Aaaaaah!"

Sanjay : "Ever since the first day I saw you, I’ve been thinking about this. About breaking through that shell of yours. And now, my wish is coming true."

Payal : "So you’ve been watching me this whole time?"

Sanjay : "Anyone with eyes would watch you. A man would have to be dead not to want to take you."

He withdrew his hand and leaned down, his breath hot against her skin as he began to explore her with his tongue. Payal’s cries became more frequent, her body arching in response to the intense stimulation.

Payal : "Aaaah! Oh god... if this feels this good, I don't know what will happen when you finally... please, Sanjay... now!"

Lost in the haze of her own desire, Payal had abandoned all thought of consequence. In the dim light of the juice stall, she surrendered to the moment, her only focus being the overwhelming need to finally quench the thirst that had been driving her mad.


Chapter 2

The air inside the cramped juice stall was heavy, thick with the scent of overripe fruit and an underlying, primal tension. Payal felt the rough pull on her delicate fabric, a sharp contrast to the silky grace she usually carried.

Payal : "Sanjay, stop! My blouse will come apart. Don't pull at it like that."

Her voice was a mixture of genuine alarm and a strange, unbidden breathlessness. Sanjay, however, seemed beyond the reach of social boundaries, his eyes locked on her with a predatory intensity.

Sanjay : "Madam, why do you think I’m pulling it? That is exactly what I want—to see it come off."

Internal conflict warred within Payal. On any other day, the very idea of being touched by a common laborer like Sanjay would have been unthinkable, an insult to her status and her upbringing. She was a woman of "Sanskari" values, a pillar of tradition and modesty. And yet, the biological reality of her situation was a cruel betrayer. She had come here primed for another man, her body a coiled spring of unfulfilled desire. The heavy, humid atmosphere and Sanjay’s bold, unrefined advances were acting as a catalyst, breaking down the walls of her reserve.

Every time his rough hands grazed her skin, a treacherous warmth spread through her. She was already physically reactive, her body signaling a readiness that her mind tried desperately to ignore. She knew she couldn't hold onto this facade of resistance for much longer.

With a sudden, bold movement, Sanjay slipped his hand beneath the loosened fabric of her blouse. The contact of his calloused palm against her soft, heated skin made her gasp.

Payal : "Aaaah... Sanjay... have you completely lost your mind today?"

Sanjay : "Madam, looking at a body as luscious as yours, who wouldn't lose their mind? You are like a ripe fruit, bursting with juice. Feeling this in my hands is incredible... I can only imagine what it will be like to truly taste you. It’s magnificent."

He didn't wait for a reply. Gripping her from behind, he began to knead her chest with a rough, insistent rhythm. Payal tried to arch her body away, attempting to slip from his grasp, but the cramped quarters and his sheer physical strength made her efforts futile. Every time she moved, she only seemed to press herself more firmly against him.

Payal : "Sanjay, please... let me go. Don't do this. This is wrong."

Sanjay stopped for a second, his voice dropping to a low, mocking growl.

Sanjay : "Oh? So it was right when you were enjoying yourself with Varun, but it’s wrong when it’s me?"

Payal : "Aaaah! Does that mean I’m supposed to just do this with everyone I meet?"

Sanjay : "Do what, exactly?"

Payal : "This! All of this!"

Sanjay : "No, tell me. Tell me exactly what you did with Varun. Give it a name. Let me hear you say it."

Payal : "What are you talking about? Why are you asking this?"

Sanjay : "I want to hear it from your lips, Madam. It will make the moment much sweeter. You want that video gone, don't you? Then tell me."

Payal felt a wave of humiliation wash over her. She was trapped by her own past indiscretions, caught in a web of her own making.

Payal : "Fine... we had sex. We were intimate."

Sanjay : "That’s too clinical. I don't know those fancy English words. Give it to me in plain Hindi. Use the word you’re thinking of."

Payal : "I don't know what you want from me."

Sanjay : "Say it."

Payal : (Under her breath, her face burning) "Fu*k."

Sanjay : "I'm sorry, I didn't quite catch that. A bit louder, please?"

Payal : (Shouting in a burst of frustrated passion) "I said we did Fu*k! Are you happy now?"

Sanjay : "Ah... yes. Now I’m happy. Hearing a high-class, respectable lady like you say a word like that... it brings me a peace I can’t describe. It’s perfect."

Payal tried to steady her breathing, her mind darting back to the man she actually wanted.

Payal : "Varun still hasn't shown up."

Sanjay : "He’s not coming."

Payal : "What? Why not?"

Sanjay : "Because he isn't even here. He’s out of town. I lied to you, Madam. I knew if I told you the truth, you’d walk right out of that door. But now that you’re here, and I can see how much you’re hurting, I’m the only one who can help you."

Payal : "How can you possibly know why I came here?"

Sanjay : "Madam, I’ve seen countless couples come to this little shack to find a moment of privacy. I’ve learned to read the hunger in a person’s eyes. And right now, you are practically vibrating with it. You can't hide it from me."

Payal : "No... that’s not true."

But Sanjay wasn't listening. He released his grip on her chest only to grab her firmly by the neck, pressing her down against the wooden table. The position was compromising, leaving her completely vulnerable to him. Payal felt a rush of adrenaline and heat; the time for debate had passed.

Sanjay reached down and hiked up her Saree (Dress) and Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree), exposing the pale, smooth curves of her hips. The sight of her in the dim light of the shop seemed to strip away the last of his restraint. He began to stroke her intimately from behind, his fingers finding evidence of her body's betrayal.

Payal : "Aaaaah... oh, God... mmmm."

She was already beyond the point of no return. As Sanjay teased her, his movements became more demanding. He eventually used his fingers to explore her more deeply, making her cry out in a mixture of shock and intense pleasure.

Payal : "Gently, Sanjay... please."

But Sanjay wasn't in a gentle mood. He was driven by a raw, unadulterated need to claim her.

Sanjay : "You want 'gentle'? Go home to your husband for that. This is my way. When I have a prize as exquisite as you in front of me, I don't hold back. You are incredible."

Payal was thrashing slightly on the table, her head light. The distinction between the men in her life had vanished. In the darkness of the stall, there was only the sensation, the heat, and the desperate need to be filled.

Payal : "Sanjay, I can't take any more of this teasing. I have to get home. Just... just do it. Put it inside me now."

Sanjay chuckled, a low, triumphant sound. He gave her a sharp, playful swat on her hip, the sound echoing in the small space.

Sanjay : "A minute ago you were acting like a queen, and now you’re begging for it like anyone else."

Payal : "Yes! I’ve been waiting for so long... I’m parched for this. Why do you think I came looking for him in the first place?"

Sanjay : "It’s a shame, really. Does your husband not know how to take care of a woman like you?"

Payal : "Don't even mention that man. If he could satisfy me, I wouldn't be standing in a juice shop with you. I used to think I was a good woman... a virtuous wife. And now... I’m doing this. It makes me sick to think about, yet I can't stop."

Sanjay ignored her moral crisis and pressed deeper, eliciting a sharp, piercing moan from her.

Payal : "Aaaaaaaaaaaah!"

Sanjay : "I’ve wanted this since the very first day I saw you. I’ve spent every night since then imagining this—how I would break through that cold, 'Sanskari' exterior and find the fire underneath. Today, my dream comes true."

Payal : "So you’ve been planning this all along?"

Sanjay : "Anyone with a pulse would plan this if they saw you. Only a fool would let you walk away without a fight. A man like me... I need to claim this."

He withdrew his hand, but the respite was short-lived. He leaned down, his breath hot and ragged against her skin. He began to use his tongue to explore her, tracing the sensitive lines of her body with a slow, deliberate focus. Payal’s cries became more frequent, her fingers digging into the rough wood of the table as she lost herself in the overwhelming sensory experience.

Payal : "Aaaaah... oh, Sanjay... mmmm... it feels so good. If this is just the beginning, I don't know if I’ll survive the rest. Please... I’m ready."

The social order of the world outside had vanished. Inside the shuttered stall, there was no Madam and no laborer—only two people caught in the grip of a relentless, primal desire. Sanjay continued his ministrations with a focused intensity, relishing the sounds of Payal’s surrender as she descended further into a world where only the moment mattered.


Chapter 3

The atmosphere inside the juice stall was thick, a hazy blend of humidity and the raw, electric tension between two people who had abandoned all social pretenses. Every breath was heavy, laden with the scent of summer and the salt of their exertion.

Payal leaned back, her body trembling with a mixture of exhaustion and a deep, pulsing satisfaction. The raw intimacy of the moment had stripped away her defenses, leaving her raw and exposed in the golden light filtering through the cracks in the shutters.

Sanjay : "The nectar of your desire is sweeter than anything I have ever tasted. There is no drink in this world that can compare to the essence of you. It is intoxicating."

Payal : "I feel it too, Sanjay. The way you are with me... it is overwhelming. I never expected to find such intensity here."

Sanjay : "This is only the beginning, my love. I intend to show you pleasures you haven't even dreamed of yet."

Payal let out a series of long, shuddering sighs, her head falling back as she surrendered to the waves of sensation. The "slow burn" of their attraction had finally ignited into a roaring fire, and she was powerless to extinguish it.

Payal : "Sanjay, I cannot wait any longer. Please, don't tease me. I have been empty for so long, and the ache is more than I can bear. I need to feel you—all of you."

Sanjay : "Ah, so the lady is impatient now? I remember a time, not so long ago, when you were quite hesitant."

Payal : "Must you bring that up now? Forget the past, Sanjay. My body is pleading with you. I cannot endure this silence between us a moment longer."

Sanjay stood tall, his silhouette looming large in the small room. He reached out, his hands firm yet surprisingly careful, as he guided Payal into a more receptive position. She moved with him, her own body's intuition taking over as she leaned forward against the table, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Sanjay moved behind her, the heat of his skin radiating through the small space. He began to press himself against her, the friction of his presence sending a jolt of electricity through her spine. The initial contact was a shock—a heavy, unyielding weight that promised both pain and profound release.

Payal : "Sanjay, please... be gentle. It’s too much at once."

Despite her plea, the momentum was unstoppable. Sanjay, driven by his own frantic need, pushed forward. The sensation was a blunt force, stretching her beyond what she thought she could handle. Payal gasped, her fingers digging into the edge of the wooden table.

Payal : "Sanjay, stop! You’re hurting me. Please, just take it slow."

The reality was that Sanjay was built with a raw, masculine power that was far beyond anything Payal’s husband possessed. Her body was accustomed to a much slighter, more tentative touch. Even her brief encounter with Varun had not prepared her for the sheer physical dominance Sanjay exerted. His skin was dry, his movements unpolished, and the lack of finesse made the entry difficult.

Sensing her distress and the way she was struggling to find her rhythm, Sanjay reached around and captured her hands, pulling them back and pinning them gently but firmly against her lower back. He wanted to ensure she stayed still, to minimize the friction that was causing her pain.

Payal : "Please, Sanjay. Why must you be so forceful? Let us find a way together."

Sanjay : "Hush now, Madam. We are almost there. Just trust me and breathe."

Payal : "You’re a devil, Sanjay. Do you not hear me? It hurts!"

Sanjay, far from being offended, seemed energized by her spirit. He saw the fire in her eyes even through her tears of discomfort. He realized that the lack of preparation was the culprit. He paused, his own breathing ragged, and used a bit of natural lubrication to ease the way.

The change was instantaneous. As he moved back into her, the resistance vanished. The blunt force became a sliding, rhythmic pulse. Payal’s breath hitched, the sharp pain giving way to a deep, radiating throb that was as much pleasure as it was pressure.

Payal : "Aaah... that’s better... oh, Sanjay, yes."

The struggle ceased. Payal stopped fighting and began to sink into the rhythm. Sanjay, seeing that she was finally with him, released her hands. He leaned over her, his large hands cupping her breasts, kneading them with a desperate, hungry energy.

Payal : "Yes, Sanjay... right there. Don't stop."

The rhythmic thud of their bodies meeting began to echo through the small shop, a steady, primal heartbeat. Every strike of his hips against hers brought a new wave of sensation that washed over her like a tide. Payal was lost in it, her eyes closed, her mind a blur of crimson and gold. The purpose that had brought her here—the search for Varun—had been entirely replaced by the visceral reality of Sanjay.

Sanjay : "Are you enjoying this, my love?"

Payal : "I cannot put it into words, Sanjay. It is as if a dam has broken inside me. I have been so thirsty for this, and you are finally filling the void."

Sanjay : "And tell me, how did you survive all those lonely nights before this?"

Payal : "I simply existed, Sanjay. But ever since I tasted this fire, there is no going back for me. My husband... he is a good man, but he is not a man like you."

Sanjay responded with a powerful surge, driving himself as deep as he could possibly go. Payal let out a long, high-pitched cry that seemed to pierce the very walls of the shack.

For fifteen minutes, the world outside ceased to exist. There was only the "thap-thap" of flesh against flesh, the sound of labored breathing, and the occasional whimper of ecstasy. Sanjay moved with the tireless energy of a man who had finally attained his heart's desire, while Payal rode the waves of her own awakening.

Suddenly, Sanjay stopped. He was still, his chest heaving against her back.

Payal : "Why did you stop? Don't stop now."

Sanjay : "Madam, if we stay in one position, we lose half the fun. Let us try something different."

Payal : "Here? There is barely room to move, Sanjay. This is not a bedroom."

Sanjay : "Leave that to me. It is my responsibility to ensure your pleasure. But first... I want to feel your lips on me."

He reached down and gently guided Payal to turn around. He sat on the edge of the bench and pulled her toward him, his hands guiding her head down.

Payal : "Sanjay... it’s so... it’s so much. I don't know if I can."

Sanjay : "You had no such hesitations with Varun, Payal. Do I not deserve the same devotion?"

Payal : "It’s not that, Sanjay. Don't be angry. I... I will try."

She reached out, her fingers trembling slightly as she touched him. She spent a moment cleaning him with her hands, a gesture of intimacy that seemed to touch something deep within Sanjay. Then, she leaned in and began to use her tongue, tracing the lines of his power with a slow, tentative grace.

Sanjay : "Don't just tease me, woman. Take me in. Show me what you're capable of."

Payal : "I am doing my best, Sanjay. Be patient with me. Just close your eyes and enjoy it."

She attempted to take him into her mouth, but the sheer size of him made it a challenge. She was reminded of the time with Varun, when his force had caused her pain, and she was careful now, trying to maintain control of the pace. Despite her caution, she found the taste of him surprisingly pleasant—it was the taste of salt, musk, and raw, unadulterated man.

Sanjay was in a state of pure bliss. To have a woman of Payal’s beauty and stature attending to him in such a way was beyond his wildest dreams.

Sanjay : "You are incredible, Payal. Just a little more... oh, yes."

Payal : "I’ve given you all I can, Sanjay. It’s a tight fit."

She continued her ministries, her eyes occasionally meeting his, a silent dialogue of power and submission playing out between them. Sanjay leaned back, his eyes fluttering shut as he surrendered to the sensation.

Sanjay : "God, you’re good at this. You take it just like a professional."

The word the comparison, hit Payal like a bucket of ice water.

She stopped immediately, pulling away and staring at him with wide, shocked eyes.

Payal : "What? What did you just call me?"

Sanjay : "Nothing, I just meant you're very skilled."

Payal : "You called me a prostitute. You compared me to a common woman on the streets."

Sanjay : "No, Madam, it was just a figure of speech. It slipped out."

Payal : "I cannot do this. I’m leaving."

She scrambled to her feet, her hands shaking as she tried to pull her clothes together.

Sanjay : "Wait! Madam, please. I made a mistake. You can't leave like this, right in the middle."

Payal : "You think because I am here with you, because I am following my heart's needs, that I have no honor? You think I am something to be bought and sold? This is the problem with men like you. You have no respect for the very soul you claim to desire."

Sanjay tried to reach for her, to pull her back into his arms, but she pushed him away.

Payal : "Let me go! I don't want to spend another second in this place."

Sanjay, seeing his afternoon slipping away, felt a wave of desperation. He didn't want the encounter to end on such a bitter note. In a moment of brute force, he grabbed her and forced her down onto the bench again. He ignored her protests, her slaps, and her insults as he hiked up her Saree (Dress) once more. He was determined to finish what they had started, driven now by a frantic, almost angry energy.

He entered her again, his movements fast and jagged. Payal was furious, her eyes burning with tears of rage as she glared at him. She called him every name she could think of, her voice cracking with emotion.

Payal : "You're a bastard, Sanjay! You’re no better than a common criminal! You blackmailed me into this, and then you insult me?"

But as the minutes passed, the physical reality of the act began to override her anger. The friction, the heat, and the deep, rhythmic pulsing began to work their magic once more. Her protests grew quieter, her breathing more labored. After twenty minutes of intense, silent struggle, the anger finally dissolved into the familiar, drowning heat of climax.


Chapter 4

They reached the end together, a silent explosion of release that left them both gasping for air in the dim light. Sanjay collapsed against her, his energy spent. Payal lay still, her chest heaving, the silence in the room heavy with the weight of what had just transpired.

After a few minutes, Sanjay pulled away. His presence left her, leaving a cold, empty sensation in its wake. Payal felt the dampness on her skin and the mess on her Saree (Dress), but she didn't care. She stood up silently, her movements stiff and mechanical.

Sanjay tried to speak, to offer some word of apology or explanation, but Payal ignored him. She adjusted her Saree (Dress), unaware that a visible mark of their encounter remained on the fabric behind her. She turned and walked out of the shop without a single backward glance.

As she walked home through the bustling streets, she felt a profound sense of hollowness. She had found the physical release she had been searching for, but at a terrible cost to her spirit. The word Sanjay had used, the label he had placed on her, rang in her ears like a funeral bell. She was a mother, a wife, a woman of standing... and yet, in that juice stall, she had been something else entirely. The realization stung her heart, a sharp, persistent ache that no amount of physical pleasure could ever soothe.

Payal reached her doorstep, took a deep breath, and stepped back into the world she knew, carrying the secret of her shadow self locked deep inside.

The shadows of the evening began to stretch across the small, quiet house, mirroring the dark web of manipulation Aryan had meticulously woven. By impersonating his mother, Payal, he had ignited a volatile fire between Varun and Sanjay, turning two allies into rabid rivals. The messages he sent had acted like venom, seeping into their pride. Now, miles apart, both men were simmering with a murderous rage, their blood boiling with the desire to settle the score once and for all. Had they stood face-to-face in that moment, the air would have surely been punctuated by violence.

Aryan, however, remained detached from the immediate fallout, sleeping away the afternoon in the sanctuary of his room. When he finally stirred at dusk, he felt a cold sense of triumph. He emerged from his room, quietly swapping his mother’s phone back for his own, hoping to slip away unnoticed. But the silence was broken by Payal’s voice, sharp with maternal concern and lingering confusion.

Payal : "Aryan, wait. What on earth happened this afternoon? You slammed your plate and walked out without a word. Talk to me, beta."

Aryan didn’t stop. He kept walking toward the door, his back stiff, his silence a wall of defiance. Payal, refusing to be ignored, moved quickly, her hand catching his arm to pull him back.

Payal : "Aryan, I am speaking to you! This behavior is unacceptable. Tell me what is bothering you."

Aryan : "Mom, let go of my hand. Just leave it alone."

Payal : "Not until you explain yourself. You’ve been acting like a stranger in your own home."

Aryan turned his head slightly, a dark, mocking glint in his eyes that Payal had never seen before. It was the look of someone who held a secret heavy enough to crush the person standing before him.

Aryan : "Mom, you do exactly what you want with your life, don't you? You follow your whims. Why shouldn't I do the same? Why is my silence any different from your secrets?"

Payal : "What is that supposed to mean?"

Aryan : "Let’s just say... if you truly understood what I meant, the very ground beneath your feet would give way. You aren't ready for that truth."

He wrenched his arm away and stepped out into the night, leaving Payal standing in the hallway, chilled by his words. Suspicion, cold and gnawing, began to take root in her chest. She hurried to find her phone, her fingers trembling as she scrolled through her messages. There, in plain sight, were the conversations—the messages sent in her name to Sanjay and Varun. The realization hit her like a physical blow. Aryan knew. And he wasn't just watching; he was playing a dangerous game.

Desperate to prevent a catastrophe, Payal immediately called Varun. Her voice was frantic as she explained that it was Aryan who had been messaging them, trying to incite a fight. Varun, listening intently on the other end, felt the hot flash of his anger cool into a calculating chill. The pieces clicked into place. He realized the boy had tried to play them for fools.

Varun quickly called Sanjay, relaying the discovery. The two men, who moments ago were ready to kill each other, now found a common enemy in the boy who had tried to manipulate them. A new, darker plan began to form—a way to punish Aryan and ensure his absolute silence.

Varun : "Listen, Sanjay. We’re going to have a little 'party' tonight at your place. I’ll bring the drinks. I’ll call Aryan and lure him there. It’s time we taught that boy a lesson he will never forget."

As Aryan walked aimlessly through the streets, his phone vibrated. It was Varun. He answered, a smug smile playing on his lips, assuming his plan to divide them was working perfectly.

Varun : "Hello, brother! How are you doing tonight?"

Aryan : "With friends like you around, how could I not be doing well? Everything is just... perfect."

Varun : "Listen, I’m headed back into town with some top-shelf liquor. I’ll be at the juice stall in a few minutes. Come meet us, Aryan. Let’s have a drink and enjoy ourselves."

Aryan : "I’m not really in the mood to drink, Varun."

Varun : "Oh, come on! How long are you going to stay hidden behind your mother’s shadow? Be a man for once and come out."

The jab hit its mark. Aryan’s ego flared. He hated the implication that he was weak or sheltered. He also reasoned that if he went, he could watch the two of them descend into the drunken brawl he had orchestrated. He wanted to be there to pour the final drop of fuel on the fire.

Aryan : "Fine. I’ll be there. And for the record, I’m not hiding behind anyone."

When Aryan arrived at the stall, the atmosphere was deceptively calm. Sanjay greeted him with a grin that didn't quite reach his eyes.

Sanjay : "Ah, the young master has arrived! Varun called ahead. He’s bringing something special tonight."

Aryan : "So he told you, did he? You two seem very close all of a sudden."

Sanjay : "We have a lot in common, Aryan. More than you might think."

Varun arrived shortly after, carrying a bottle and a swagger that suggested he was in total control. The three of them moved into the cramped, dimly lit back room of the stall. The air was heavy with the smell of old wood and the underlying scent of the chicken Sanjay had prepared.

Varun : "Today is a night for surprises, Aryan. Once we’ve had a few drinks, I have a very special gift for you."

Aryan : "A gift? From you? This I have to see."

Varun : "Sanjay, stop hovering and pour the drinks! Let’s get this started. Did you get the snacks ready?"

Sanjay : "Everything is ready . The chicken is spiced just the way you like it."

Aryan looked between them, a sense of unease starting to ripple through his bravado. "You two have certainly been busy behind my back," he remarked, his voice laced with a bitter edge.

A heavy silence fell over the room, the kind of silence that precedes a storm. Aryan broke it himself, trying to mask his discomfort with a laugh. "I’m talking about the food and the drinks, obviously!"

The other two joined in the laughter, but the sound was hollow.

Aryan (Internal Monologue) : Laugh all you want, you bastards. I’m the one who pulled the strings. Soon enough, you’ll be at each other's throats.

As the liquor began to flow, Aryan waited for the sparks to fly. He decided to poke the wound. "So, Varun," he said, leaning back. "Did you find any 'new talent' while you were away, or are you still stuck on the same old prize here in town?"

Varun took a long sip of his drink, his eyes fixed on Aryan. "When you have a prize as exquisite as the one I found here, your heart doesn't wander. She’s... irreplaceable."

Sanjay chimed in, his voice thick with a forced joviality. "You’ve got great taste . A real firecracker, that one."

Aryan : "You speak as if you've had a taste yourself, Sanjay."

Sanjay : "Well, I wouldn't dream of stepping on Varun 's toes, but when the lady came by the shop with an itch that needed scratching... I couldn't just let her suffer, could I? I helped her out a bit."

Aryan felt a surge of genuine, white-hot fury. Hearing these two men discuss his mother with such casual, lewd familiarity was almost more than he could bear. But he held his tongue, his knuckles turning white as he gripped his glass.

Varun : "Exactly! If a woman is hungry, someone has to feed her. If it wasn't Sanjay, it would have been someone else. There’s no shortage of men, right Aryan?"

Aryan : "I suppose so, Varun."

Sanjay : "And honestly, these 'respectable' women... they have a heat inside them that their boring husbands can never quench. They come running to men like us because we know how to handle them. We have what they really need."

Aryan’s blood was boiling. He realized with a sinking heart that they weren't fighting. They were bonding over their shared conquest. He downed his drink in one go, the alcohol burning his throat as much as his pride.

Sanjay : "You’re very quiet, Aryan. Don't you have anything to add?"

Aryan : "I’ve got nothing to say to people like you. I’m not a fool."

Sanjay : "Oh? Are you calling us fools? Or is it just that you haven't managed to land a 'prize' of your own yet?"

Aryan : "Shut your mouth, you low-life, before I break your jaw."

Varun : "Easy, Aryan! Why so much heat all of a sudden?"

Aryan : "You shut up too, Varun. You’re a disgrace. If any man touched what was mine, I’d kill him. I wouldn't sit here sharing drinks with him."

Varun : "Brother, look at you getting all worked up over something so natural. Nature is beautiful; it’s meant to be shared. If you want a piece of the action, you just have to ask."

Aryan : "I don't want anything from you!"

He stood up to leave, his vision slightly blurred from the heavy alcohol. But Varun’s hand shot out, grabbing his wrist with a strength that was surprising and immovable.

Varun : "Sit down, Aryan. We aren't done yet. I recall you had your own designs on your mother. How did that work out for you?"

Sanjay began to laugh, a harsh, mocking sound. "He’s a coward, Varun! A woman like that needs a real man, a lion, not a little boy who peeks through keyholes."


Chapter 5

That was the breaking point. Aryan lunged across the table, his fist connecting with Sanjay’s jaw. The table upended, glasses shattering on the floor. Varun jumped up, not to help Aryan, but to pin him back. Within seconds, the room descended into a chaotic, one-sided brawl.

Aryan : "You bastards! You're a stain on the word friend! How could you do this to my mother? How could you even think of it?"

Varun : "You think you can just walk in here and hit us? You think we’re just going to take it from a brat like you?"

Sanjay recovered quickly, his face twisted in a snarl. He grabbed a heavy wooden club from the corner and swung it, the impact against Aryan’s ribs stealing the air from his lungs. Aryan fell to his knees, gasping, as the two men began to systematically beat him.

It wasn't a fair fight. Aryan was outnumbered and intoxicated, and his anger made him sloppy. He tried to shield his face as kicks and blows rained down on him. Finally, he slumped against the wall, defeated.

Varun : "Stop, Sanjay. That’s enough for now."

Sanjay : "I want to finish him ! He thinks he’s so special?"

Aryan : "You... you stabbed me in the back. You didn't care that she’s my mother. You’re monsters."

Varun leaned down, his face inches from Aryan’s. "Mom or not, when a woman is that beautiful, loyalty has a very short shelf life. You should have learned that by now."

Sanjay : "I think the boy has finally learned his lesson."

Aryan : "I’ll tell him. I’ll tell my father everything. He’ll have you both thrown in prison for what you’ve done!"

Varun and Sanjay shared a look and burst into laughter.

Varun : "Your father? That pathetic excuse for a man? He couldn't even satisfy his own wife, which is why we had to step in. You should be thanking us for keeping her happy."

He pulled out his phone and hit play on a video. It wasn't a video of Payal. It was a recording of Aryan himself, from a previous night of drinking. In the video, Aryan was slurring his words, confessing his dark desires for his own mother and mocking his father’s inadequacy.

Aryan : "How... how did you get that?"

Varun : "You talk a lot when you’re drunk, Aryan. You handed us this weapon yourself. Imagine what your mother would think if she heard her 'beta' talking like this. Imagine what your father would do. He wouldn't just throw us in jail; he’d throw you out on the street."

Sanjay : "And don't forget the other videos we have. If you go to the police, we’ll make sure the whole world sees your mother’s 'adventures.' By the time we're done, her reputation will be in the gutter, and you’ll be the laughingstock of the city."

Aryan felt the last of his strength leave him. He was trapped in a nightmare of his own creation. He had tried to be the master of ceremonies, and instead, he had become the victim.

Varun : "So, Aryan. What’s it going to be? Are we going to be friends, or are we going to be enemies?"

Aryan : "I... I just want to go home. Please."

Sanjay stepped forward, delivering a stinging slap across Aryan’s face. "You don't leave until we say you leave. You insulted me, and for that, there is a price to pay."

Varun reached into his bag and pulled out a small, heavy revolver. The sight of the steel glinting in the dim light made Aryan’s heart skip a beat. He felt a cold wave of terror wash over him.

Aryan : "Please... don't. I’m sorry! I shouldn't have hit you. I won't tell anyone, I swear! Just let me go."

Varun : "We need a little more insurance than just your word, Aryan. We need something that ensures you will never, ever betray us."

Sanjay reached into his waistband and produced a long, dark object. Aryan’s mind raced, realizing with a sickening clarity what was about to happen. This wasn't about a video anymore. This was about absolute humiliation.

Aryan : "No... please. Not that. Anything but that. Use your 'gifts' on the women, not me!"

The two men laughed, the sound echoing through the small stall.

Sanjay : "You’d be surprised how many 'straight' boys from the college have been through here, Aryan. You aren't as unique as you think."

He grabbed Aryan, forcing him down onto the dirt floor on his stomach. Aryan struggled, but Sanjay’s weight was like a mountain on his back, pinning him down.

Aryan : "Varun, help me! This is wrong! It’ll kill me!"

Varun : "Stop whining. If you want to walk out of here alive, you’ll do exactly what we say. And look on the bright side... maybe you’ll learn why your mother enjoys it so much."

He set his phone up on a nearby crate, the camera lens focused directly on Aryan.

Varun : "Make sure you get a good look at the camera, Aryan. We want to see that face of yours. We want the world to know you’re doing this because you want to."

Aryan : "I won't! I’ll never do it!"

Sanjay : "Then I’ll just do it the hard way. I don't need you to be willing. I just need you to be there."

Varun stepped in, tossing a small bottle of oil to Sanjay. "Here. We’re not entirely heartless. But Aryan, if you make this difficult, I’ll tell him to put the oil away. And believe me, you don't want that."

Aryan was trembling, a broken shell of the boy who had walked in earlier. He nodded slowly, a silent surrender.

The next hour was a blur of pain, degradation, and soul-crushing shame. Sanjay moved with calculated cruelty, while Varun stood over them, directing the 'performance' for the camera. He forced Aryan to mimic pleasure, to look into the lens and act as if he were a willing participant in his own destruction.

Aryan : "Please... it’s enough. I can't take any more."

Sanjay didn't stop until he was satisfied. When it was over, he stood up, adjusting his clothes with a casual indifference. Varun turned off the recording, a look of triumph on his face.

Varun : "There. Now we have everything we need. If you ever breathe a word of our business to anyone—your father, the police, even a stranger on the street—this video goes viral. You’ll be the 'Randa' of the city. No girl will ever look at you, and no man will ever respect you."

Aryan lay on the floor, curled in a ball, the quiet sobs wracking his body. He felt hollow, as if the very core of his being had been scooped out.

Varun : "We’re leaving now. Clean yourself up and get out. And remember, Aryan... we’re watching you."

The two men walked out into the night, their laughter fading into the distance. Aryan remained on the floor for a long time, the silence of the stall closing in around him. Eventually, he found a discarded rag and wiped the blood and grime from his body. He stood up, his movements slow and pained, and pulled his clothes back on.

He walked out of the stall and into the moonlight, a ghost of the person he used to be. The game was over, and he had lost everything. As he walked toward his home, the weight of his secret felt like a mountain on his shoulders, a burden he would have to carry in silence for the rest of his life.

The heavy, shuttered air of the juice stall remained thick with the scent of spent adrenaline and the metallic tang of spilled blood. After Aryan had limped away into the night, a broken shadow of his former self, Varun and Sanjay stood amidst the wreckage of the small back room. The silence was no longer tense; it was triumphant, vibrating with the dark satisfaction of predators who had successfully cornered their prey.

Sanjay wiped a smear of sweat from his forehead, a cruel smirk playing on his lips as he looked at the door Aryan had just exited.

Sanjay : "Varun , that brat is finally under our thumb. We’ve broken him completely. But tell me, what happens now? What’s the next move?"

Varun leaned against the wooden frame of the door, his eyes dark and calculating. He toyed with the revolver in his hand, the cold steel a reflection of his own temperament.

Varun : "Now, Sanjay, that boy belongs to us. He will live in the shadow of our whims. He is no longer a person; he is a servant. If we tell him to bark, he will bark. If we tell him to crawl, he will crawl. But he was only a means to an end. There is another butterfly in that house whose nectar we have yet to taste."

Sanjay’s interest piqued, his eyes widening with a predatory gleam.

Varun : "Payal has a daughter. A little bud, untouched and fresh, just waiting to bloom. She carries her mother's fire—hot, vibrant, and undeniably alluring. She is the next target on our list."

Sanjay let out a low, gravelly chuckle that seemed to vibrate in the cramped space.

Sanjay : "If the mother was that exquisite, I can only imagine the daughter. My blood is already racing just thinking about that day. The youth, the innocence...."

Varun : "Patience, Sanjay. She will fall into our web soon enough. For now, the night is late. I’m heading back to my room to get some sleep. You should do the same."

The two men shared a knowing look—a pact sealed in the darkness—before parting ways, disappearing into the shadows of the alleyway like ghosts of a coming storm.

Across town, Aryan finally reached the safety of his front door. Every step had been an agonizing journey. His body was a map of bruises, his ribs ached with every breath, and his gait was uneven, a testament to the brutality he had endured. He smelled of sweat, dirt, and the sharp, cloying scent of cheap alcohol that had been poured over him to complete his humiliation.

When the door creaked open, Payal stood there, her face instantly contorting into a mask of horror.

Payal : "My God, Aryan! What happened to you? Look at your face... your clothes... and is that... are you drunk? You smell like a distillery!"

Aryan kept his head down, his voice a hollow rasp. He couldn't meet her eyes, not with the memory of the video burning in his mind.

Aryan : "It’s nothing, Mom. I ran into some thugs on the way back. They wanted my money, and when I refused, they... they did this. They poured that filth on me just to mock me. Please, just let me go to my room."

Payal bit her lip, her heart racing. She knew her husband was in the other room, and if he discovered Aryan in this state—smelling of liquor and covered in the marks of a brawl—the house would erupt in a violence she couldn't control.

Payal : "Go. Quickly. Get to your room and stay there. I’ll bring you some food and a first-aid kit. We’ll take care of those cuts in private."

Aryan moved like a ghost through the hallway, slipping into the sanctuary of his bedroom and collapsing onto the bed. The darkness offered little comfort; his mind was a theater of the night's horrors. A short while later, Payal slipped inside, carrying a tray of food and a small bowl of antiseptic.

Payal : "I brought you something to eat, beta. Come, let me look at those wounds. We need to clean them before they get infected."

Aryan turned away, pulling the sheet tighter around himself.

Aryan : "I don't want it. I don't want anything. Just leave me alone."

Payal : "Aryan, please. Why are you treating me like an enemy? I’m your mother."

She sat on the edge of the bed, her voice trembling. She suspected that Aryan’s anger wasn't just about the 'thugs.' She knew he had discovered her secret, and the weight of that knowledge was a wall between them. She wanted to bridge it with affection, to soothe the jagged edges of his resentment.

Aryan : "Go away! I have nothing to say to you. Every time I look at you, I see the reason I’m in this pain. If you hadn't involved yourself with men like Varun and Sanjay, none of this would have happened! Now I’m trapped, and it’s all because of your choices!"

The accusation hit Payal like a physical strike. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling over and tracing hot paths down her cheeks. She didn't try to hide her sobbing; the dam had finally burst.

Payal : "You’re right, Aryan. I know you're angry, and you have every right to be. But please... if you would just listen for one moment, maybe you could understand why I was so weak."

The raw vulnerability in her voice caused Aryan’s resolve to waver. He turned back toward her, his expression softening from pure rage to a pained curiosity.

Aryan : "Fine. Tell me. What could possibly justify this?"

Payal wiped her eyes with the corner of her Saree (Dress), her voice dropping to a soft, intimate whisper.

Payal : "Your father... he is a good provider, yes. But he is a ghost in this house. His mind is always at the office, always buried in files and spreadsheets. When he comes home, he is silent. He doesn't look at me; he doesn't talk to me. He eats in silence and sleeps in silence."

She paused, her gaze fixed on her hands.

Payal : "A woman is not a statue, Aryan. We have needs that go beyond food and shelter. There is a hunger in the soul, a thirst for connection and... and warmth. I felt like a fish gasping for air in a dried-up pond. When I met those men, they offered me a glimpse of life again. I was foolish. I was desperate. I jumped into that river without thinking about how deep the current was. Please, beta... forgive me. If your father had given me even a fraction of that attention, I would never have looked elsewhere."

Aryan listened, the complexity of adult relationships finally beginning to dawn on him. He saw the woman behind the mother—lonely, neglected, and tragically flawed.

Aryan : "A mistake was made, Mom. But you've fallen in with dangerous people. They aren't who you think they are. They are cruel, and they will destroy us if we let them. You have to promise me—never speak to them again. No calls, no messages. Nothing."

Payal : "I promise, Aryan. I will do whatever you say. Just don't tell your father. He would never understand. It would be the end of everything."

Aryan : "Then stay away from them. Completely."

They sat in the quiet for a while longer before Payal finally left for her own room. She felt a sense of relief that Aryan was seemingly on her side, but as she lay in the dark, a different kind of anxiety began to surface. If she cut off Varun and Sanjay, how would she survive the loneliness? Would she be forced to live the rest of her life in the shadows, her desires relegated to the touch of her own fingers? The thought was a cold prospect as she eventually drifted into a fitful sleep.

The following morning, the sun brought a new set of problems. Varun, feeling the sting of Payal’s sudden silence, called her repeatedly. When she didn't answer, he felt a flicker of annoyance. He assumed she was busy with housework and sent a perfunctory message, but when his subsequent calls went straight to voicemail, his irritation turned into a cold resolve.

He is called Aryan.

Varun : "Aryan. Get down to the juice stall. Now. We need to talk."

Knowing he had no choice, Aryan made his way to the stall, his body still aching from the previous night's ordeal. When he arrived, the atmosphere was thick with hostility.

Aryan : "What do you want now? Why the urgency?"

Sanjay stepped forward, his face inches from Aryan’s.

Sanjay : "Watch your tone, brat. Is that how you speak to your elders? To the men who look after your mother?"

Aryan : "What is this, Varun?"

Varun : "He’s right, Aryan. We’ve shared your mother’s bed; in a way, that makes us family, doesn't it? Show some respect."

Aryan : "You’re pushing it, both of you."

Sanjay : "Shut up! One press of a button and your life is over. Remember that."

Aryan gritted his teeth, the humiliation burning in his gut, but he fell silent. He was a prisoner in his own life.

Varun : "Is your father at the office today?"

Aryan : "Yes."

Varun : "So Payal is home alone?"

Aryan : "Yes. My sister is at college too."

Varun : "Then why isn't she answering my calls? She’s been ignoring me all morning."

Aryan : "I wouldn't know."

Varun tried calling her again, right in front of Aryan. This time, the call was instantly disconnected. Payal was actively rejecting him. A dark cloud passed over Varun’s face.

Varun : "Did you tell her something? Did you interfere?"

Aryan : "No, I didn't do anything."

Sanjay : "Varun, why are we wasting time on the phone? The house is empty, the lady is alone... why don't we just go over there and pay her a surprise visit? I’m sure she’s just playing hard to get."

Varun : "You’re right. Let’s go."

Aryan : "No! Don't go there. She doesn't want to see you."

Sanjay : "We’ll be the judge of that. And you’re coming with us, Aryan. You can stand guard outside while we... reconnect with your mother."

Aryan felt like his world was collapsing. He was forced to walk alongside them, a silent accomplice to his mother's impending nightmare. His heart was heavy with a mix of guilt and a desperate, impotent rage.

Soon, they reached the house. Varun stepped up to the door and pressed the bell, the sound echoing through the quiet street. After a long moment, the door opened. Payal stood there, draped in a stunning blue silk Saree (Dress) that accentuated every curve. When she saw the two men standing on her doorstep, the color drained from her face.

Payal : "What are you doing here? You shouldn't have come."

Varun stepped closer, his presence invading her personal space.

Varun : "Is that any way to greet us? We’ve been dying to hear your voice, Payal. Why don't you let us inside so we can talk properly? We have so much to catch up on."

Payal looked past him at Aryan, who stood by the gate with his head bowed, and she realized with a sinking heart that the silence she had promised was already being shattered.


Chapter 6

Payal stood in the doorway, her knuckles white as she gripped the frame. The air between them was thick with a suffocating tension, the kind that precedes a violent storm.

Payal : "Look, you shouldn't be here. Either of you. If someone sees you, it will be the end of everything."

Varun’s gaze swept over her with a slow, agonizing boldness. He stepped forward, his voice dropping into a low, predatory purr.

Varun : "Oh, come on, my love. Just let us in first."

Payal : "No, absolutely not! If anyone comes by, what answer will I give them? Please, just leave."

Ignoring her pleas, Varun and Sanjay leaned their weight against the door, forcing their way into the sanctuary of her home. The heavy thud of the door closing behind them sounded like a gavel, sealing her fate for the afternoon. Payal backed away, her chest heaving with a mixture of fear and a traitorous, rising heat.

Payal : "You shouldn't have come here. This is too dangerous."

Sanjay pulled out his phone, his face twisted in a mask of frustrated desire.

Sanjay : "We’ve been calling you since the sun came up, but you didn't even bother to pick up. What's the matter? You’ve grown too big for us suddenly?"

Payal : "I... I was busy. I had things to do around the house."

Varun : "Really? Busy enough to ignore us entirely? That’s a sudden change of heart."

Payal : "Yes, I had work. A lot of work."

Sanjay : "Is that right? It seems Madam has a very full schedule these days. Maybe too full for old friends?"

Payal : "What, is it a crime to have chores? I have a life outside of you two."

Varun : "Perhaps. But even so, the least you could have done was send a message. A single text to let us know you were still thinking of us."

Payal : "I told you, I didn't have the time!"

Sanjay’s eyes narrowed, a crude, jealous sneer crossing his face.

Sanjay : "I bet she found herself a new toy. Some fresh blood to keep her occupied while we're away."

Payal : "That is disgusting! What nonsense are you talking? I don't want any of that anymore. None of it!"

Varun took a step closer, his presence looming over her. He could smell the faint scent of her perfume, a fragrance that fueled the fire in his veins.

Varun : "It’s very easy to say 'I don't want it' when the room is cold, Payal. But when the body starts to thirst, when that fire starts burning deep inside... even the strongest resolve crumbles like ash."

Payal : "I'm telling you, it’s not like that. I’ve lost all interest in these games. I didn't pick up because I can't do this anymore. I am a married woman. I’ve come to my senses, and I realize now that this path only leads to ruin. Today is the end of it."

Varun let out a dark, mocking laugh.

Varun : "Is that so? Well then, let’s see just how long you can stay thirsty."

Without a word of warning, Varun reached down and freed himself from his trousers. The sight was jarring—a raw, visceral display of his intent. Payal’s eyes widened, and she instinctively averted her gaze, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird.

Payal : "What is this indecency? Stop this at once! Not here, not in my home. If someone walks in, I’ll be ruined. I’m begging you, put that away and leave."

Varun : "Fine, we’ll leave. I’ll walk out that door without touching a hair on your head. But first, I want to see exactly how much self-control you really have. I won't touch you. I won't even move. Just give me ten minutes. If you can stand there for ten minutes and keep your composure—if you don't go soft and wet between your legs—then we walk away and never trouble you again."

Payal : "No, no... this is wrong. You’re being cruel."

Varun : "Look, no touching. I promise. We’ll vanish from your life forever, provided you can survive these ten minutes."

Payal : "Please, try to understand. I can't do this. My mind says one thing, but my body..."

Varun : "Just ten minutes, Payal. That’s the price of your freedom."

Payal was trapped in a psychological vice. Her eyes, despite her best efforts, kept darting back to the primal sight before her. She could feel the treacherous dampness beginning to betray her; her pulse was racing, and a familiar, heavy ache was blooming in her lower abdomen. Her own biology was conspiring against her morality.

Payal : "I can't... I can't do this, Varun. With you standing there like that... it’s impossible for my body not to react. But I have to stop. I am forced by my circumstances."

Varun : "What circumstances, Aunty? What’s holding you back?"

Payal : "I can't tell you that. Just know that everything has changed."

Varun : "No, you have to tell us. We deserve to know why our favorite bird is suddenly trying to fly away."

Payal : "I said I can't!"

Varun : "Then we aren't moving. We’ll stay right here until the sun goes down or until your husband walks through that door. The choice is yours."

Payal : "Please, don't be stubborn. Just go!"

Sanjay : "Not a chance. We want the truth first, then we leave."

The situation was spiraling out of control. Payal felt the walls closing in. Just as the tension reached a breaking point, the sharp, rhythmic chime of the doorbell sliced through the air. Simultaneously, Varun’s phone began to vibrate violently in his pocket. It was Aryan, calling with frantic desperation. Their father was returning early, caught in a sudden shift of plans.

Varun : "Sanjay, move! We have to get out of here right now!"

Sanjay : "What? Why? What happened?"

Varun : "I'll tell you later. Just move!"

Sanjay : "Wait, the door is that way! Where are you going?"

Payal : "Get out! Through the back! Someone is here, I told you this would happen!"

Varun didn't wait to argue. He scrambled toward Payal’s bedroom, with Sanjay hot on his heels. They dove through the bathroom window, disappearing into the alleyway just as the front door began to rattle.

Outside, Aryan was frantically ringing the bell, standing beside his father, Vikram, who looked slightly confused by his son's urgency. Payal smoothed her Saree (Dress), took a deep, shaky breath, and opened the door.

Payal : "Oh! You’re home early from the office today."

Vikram : "Yes, I realized I left some crucial documents on the breakfast table. I couldn't finish the report without them. I just popped back to grab them."

Payal : "I see. And Aryan, you're back from college early too?"

Aryan : "Yeah, Mom. Classes were canceled unexpectedly, so I figured I’d come home and... keep an eye on things."

Vikram : "Ah, here they are. I must be getting forgetful. Anyway, I’ve got to rush back. Goodbye, Payal."

Payal : "Goodbye."

As soon as Vikram’s car pulled away, the air in the house shifted. Aryan turned to his mother, his eyes burning with silent questions.

Aryan : "Mom, what were they saying to you? I saw them go in."

Payal : "It was nothing, beta. Did you... did you see them leave?"

Aryan : "Yes, I saw them. I’m watching everything now, Mom. Every move you make. Don't even think about slipping back into those old habits."

Payal : "They’ve been calling all morning. When I didn't answer, they just showed up. I didn't invite them."

Aryan : "I told you they were filth. Look at how they treat you—forcing their way in, threatening your peace. They don't respect you."

Payal : "They didn't force anything, Aryan. They’re gone now."

Aryan : "Just don't trust them. Keep them as far away from this house as possible."

Payal : "I will, beta. Don't worry. I’ll keep my distance."

Back at the juice stall, Varun and Sanjay were catching their breath, their blood still high from the narrow escape.

Sanjay : "That woman... She's becoming a problem. We should have just pinned her down right there and reminded her who owns her."

Varun : "Don't be a fool. Where’s the pleasure in that? A woman like Payal is best enjoyed when she’s begging for it, when she finally gives in to her own hunger. If we take it by force, the fire goes out."

Sanjay : "Maybe, but she’s acting like she’s found religion all of a sudden. She won't even look at us."

Varun : "She’ll give in. They always do. But first, let’s deal with the brat. Call him."

Aryan arrived shortly after, his face a mask of weary defiance.

Sanjay : "So, tell me, you little worm... did you give your mother what she was missing? Is that why she’s ignoring us?"

Aryan : "What are you talking about?"

Sanjay : "I'm asking if you’ve been sleeping with your own mother, you sick bastard. Is she taking it from you now?"

Aryan : "Watch your mouth. Don't speak about her like that."

Sanjay : "Or what? You’ll fight us again? You forget your place, boy. We’re practically your stepfathers at this point. Bow your head when you speak to us."

Aryan remained silent, his hands balled into fists.

Sanjay : "We know you want her. We’ve seen the way you look at her. You probably spend your nights thinking of her name. But remember one thing—she is our property. Don't you dare lay a finger on her."

Varun : "Alright, Sanjay, that’s enough. You’re overstepping."

Sanjay : "No, Varun, I’m being practical. If he gets a taste, she’ll never come back to us. I’m just setting the rules."

Varun : "Enough. Aryan is our friend now. He’s going to help us get what we want."

Aryan : "How am I supposed to help you?"

Varun : "You’re going to take us into your home. Sanjay needs a job, and I need a place to stay. You’ll tell your father that Sanjay is a new servant and I am your tutor and friend from college. How you convince him is your problem."

Aryan : "I can't do that. It’s impossible."

Varun : "I wasn't asking, Aryan. Do it, or the video goes live tonight."

Aryan nodded slowly, the weight of his defeat crushing him. That evening, he approached his father.

Aryan : "Dad, can we talk? I have a friend who’s going through a rough patch. He needs a place to stay while he finishes his studies. He’s brilliant—he could really help me with my exams."

Vikram : "If you trust him, Aryan, I don't see why not. It might be good for you to have a study partner."

Aryan : "Thanks, Dad. And also... you mentioned we needed a male servant for the heavy lifting around the house. I found someone. He’s hardworking and reliable."

Vikram : "You’re certainly being proactive lately. Talk to your mother; if she’s okay with the help, hire him."

The next day, Aryan brought the two predators into the heart of his home. Payal pulled Aryan into the kitchen, her voice a frantic whisper.

Payal : "Aryan, are you insane? Why would you bring them here?"

Aryan : "Don't ask me why, Mom. Just accept it. And remember your promise. Don't let them touch you."

Payal : "You’re putting meat in front of lions and telling me not to let them eat. This is madness."

Aryan : "It’s the only way to bore them. When they see they can't have you, they’ll leave. Trust me."

Aryan showed Sanjay to the servant’s quarters and then turned to Varun.

Varun : "And where am I staying?"

Aryan : "In my room."

Varun : "Perfect."

As they were settling in, Ananya walked into the living room. She was wearing a pair of short denim shorts and a tight t-shirt that stopped just short of her midriff, revealing a glimpse of her pale, slender waist. Her youth and natural beauty were striking, a mirror image of Payal’s allure but with the added spark of innocence. Both Varun and Sanjay felt their breath hitch.

Ananya : "Aryan? Who are these people? Why are there strangers in the house?"

Aryan : "This is my friend, Varun. He’s going to be staying with us for a while."

Ananya : "Oh. Hi."

Varun : "Hello, Ananya. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you."

Ananya : "And the other one?"

Payal : "He’s the new house help, Ananya."

Ananya : "Since when do we need a servant? I thought we were doing fine."

Aryan : "Since you refuse to lift a finger to help Mom, we had to get someone. Now, let them get settled."


Chapter 7

The atmosphere in the house shifted as the laughter of the group died down, but the air remained thick with a hidden, predatory energy. Varun’s eyes didn't stray from Ananya for a single second. He had only seen her in photographs before, but seeing her in the flesh was a revelation. Her youth and vibrant energy were like a siren song to him, making his pulse race and causing a visceral, aching hunger to stir deep within his trousers.

Aryan, sensing the heavy silence, cleared his throat to break the spell.

Aryan : "Come on, let me show you where you'll be staying."

Varun : "Lead the way, my friend. I’m eager to get settled."

Aryan led them through the hallway, his footsteps heavy with a mix of resignation and caution. He pointed out the small, sparsely furnished room near the back of the house.

Aryan : "Sanjay, this is your space. Varun, you’ll be sharing my room with me."

Sanjay stepped into the cramped quarters, looking around with a scowl of disappointment.

Sanjay : "Wait a minute. There isn't even a bed in here? Just a mat on the floor?"

Aryan : "Beds are for guests and family, Sanjay. Servants usually make do with what’s provided."

Sanjay : "You little piece of—! You’re calling me a servant to my face?"

Varun stepped in quickly, placing a firm hand on Sanjay’s shoulder and giving it a warning squeeze. His voice was calm, but it carried the weight of an ultimatum.

Varun : "Quiet down, Sanjay. Don't be an idiot. You came here under the title of a servant, so that is exactly how he will address you. Not only that, but you will perform the duties expected of one. Keep your head down and play the part."

Sanjay grumbled under his breath but eventually nodded, retreating into his room. The house settled into a deceptive calm as everyone retreated to their respective corners, but Varun’s mind was far from peaceful. He was haunted by the image of Ananya, a new obsession taking root in the dark corners of his mind.

That evening, Vikram Khanna returned from the office. He met Varun and Sanjay with a polite, if somewhat detached, professionalism before immersing himself back into his work files.

The next morning, the silence of the house was shattered for Varun by a thumping, upbeat rhythm coming from the adjacent room. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, wondering who could be making such a racket so early. He slipped out of the room and followed the sound. Near Aryan's room was Ananya's door, which stood slightly ajar.

Curiosity getting the better of him, Varun leaned in to peer through the gap. Inside, Ananya was in the middle of a vigorous workout. She was wearing tight, form-fitting trousers and a thin t-shirt that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Every curve of her body was emphasized by the fabric, and as she jumped and stretched, the rhythmic movement of her body made Varun’s breath catch in his throat. It was a sight that felt like a gift from the heavens, fueling his desires for the day ahead.

Suddenly, a hand dropped onto his shoulder. Varun nearly jumped out of his skin, spinning around to find Payal standing behind him, her expression a mix of shock and sternness. She grabbed his arm and pulled him into the room where Sanjay was staying.

Payal : "What on earth do you think you’re doing? Peeking into a young girl's room like a common thief?"

Varun : "Relax, I wasn't doing anything wrong. I was just passing by and saw her exercising. It’s hard not to notice such dedication."

Payal : "Why were you staring?"

Varun : "Just admiring the view, Payal. No harm in that, is there?"

Payal : "I still don't understand why you two insisted on coming here. You’re inviting disaster into this home."

Varun : "Well, we invited you to come to us, but you refused. So, we decided to bring the party to you. It’s as simple as that."

Payal : "You can stay as long as you like, but you won't get what you came for. Not from me. Not ever again."

Varun leaned back, a confident, mocking glint in his eyes. He reached into his waistband and adjusted himself, a bold and provocative gesture that made Payal’s heart skip a beat.

Varun : "We’ll see how long that resolve lasts. I know the body has its own hunger, Payal. I’m right here, ready and waiting to feed it whenever you decide you’ve had enough of playing the saint. Don't let your pride keep you starving."

Payal looked away, her eyes betraying her as they momentarily flickered toward the unmistakable silhouette beneath his clothes. She felt the old, familiar heat rising within her, but the memory of her promise to Aryan acted like a cold douse of water.

Payal : "Talking to you is a complete waste of time."

She turned and hurried out of the room. Varun followed a moment later, stepping out into the garden where he found Sanjay listlessly sweeping the path.

Varun : "What’s the matter, Sanjay? You look like you’ve lost your best friend."

Sanjay : "That woman... she woke me up at the crack of dawn and told me to sweep the garden. The nerve! I swear, Varun, if you give me the word, I’ll show her exactly what happens to people who treat me like a common laborer."

Varun : "Patience, my friend. Don't be so eager to break the line. A fish fights the hardest right before it tires itself out and falls into the net. We just have to wait for her to exhaust herself."



Inside the house, Payal was struggling. The constant presence of the two men, especially Varun’s overt attempts to seduce her, was wearing her down. She missed the intensity they brought, the way they made her feel alive and desired in a way Vikram never could. She felt like a child in a candy store, told she could look but never touch.

She retreated to her bathroom, lifting her Saree (Dress) to find that her undergarments were already damp with the evidence of her internal struggle. Frustrated and ashamed, she changed into fresh clothes and tried to bury herself in her housework. At least with Sanjay taking over the heavier chores, her physical load was lighter, even if her emotional one was becoming unbearable.

Aryan woke up late and headed downstairs, finding Sanjay in the garden and Varun lounging nearby.

Aryan : "So, you’re making yourselves at home, I see."

Sanjay : "Yeah, we’re here. Did you think we’d be busy in your mother’s bedroom already?"

Aryan : "Sanjay, watch your mouth! This is my home, not some roadside stall. There are other people here, and if my father hears that kind of talk, you’ll both be out on the street before you can blink."

Varun : "He’s right, Sanjay. Keep a lid on it. You’ll ruin the whole plan if you can't control your tongue."

Sanjay : "Fine, fine. I’ll be a good little servant."

Aryan : "I really think you both should leave. This isn't going to end well for anyone."

Varun : "Save the lectures for your textbooks, Aryan. Now, tell me... when does your father leave for work? And does your sister have classes today, or is she staying in?"

Aryan : "Dad leaves at nine. Ananya has college; she’ll be out most of the day."

Sanjay : "Varun, my blood is boiling. I can't wait to get back to business with Payal."

Aryan looked at them, a small, secret smile of triumph touching his lips. He knew he had coached his mother well. He believed her resolve was ironclad.

Varun : "You’ll head out right behind your father, Aryan."

Aryan : "I have things to do."

Varun : "I don't care. You’ll stay near the gate. If anyone unexpectedly shows up, you give us the signal. Understood?"

Aryan : "Fine."

After breakfast, Vikram and Ananya departed. As soon as the car cleared the driveway, the atmosphere in the house shifted. Varun signaled to Aryan, who reluctantly moved to his post outside. This left Varun and Sanjay alone with Payal, who was tidying up her bedroom.

The two men entered without knocking.

Sanjay : "Looking for something, Madam? Or perhaps you were waiting for us?"

Payal : "What are you doing here? I thought I told you to stay in your own quarters."

Varun : "Don't worry, Payal. We aren't here to cause trouble. In fact, we won't even lay a finger on you. But Sanjay has something he thinks belongs to you."

Sanjay reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, lace-trimmed garment. Payal’s face turned bright red as she recognized it immediately.

Payal : "Where did you get that? Give it back!"

Sanjay : "I found it in the laundry you gave me to wash this morning. And judging by the size, it definitely doesn't belong to your daughter. And I highly doubt your husband wears lace."

Payal : "Fine, it’s mine. So what?"

Varun : "You should really try to stay calmer, Payal. If you keep getting this worked up, you’re going to run out of fresh laundry."

In a bold move, Sanjay produced himself and began a crude, self-indulgent display using the garment as a prop. Payal stood frozen, her gaze locked on the scene despite her internal screams to look away.

Varun : "How long can you keep this up, Aunty? That fire inside you is going to consume you if you don't let someone put it out. Why waste yourself on a piece of fabric when the real thing is right here?"

He reached out, and before she could protest, he checked the hem of her clothes. The evidence of her arousal was undeniable.

Varun : "Your body is screaming for what your mouth is denying. Why are you doing this to yourself?"

Payal broke down, tears streaming down her face as the pressure finally became too much.

Payal : "Please... just leave me alone. I’m begging you."

Varun : "Not until you tell us why. Why the sudden change? Why the cold shoulder?"

Payal : "I can't tell you! I just can't!"

Varun : "Then prepare to burn every single day. We aren't going anywhere, and we will be here to remind you of exactly what you’re missing until you finally break."

The raw intensity of her desire, coupled with the relentless pressure from the two men, finally pushed Payal over the edge. Between her sobs, she confessed everything—the promise she had made to Aryan and the crushing weight of the oath he had forced her to take.

Varun : "Well, Sanjay, look at that. The poor woman is being held hostage by her own son's guilt. Quite the tragic tale."

Payal : "But I want to... I miss it so much..."

Sanjay’s eyes lit up with a renewed predatory spark.

Varun : "We know you do. But if you’ve given your word to your son, who are we to interfere? Come on, Sanjay. Let’s leave the lady to her 'virtue'."

They walked out, leaving Payal a trembling mess on the floor. Back in their room, the facade of sympathy vanished.

Sanjay : "So that little brat Aryan is the one behind all this? I’m going to break his neck."

Varun : "No, we have to be smarter than that. I knew there was something off about her behavior. He’s trying to play the hero."

Sanjay : "Let’s get him in here and teach him a final lesson."

Varun : "Not yet. Let him simmer. We need a plan."

By midday, Ananya returned from college. She spotted Varun lounging in the common area.

Ananya : "Back so soon? Didn't you have classes today?"

Varun : "I wasn't feeling great this morning, so I decided to stay back and rest. The house is much quieter for studying anyway."

Ananya was dressed in a stylish pair of jeans and a crop top that left a tantalizing gap at her waist, showing off a glimpse of her midriff.

Ananya : "Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. How are you feeling now?"

Varun : "Better, now that you’re here."

Ananya : "Well, get some more rest. I’m going to get changed."

Varun : "See you later, Ananya."

He watched her walk away, his eyes lingering on the sway of her hips. She was a masterpiece of youth, her beauty a sharper, more vibrant version of her mother’s. The hunger in his gut intensified.

A few minutes later, Payal walked into the room.

Payal : "Oh, you’re still here."

Varun : "Where else would I be? Did you think I’d just vanish?"

Payal : "No, I suppose not."

Her eyes involuntarily drifted toward the bulge in his trousers, a sight she found increasingly difficult to ignore. Varun noticed the look and decided to change his tactics, adopting a tone of hurt sincerity.

Varun : "You know, Payal... you think so poorly of us. And honestly, I can't blame you for Sanjay’s behavior. If I hadn't been here, he might have truly crossed a line with you that day. But I promise you, as long as I’m under this roof, he won't lay a finger on you without your consent."

He sighed, looking down at his hands.

Varun : "And as for me... I’ll be gone as soon as my exams are over. I don't want to be a burden or a source of stress for you. I’ve asked around for other rooms, but everything is full this close to the semester end. As soon as I find a place, I’ll leave you in peace."

He was laying it on thick, using every bit of his manipulative charm to make Payal feel guilty for her suspicion. He wanted her to see him as a protector, a misunderstood friend, while secretly he was already plotting how to snare both her and her daughter.

Payal : "Varun... you don't have to look for another room. You can stay as long as you need to. I think I just... I let my fears get the better of me. It wasn't fair of me to blame you for everything. After all, I made my own choices too."

Varun : "That’s very kind of you, Payal. I truly appreciate it."

Payal : "Is it true? Do you really miss... us?"

Varun : "Every day. But I respect your situation. I just worry that you’re denying yourself the happiness you deserve."

As they spoke, the doorbell rang. Payal went to answer it, finding Aryan standing on the porch. Varun watched from the shadows, a dark smirk playing on his lips.

Varun (Internal Monologue) : Here comes the little obstacle. Don't worry, Aryan. By the time I’m done with this house, you’ll be wishing you never opened that door.

Payal : "Oh, Aryan! You’re home."

Aryan : "Yeah, Mom. I’m back."

Payal : "Go on and get fresh. I’ll start setting the table for lunch."


Chapter 8

The heavy oak door of the bedroom clicked shut, and Payal hurried toward the kitchen to prepare a meal for Aryan. Her heart was still hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. Behind her, in the quiet hallway, Aryan stood motionless, his mind a dark whirlpool of suspicion and budding resentment. Did he touch her again? he wondered, the thought a bitter pill he couldn't swallow. Did Varun take advantage of the silence while I was gone, or did she give in?

In the other room, Varun rose from the chair with a slow, predatory grace and disappeared into the bedroom he now shared with Aryan.

Payal soon emerged from the kitchen, carrying a steaming plate of food. She placed it before Aryan with a maternal tenderness that felt slightly frayed at the edges. "Here, beta," she said, her voice soft but strained. "I made your favorite vegetable curry today. Eat while it's hot."

Aryan didn't look at the food. His eyes were fixed on his mother, searching her face for any sign of betrayal—a flushed cheek, a stray hair, a look of guilt. "Mom," he started, his voice low and trembling. "Did anything happen after I left? Did they... did he do anything?"

Payal’s heart skipped a beat, but she forced a calm smile. "No, beta. Nothing happened. It’s been quiet all afternoon."

Aryan leaned forward, his gaze intensifying until it felt like a physical weight. "Swear it. Put your hand on my head and swear on my life that nothing happened between you and that man."

A cold shiver ran down Payal’s spine. To swear a false oath on her son’s life was a weight she didn't want to carry, yet the alternative—the truth—was a fire that would burn their house down. She reached out, her hand trembling slightly as she touched his hair. "I swear, Aryan. Nothing happened. I give you my word on your very life."

Aryan let out a long, shaky breath, the tension leaving his shoulders in a sudden rush. He finally picked up his spoon and began to eat, the simple act of consumption a relief from the hunger of his suspicion.

Payal sat across from him, watching him eat, but her mind was elsewhere. "You know, Aryan," she began tentatively, testing the waters. "I think you have Varun all wrong. He isn't the monster you think he is. I think we both made a mistake in judging him so harshly."

Aryan froze, a piece of bread halfway to his mouth. "And why would you say that? What has he done to earn your defense?"

"He’s leaving, Aryan," she said, her voice carrying a hint of genuine sadness that she tried to mask as relief. "He told me today. He’ll be gone in fifteen or twenty days, as soon as his exams are over."

"Leaving?" Aryan repeated, the word sounding foreign in his mouth. He felt a sudden, sharp pang of confusion. What game is he playing now? Why would a predator leave his prey just as he's moved into the den? What did he do to her in those few minutes to make her take his side so completely?

"Yes," Payal continued, encouraged by his silence. "He said he doesn't want to be a burden or cause any more trouble. He’s looking for another place even now."

Aryan finished his meal in a brooding silence. Once done, he retreated to his bedroom, where he found Varun and Sanjay waiting for him like two shadows lurking in the corners of his life.

"So," Aryan said, leaning against the doorframe, trying to sound more confident than he felt. "How was your first day in your new 'home'?"

Sanjay looked up from the edge of the bed, a crude, intoxicated grin spreading across his face. "It’s been a trip, kid. A real intoxicating start. The only problem is you—you keep a ruinous watch over everything, like a dog guarding a bone he can't even chew."

Aryan frowned. "What is that supposed to mean?"

Varun intervened, his voice a smooth contrast to Sanjay’s gravelly tone. "Ignore him, Aryan. He’s just talking nonsense. We’re enjoying ourselves quite a bit. Your hospitality is... unexpected."

Aryan walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, positioned between the two men. The proximity made his skin crawl, but he felt a strange, morbid curiosity. "Good. I thought you might be bored here."

Sanjay suddenly pulled out his phone, his thumb hovering over the screen with a malicious intent. "Hey, Varun, I finished editing that video. It’s a masterpiece. Should we drop it on the internet tonight, or wait for the morning sun to light up the scandal?"

The blood drained from Aryan’s face. "What video? What are you talking about?"

"The only video that matters," Sanjay sneered. "The one starring you."

"But why?" Aryan stammered, his voice rising in panic. "I did what you asked! I brought you here! I lied to my father! Why would you do this?"

Varun leaned in, his eyes cold and devoid of any of the warmth he had shown Payal earlier. "Because your mother is playing the martyr, Aryan. She’s denying us what we came for. She’s locked her doors, and we think you hold the key."

"How is that my fault?" Aryan cried. "I can't control her!"

"You're her son," Sanjay growled. "You're the one she's doing this for. That makes you the obstacle."

Aryan lunged for the phone, a desperate, clumsy attempt to reclaim his dignity. But Sanjay was faster and far stronger. In one fluid motion, he caught Aryan by the throat and slammed him back against the headboard, his fingers digging into the soft skin of Aryan’s neck.

"You think you’re a man now?" Sanjay hissed, his face inches from Aryan’s. "You think you can challenge me in your own house? You’re nothing but a slave, kid. Remember that."

"Sanjay, take it easy," Varun said, though he made no move to help. "We don't want to leave marks."

Sanjay released his grip, and Aryan slumped forward, gasping for air, his throat burning.

"What do you want?" Aryan wheezed. "Just tell me what you want."

"We want your mother," Sanjay said bluntly.

Varun softened his tone, playing the 'good cop' to Sanjay’s brutality. "Listen, Aryan. We know exactly what’s going on. We know about the oath, the 'holy' promise you made her take. You’re the 'eclipse' blocking the sun, my friend. And if that eclipse doesn't move, the video goes viral. Simple as that."

Aryan looked at them, a sickening realization dawning on him. "She told you? My mother told you about the promise?"

"A woman in heat can't keep secrets forever," Varun said with a shrug. "She’s miserable, Aryan. You think you’re protecting her, but you’re just starving her. Do you really want to see her suffer like this? Wouldn't it be better if you just... encouraged her to find some relief?"

A wave of intense, visceral disgust swept over Aryan. "She’s a whore," he spat, the words tasting like poison. "A total, shameless whore. I’m ashamed to even call her my mother. If she’s so desperate for it, she should have just come to me! At least then I wouldn't be humiliated by the likes of you!"

The air in the room turned icy. Varun’s hand shot out, grabbing Aryan’s throat again, but this time with a terrifying, calculated pressure. He squeezed until Aryan’s vision began to blur at the edges.

"Don't you ever," Varun whispered, his voice like a razor, "speak about her like that. What you think of her doesn't matter to us. What matters is that you are going to go in there and you are going to tell her that the promise is void. You are going to inspire her to come to us. If you say one word to discourage her, if you so much as breathe a hint of your 'disgust' to her, I will ruin your life so thoroughly you'll wish you were never born. Do you understand me?"

Aryan could only nod frantically, his lungs screaming for oxygen. Varun let go, and Aryan collapsed onto the floor, trembling.

"But... she’s my mother," Aryan whispered, tears of shame pricking his eyes. "How can I tell my own mother to sleep with my friends?"

Sanjay burst into a loud, mocking laugh. "That’s why you’re a virgin, kid. You don't understand how the world works."

Varun knelt down beside Aryan, his voice almost gentle now, the manipulation reaching its peak. "Think of it as an act of mercy, Aryan. Your father can't give her what she needs. We can. We’ve already shown her a glimpse of heaven. If you let her come back to us, she’ll be happier, more relaxed. She might even thank you for it. Think of the peace it will bring to this house."

"I... I’ll try," Aryan said, his voice broken.

"Don't 'try'," Varun said, standing up. "Go. Now. She’s in her room. Go and set her free."

Aryan stumbled out of the room, his mind a shattered mess of conflicting emotions. He walked down the hallway to his mother’s bedroom and knocked softly. Payal opened the door, her eyes wide with concern when she saw his disheveled appearance.

"Aryan? What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost."

"Nothing, Mom," Aryan said, refusing to meet her eyes. "I just... I’ve been thinking. About the promise I made you take. I realize now that I was wrong. I was being selfish, trying to control your life. I want to take it back. You’re free, Mom. The oath is dead."

Payal stared at him, her breath hitching in her throat. "What are you saying, Aryan? Why the sudden change?"

"I just didn't understand your needs, your feelings," Aryan said, the words feeling like ash in his mouth. "If you find happiness... with someone else... then you should take it. You have a right to be happy, even if it’s not with Papa. I won't judge you anymore."

"Aryan... I don't know what to say."

"Don't say anything," Aryan said, turning away. "Just know that you’re free to do what you want with Varun and Sanjay. I won't stand in your way."

He hurried away before she could see the tears streaming down his face. Payal stood in the doorway, a strange, electric thrill running through her. The weight that had been crushing her for days was suddenly gone, replaced by a surge of adrenaline and a renewed sense of purpose. She felt a bold, defiant heat blossoming within her. He’s right, she thought. I have a right to my own body. I have a right to feel alive.

The evening passed in a blur. When Vikram returned, Payal felt a new sense of confidence. She moved through the house with a grace that bordered on the provocative. The guilt that had once shadowed her every move had vanished, replaced by a raw, primal hunger that demanded to be fed.

As she prepared dinner, she found Sanjay in the kitchen, ostensibly helping with the dishes. He was wearing a pair of old, tattered trousers that had a strategic tear in the front. He had positioned himself so that he was in her constant line of sight, and he made no effort to hide his intent. Payal found her gaze repeatedly drawn to him, the sight of his raw masculinity fueling the fire that was already raging within her.

Sanjay watched her, a smirk playing on his lips as he noticed her lingering glances. He was enjoying the power he held over her, the way she was clearly struggling to maintain her composure.

Suddenly, Ananya’s voice rang out from the hallway. "Mom! Is dinner ready? I’m starving!"

Payal jumped, her heart racing. She saw Ananya approaching the kitchen and instinctively stepped in front of Sanjay, shielding him from her daughter’s view.

"It’s almost ready, beti!" Payal called out, her voice slightly breathless. "Just a few more minutes."

Ananya walked in, her eyes scanning the room. "Why are you standing like that, Mom? And why is the servant just standing there?"

Sanjay had stopped working and was standing directly behind Payal, his presence a heavy, warm weight against her back. He reached out, his hand sliding slowly, boldly over the curve of her hip, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her buttock through the silk of her Saree (Dress).

Payal gasped, a jolt of pure electricity shooting through her. She felt her knees go weak, but she forced herself to stay upright, her face a mask of feigned calm. She couldn't move, couldn't protest, for fear of alerting Ananya.

"He’s just finishing the pots, Ananya," Payal said, her voice trembling. "Go and sit down, I’ll bring the food out in a second."

"What are you making?" Ananya asked, lingering by the door.

"Rajma chawal," Payal replied, her mind spinning.

"Oh, I want to learn how to make that! Can I watch?"

Sanjay’s hand moved higher, his thumb tracing the line of her spine, while his other hand found the sensitive skin of her waist. He began to press himself against her, the heat of his body seeping through her clothes. Payal felt a wave of intense arousal wash over her, a mixture of fear and desire that was almost overwhelming. She knew she had to get Ananya out of the room before she lost all control.

"Not now, beti," Payal said, her voice firmer. "You need to focus on your studies. There will be plenty of time for cooking after you graduate. Now, go!"

She gently but firmly pushed Ananya out of the kitchen and into the dining room. Once her daughter was safely out of sight, Payal whirled around to face Sanjay, her eyes blazing with a mixture of anger and lust.

"Are you insane?" she whispered. "She was right there! You could have ruined everything!"

Sanjay just laughed, a low, dark sound. "But I didn't, did I? And look at you, Payal. You’re shaking. You loved every second of it."

"Put that away and get back to work," Payal hissed, though her heart wasn't in the rebuke.

She finished preparing the meal and served it to the family. After dinner, the house settled into its usual nighttime routine. But for Payal, the night was just beginning. She waited until Vikram was settled in his study, then she prepared his usual glass of warm milk. This time, she carefully dissolved two powerful sleeping pills into the liquid. She knew he would be working late, and she couldn't afford any interruptions.

"Here, dear," she said, placing the glass on his desk. "You look tired. Drink this, it’ll help you sleep."

Vikram looked up, a tired smile on his face. "Thanks, Payal. Just leave it there, I’ll get to it."

"No, drink it now," she urged, her voice soft and persuasive. "I don't want you to forget."

She watched as he drained the glass, a sense of grim satisfaction settling over her. Within half an hour, he was fast asleep, his breathing deep and rhythmic.

Payal then took out her phone and sent a quick message to Varun: He’s asleep. Meet me in Sanjay’s room. Make sure Aryan doesn't see you.

Varun and Sanjay were in Aryan’s room, passing the time with quiet conversation. When the message arrived, Varun’s face lit up with a predatory grin.

"What is it, Varun?" Sanjay asked. "Why the smile?"

"The hunt is over," Varun said. "The prey is coming to us. She wants to meet in your room."

Aryan, who was sitting on the edge of the bed, looked up. "What? My mother is coming here? Tonight?"

"That’s right, kid," Sanjay sneered. "She’s finally seen the light. She’s coming to get what she’s been cAryanng."

Aryan felt a fresh wave of humiliation wash over him. "I don't want to be here. I don't want to see this."

"Oh, you’re not staying," Varun said. "You’re going to swap rooms with Sanjay. You’ll sleep in the servant’s quarters tonight. We need the privacy of this room—it has a sofa, after all. Much more... cinematic."

Sanjay laughed and delivered a stinging slap to Aryan’s cheek. "Move it, slave. Go and enjoy your new quarters. And remember, if you make a sound, I’ll finish what I started earlier."

Aryan stood up and walked out of the room, his head bowed in shame. In the hallway, he ran into Payal, who was just leaving her bedroom. She froze when she saw him.

"Aryan? Where are you going so late?"

"Go to your meeting, Mom," Aryan said, his voice flat and devoid of emotion. "Varun is waiting for you in my room. I’m going to sleep in the back."

Payal watched him walk away, a moment of doubt flickering in her mind. But the hunger within her was too strong to be ignored. She turned and walked toward Aryan’s bedroom, her heart pounding against her ribs.

When she entered, she found Varun lying on the bed, completely nude, his body a landscape of lean muscle and raw intent. He was slowly, rhythmically stroking himself, his eyes fixed on the door. Payal felt her breath hitch, the sight of him sending a fresh wave of heat through her body.

"What... what is this?" she whispered.

"Just getting ready for you, Payal," Varun said, his voice a low, seductive purr. "I thought you might have changed your mind, so I was just... entertaining myself."

"I told you to meet me in Sanjay’s room," she said, trying to regain some semblance of control. "And where is Aryan?"

"Aryan is safely tucked away in the back," Varun said. "He won't bother us tonight. He’s the one who suggested we use this room, actually. He thought we’d appreciate the extra space."

Payal felt a pang of confusion. Aryan suggested this? What did they do to him to make him say such a thing? But the thought was quickly pushed aside as Sanjay stepped out from the shadows of the corner.

"So, Madam," Sanjay said, his gaze raking over her. "Varun told me about your little... talk... earlier. I’m sorry if I was a bit too forward in the kitchen."

Varun stood up, wrapping a towel around his waist, though it did little to hide the extent of his arousal. "He won't do it again, Payal. You have my word on that."

Payal looked at the two of them, the raw power and masculine energy they radiated making her feel small and vulnerable, yet intensely alive. Her gaze kept drifting back to the silhouette beneath Varun’s towel, her mouth watering at the thought of finally tasting him again.

"I just wanted to make sure we were on the same page," she said, her voice trembling. "That there will be no more threats, no more blackmail."

She adjusted her Saree (Dress), but instead of covering herself, she pulled the pallu further to the side, revealing the deep, inviting cleavage of her blouse. She saw both men’s eyes widen, their breath hitching in unison.

"We’re on the same page, Payal," Varun said, stepping closer until he was standing directly in front of her. "We want the same thing. You’ve been starving yourself for too long. It’s time to feast."

He reached out and traced the line of her jaw with his thumb, his touch light but electric. "You don't have to worry about Aryan anymore. He’s given you his blessing. And your husband is dead to the world. Tonight is just for us."

Payal looked up at him, her eyes clouded with desire. "I’ve missed this so much," she whispered. "I’ve missed the way you make me feel."

Varun leaned down and pressed his lips to the sensitive skin of her neck, just below the ear. Payal let out a low, guttural moan, her head falling back as she surrendered to the sensation. She felt his hands find her waist, his fingers digging into her skin, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them.

Behind them, Sanjay watched with a hungry intensity, his own desire reaching a breaking point. Varun caught his eye and gave a subtle nod, signaling him to leave. He knew that Payal needed to feel safe, to feel cherished, before they could truly let go.

"Go, Sanjay," Varun said, his voice thick with lust. "We’ll call you when we’re ready."

Sanjay hesitated for a moment, then turned and walked out, closing the door softly behind him. He went to the servant’s quarters, where he found Aryan sitting on the mat, his face buried in his hands.

"Your mother is a real pro, kid," Sanjay sneered. "You should see the way she’s begging for it. It’s a work of art."

"Leave me alone," Aryan whispered.

Back in the bedroom, the air was thick with the scent of perfume and raw, masculine musk. Varun and Payal were locked in a deep, passionate kiss, their tongues dancing together in a frantic, desperate rhythm. Payal felt like she was drowning in him, her every sense overwhelmed by his presence.

When they finally broke apart, Payal’s lips were swollen and red, her face flushed with a deep, intoxicating heat. "Varun," she gasped, "I never knew it could be like this. I’ve wasted so many years..."

"Then don't waste another second," Varun said. He reached down and untied the towel, letting it fall to the floor. He stood before her, a raw, primal force of nature, his long, thick member standing proud and defiant.

Payal’s eyes widened, a look of pure, unadulterated joy spreading across her face. "It’s so beautiful," she whispered.

"It’s all yours, Payal," Varun said. "Everything I have is yours tonight."

Payal sank to her knees before him, her hands reaching out to touch him, to feel the heat and the power of his body. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before sliding him deep into her throat.

Varun let out a long, low groan, his hands finding her hair, his fingers tangling in the long, dark tresses as he guided her movements. "Yes, Payal... just like that. You’re a natural."

Payal felt a surge of triumph as she heard his pleasure. She began to suck him with a frantic, desperate intensity, her every sense focused on the sensation of him within her. She felt the thick, salty pre-cum on her tongue and swallowed it down like nectar. She was no longer the worried mother or the dutiful wife; she was a woman reclaimed, a creature of pure, unbridled desire.

As she continued to feast on him, she felt a profound sense of liberation. The walls she had built around herself had finally crumbled, leaving her free to explore the depths of her own sexuality. She knew that her life would never be the same after tonight, and she didn't care. She was finally, truly alive.


The air in the room was thick, heavy with the scent of musk and the undeniable heat of two bodies entwined in a dance of rediscovered desire. Varun lay back against the pillows, his chest heaving slightly, his eyes fixed on Payal with a predatory sort of satisfaction.

Varun : "Aunty, the way you’re losing yourself in this... it feels like you’ve been starving for a man’s touch for a lifetime."

Payal paused, her lips glistening, a stray lock of hair clinging to her damp forehead. She looked up at him, her eyes clouded with a cocktail of shame and liberation.

Payal : "No, Varun... that’s not it. I’ve never even done this for your uncle. Not once in all our years."

A low, guttural chuckle escaped Varun’s throat. He reached out, his fingers tracing the line of her shoulder, feeling the shiver that raced through her skin at his touch.

Varun : "Maybe that’s why you’re putting so much heart into it now. You’re making up for lost time, aren't you? It’s incredible, Payal. Truly."

Payal : "I can’t help it. There’s something about you... about how young and firm you are. I’ve never felt hunger like this before."

She returned to him, her movements guided by a primal instinct she had suppressed for decades. For Payal, every sensation was a revelation. In her wildest dreams, she had never imagined herself surrendering to a man who wasn't her husband, let alone enjoying it with such reckless abandon. But the taste of rebellion was sweet—sweeter than any safety she had known. Ever since Varun had first broken through her defenses, the embers of her repressed sexuality had roared into a bonfire. She was drowning in the pleasure of it, forgetting the walls of her home, her status, and the world outside that door.

Varun, however, was playing a much deeper game. While he feasted on Payal’s desperation, his mind was a chessboard. He saw her as a conquest, a "ripe fruit" to be enjoyed, but his ultimate prize lay elsewhere. His gaze often drifted toward the memory of Ananya—the youthful, untouched beauty of the daughter. Payal was the bridge, the delicious distraction he would use until he could reach the "nectar" that had never been tasted by anyone.

Payal : "Varun... I want you. All of you. I want to feel your heat inside me, to drink in everything you have to give."

Varun : "Why stop there? It’s your choice, Aunty. You can drink your fill or let it mark you. I’m yours to command tonight."

Payal : "I’ll take it all. I’ve been empty for so long... I need to fix this ache inside me."

She redoubled her efforts, her passion bordering on the frantic. Varun had encountered many women in his time, but none possessed the sheer, unadulterated heat that Payal radiated. It was the fire of a woman who had spent half her life in a cold bed, now finally feeling the sun. She had been offered many temptations over the years, but she had stayed iron-clad and loyal—until Varun. He hadn't just tempted her; he had dismantled her. He knew that breaking a woman of her stature brought a different kind of high, and tonight, he was reaping the rewards of his "hard work."

Payal : "Tell me when you’re close... I don't want to miss a single drop."

Varun : "You’ll know, Payal. Believe me, you’ll feel it."

Payal : "I can’t get enough of you. I feel like I could stay like this forever, just lost in the strength of you."

Varun : "The night is still young. If you want the whole night, you can have it."

Payal : "But my body... my heart is satisfied, but the fire lower down is screaming for more. My mouth is only the beginning."

Varun : "Don't worry about that. Once your mouth has had its turn, I’m going to show you a kind of pleasure you haven't even dreamed of. I’m going to leave you breathless."

Payal : "I’ve already missed so much, haven't I? All those years of saying no... I feel like I’ve been asleep."

Varun : "Then let me wake you up properly. I’ll give you everything you missed, with interest."

They spoke in hushed, urgent tones, the air vibrating with their shared intensity. After what felt like an eternity of anticipation, the tension in Varun’s body reached its zenith.

Varun : "Aunty... get ready. It’s time."

Payal : "Yes... give it to me."

Varun took control, his hands firm as he guided her, his movements becoming more forceful, more demanding. Payal felt a momentary flash of discomfort as the pace shifted, but it was quickly swallowed by the sheer magnetism of his dominance. He didn't hold back, and she didn't want him to. As the moment of release arrived, he pulled back just enough to ensure she felt the full weight of his surrender. The release was powerful, a warm, visceral tide that filled her senses. Payal took it all in, swallowing her inhibitions along with his essence.

Exhausted but exhilarated, Varun slumped back onto the sofa. Payal remained with him for a moment, cleaning the remnants of their passion with a devotion that was almost spiritual. She eventually moved to sit beside him, her body humming with a strange, new energy.

Payal : "Varun... that was incredible. I feel... blessed, in a strange way. To have found this, at my age... I’m lucky."

Varun : "I’m the lucky one, Aunty. Having a woman like you... it’s a gift."

He pulled her into his arms, his skin damp against hers. He began to kiss her neck, his lips tracing the pulse point that throbbed with her racing heart. The fire, far from being extinguished, flickered back to life. They shared a deep, lingering kiss, their mouths tasting of each other, the reality of their situation blurring into the background.


Chapter 9

Varun’s hands began to wander again, finding the soft curves of her breasts through the disarray of her clothes. Payal let out a soft, trembling sigh, her body arching toward him instinctively. He began to unfasten the buttons of her blouse, his movements slow and deliberate. He knew she wasn't wearing anything underneath, and as the fabric parted, her pale, soft skin was revealed to the dim light.

Payal : "Aaah... Varun, please. Don't just look... take them. They’ve been waiting for you."

Varun : "I will. I just want to admire them first. I didn't get to appreciate them properly this morning."

Payal : "Well, you have all the time in the world now. My husband won't be waking up until the sun is high."

He began to knead her flesh with a rough tenderness that made Payal gasp.

Payal : "Aaaaah... gently, Varun. Please."

Varun : "Where’s the fun in being gentle, Payal?"

He lowered his head, his mouth finding her nipple, swirling his tongue around the hardened peak. Payal felt a jolt of electricity surge through her, a sound of pure, unbridled pleasure escaping her lips.

In the shadows of the hallway, the sounds traveled. Aryan sat in the servant's quarters, his face twisted in a mask of silent agony. Beside him, Sanjay smirked, nudging him with a heavy shoulder.

Sanjay : "Listen to that. Your mother is having the time of her life. Want to go take a peek at the show?"

Aryan didn't answer. He turned his head away, his hands clenched into fists so tight his knuckles were white. He was trapped in a nightmare of his own making, forced to listen to the desecration of the woman he was supposed to protect.

Sanjay : "Suit yourself. I’ve got my own turn coming soon, so I’ll just enjoy the soundtrack for now."

But there was another soul awake in the house. Ananya lay in her room, the glow of her phone illuminating her face. She was deep in a flirtatious chat with her boyfriend from college, a boy she liked but hadn't yet surrendered to. She had been through a few relationships—innocent kisses in parks, holding hands in dark theaters—but she remained a virgin. She had seen the films, heard the stories from her friends about the "magic" of a well-endowed man, and she felt a quiet, simmering curiosity.

A faint sound drifted through her door—a rhythmic thudding and a high, melodic moaning. She paused her typing, her heart skipping a beat.

Ananya : (Thinking) What is that? Is someone hurt? No... that sounds like...

She crept to her door and cracked it open. The house was dark, but she could see two figures standing near the end of the hall—one large and burly, the other smaller. She assumed it was Sanjay and Varun. She didn't recognize her brother in the dark, and she certainly didn't imagine her mother was the source of the noise.

Ananya : (Thinking) It must be Aryan. He must have brought a girl home. I knew Varun would be a bad influence on him... but to do this here? While we're all home?

A strange, prickly heat climbed up her neck. The sounds were evocative, primal, and despite her shock, she felt a forbidden flutter in her stomach. She retreated to her bed and put on her headphones, trying to drown out the reality of what was happening just a few rooms away. She had no idea that the "girl" her brother was supposedly with was her own mother, or that the man orchestrating the symphony was the guest she had barely spoken to.

In the other room, the intensity reached a fever pitch. Varun had turned Payal over, forcing her into a position that felt vulnerable yet exhilarating.

Payal : "Aaaaah... Varun, it hurts a little like this. Please, be careful."

Varun : "The pain is part of it, Payal. It makes the pleasure sharper. Don't fight it."

He drove forward with a sudden, powerful motion.

Payal : "Aaaaaah! You dog! I told you to be... aaaaah... oh god, yes... don't stop!"

The thudding sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the room—a rhythmic, relentless beat. Varun watched the way her skin flushed, the way her body reacted to his strength. He felt like a master tamer, and Payal was his most prized animal.

Varun : "You’re so tight, Payal. Like a girl half your age. How have you kept this hidden for so long?"

Payal : "It’s not me... it’s you. You’re too much... too big... I can’t... aaaaah!"

She was lost. Every scream, every moan was a bridge burned behind her. She was no longer a wife, a mother, or a respected woman of the house. She was simply a vessel for the fire Varun had lit, and as the night deepened, that fire threatened to consume everything they knew.

Inside the dimly lit room, the air had grown thick and heavy, saturated with the primal scent of exertion and the undeniable musk of two bodies lost in a feverish dance. Varun was relishing every moment of his dominance, his movements fueled by a raw, youthful energy that seemed inexhaustible. He had directed Payal into a "doggy style" position, a posture that emphasized her vulnerability and his control. As he moved with a rhythmic, driving force, he found a savage kind of joy in the way she yielded to him. Payal’s skin was slick with perspiration, and the friction was tempered by the natural slickness of her arousal, allowing his intrusion to slide deep with a friction that was both demanding and satisfying. Payal, despite the intensity, was surrendered to the sensation, her mind a blur of forbidden pleasure.

Outside, in the shadows of the corridor, Aryan and Sanjay remained fixed to their vantage point. They were silent spectators to the desecration of the household’s sanctity, their eyes wide as they drank in the scene. Varun had been maintaining this grueling pace for nearly fifteen minutes, his stamina a testament to his youth.

Payal : "Varun... please, I can't stay like this anymore. My lower back is beginning to ache intensely."

Varun : "Just a little longer, Payal. Don't quit on me now; the real pleasure is only just starting to peak."

Payal : "Aaaaah... no, truly, Varun... aaaaah... I can't sustain this position for another second. You have to change it. Please, try something else."

Varun : "Fine, if you insist."

With a low grunt of reluctant agreement, Varun shifted his weight. He moved to lie flat on his back upon the rumpled sheets, his chest heaving as he looked up at her with a predatory glint in his eyes. He gestured for her to take the lead, inviting her to mount him.

Payal : "I... I’ve never tried it this way before. I don't know the first thing about what to do."

Varun : "It’s incredible how little you know, Payal. I often wonder what that husband of yours actually does with a woman as breathtakingly beautiful as you behind closed doors. You’ll never learn if you don't try. Come here, climb on top of me. GAryanty will do most of the work; you’ll find that it slides home all by itself."

Payal : "Alright... I’ll try my best."

Drawing a deep, trembling breath, Payal moved. She straddled him, her movements hesitant and clumsy as she lowered herself. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming; the sheer girth and heat of him filled her completely, sliding into her depths with a smooth, relentless friction that made her gasp.

Payal : "Oh god... it’s so large, yet it found its way inside me so effortlessly."

Varun : "Trust me, Payal, it wouldn't just find its way there. It could disappear just as easily anywhere else you’d let it."

Payal : "Hush, you wicked boy."

Varun : "Now, don't just sit there staring at me. Do something."

Payal : "What... what am I supposed to do?"

Varun : "Ride me. Bounce. Set the pace."

Taking his lead, Payal began to move. At first, her rhythm was uncertain, but as the friction sparked new waves of heat within her, she found her stride. Soft, melodic moans began to escape her throat once more. For the first time tonight, Payal felt the "steering wheel" in her own hands. She was the one in control of the depth, the speed, and the intensity. She began to rise and fall over him, her eyes fluttering shut as she focused on the internal friction that was making her toes curl against the mattress.

Varun : "What are you doing? You need to move with more conviction, more force! That’s how you get the real satisfaction."

Payal : "Be quiet. Just be quiet for once. The reins are in my hands now, and I will move exactly how I please. You’ve had your turn to run wild like a stallion; now, let me ride at my own pace. This is how I’m enjoying it."

Payal placed her hands over her own breasts, kneading the soft flesh as she continued her slow, deliberate dance upon him. She was lost in the luxury of the moment, her movements languid and purposeful. To Varun, the pace felt agonizingly slow, almost boring in its lack of aggression, but seeing the sheer ecstasy written across Payal's face kept him silent. She looked like a woman in a trance, her head thrown back, her world reduced to the point of contact between them.

Meanwhile, just beyond the door, the atmosphere was far more toxic. Sanjay leaned closer to Aryan, his voice a jagged whisper that cut through the silence.

Sanjay : "Look at that, you son of a bitch. Look at how much your mother is enjoying being used. She’s riding him like she’s been doing it her whole life."

Aryan : "That woman... she isn't my mother anymore. She’s nothing but a common whore. And I’m going to treat her exactly like the whore she is."

Sanjay : "Is that so? Are you actually saying you’d lay a hand on your own mother?"

Aryan : "Why the hell not? If she can open her legs for my friend, why should I be left out? If she’s given up all her shame, so have I."

Sanjay looked at Aryan, a dark, knowing smile spreading across his weathered face before he turned his attention back to the illicit theater through the door.

Inside, Payal’s inhibitions had completely evaporated. As the minutes ticked by, her pace naturally began to quicken. The initial hesitation was gone, replaced by a desperate need to reach a crescendo. She was moving with a frantic energy now, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. In this state, she had forgotten the existence of her children, her sleeping husband, and the dignity she had worn like a suit of armor for twenty years. There was only the sensation of being filled, the weight of the moment, and the heat of Varun beneath her.

She was behaving like a woman possessed, her movements becoming more erratic and vocal. The sheer physical presence of him inside her was like a drug she couldn't stop consuming.

Payal : "Varun... aaaaah... this feels... it feels incredible!"

Varun : "It’ll feel even better when I’m back on top, taking what’s mine."

Payal : "No, no... don't. You turn into an animal when you’re on top. I like it right here. Let me stay like this. Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!"

Varun : "Fine, have it your way for now. Take your pleasure. But remember, when your turn is over, I’m going to take mine."

Payal continued to bounce with abandon, her fair, rounded hips striking against Varun’s thighs with a rhythmic, wet sound that echoed through the small space. Varun was enjoying the view of such a sophisticated woman reduced to this state, while Payal felt a renewed sense of youth, as if the years were being stripped away with every movement.

In the midst of this, Sanjay and Aryan stepped further into the shadows of the room, though the couple was too far gone to notice.

Sanjay : "I know exactly what’s going through your mind right now, kid."

Aryan : "Oh yeah? What’s that?"

Sanjay : "You’re dying to wrap your hand around yourself. Seeing your mother like this... it’s got you climbing the walls, hasn't it?"

Aryan : "Shut up, you pig. You don't know what you're talking about."

Sanjay : "Don't lie to me. You’ve been watching your mother get taken for an hour. Go ahead, do it. I won't tell."

Aryan didn't respond immediately, but the tension in his posture spoke volumes.

Sanjay : "I said, go ahead. Give yourself some relief."

Driven by a mix of self-loathing and a dark, twisted curiosity, Aryan reached into his trousers.

Sanjay : "Well, look at that. You’ve got quite the equipment yourself. You definitely didn't inherit that from your old man; he looks like he wouldn't know what to do with it."

Aryan : "Watch your mouth, Sanjay. There’s a limit to what I’ll listen to."

Sanjay : "Oh, listen to him get all defensive! What are you going to do to me? Nothing. Now, quit talking and focus on your mother. Use that image and get it over with."

Slowly, Aryan began to follow the dark path Sanjay had laid out for him, his eyes never leaving the sight of his mother’s frantic movements on the bed.

The marathon continued. Payal was now drenched in sweat, her hair matted to her neck, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Every muscle in her body was working, yet she felt no desire to stop. The freedom of the night, the knowledge that her husband was incapacitated by the pills she had fed him, gave her a reckless courage. She was chasing a climax that had been decades in the making.

Payal : "Aaaaaah... Varun, you’re giving me a life I never knew existed. Aaaaah... I feel like I’ve wasted so much of myself. I could have been feeling this for years... and I wasted it on a ghost."

Varun : "Don't live in the past, Aunty. What’s done is done. You’re awake now. And honestly, the pleasure I’m getting from you is better than any young girl I’ve ever had. You have a seasoned kind of heat."

Encouraged by his words, Payal pushed herself harder. Sweat dripped from her brow, tracing a path down her throat and disappearing into the valley of her breasts. She reached down, clutching her own chest, her fingers digging into the soft skin.

Varun : "Why use your own hands, Payal? Let me take care of those."

Payal leaned forward, her body trembling with the effort of her movements. Varun reached up, pulling her down until his mouth could reach her. He caught a nipple between his teeth, tugging gently, while his other hand massaged her other breast with a rough intensity. The dual stimulation sent Payal into a tailspin of ecstasy. She felt like she was floating in a sea of pure sensation, the world outside the room ceasing to exist.

They had been at it for nearly an hour now. Payal’s strength was finally beginning to flag, her movements slowing as her body reached its natural limit. Varun sensed the shift. He sat up, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her flush against his chest, driving his hips upward to meet her.

Payal : "Aaaaaah... no, I can't... Varun, I think I’m done. I’ve reached my limit."

Varun : "Not yet. The night is long, and I haven't had my fill."

He began to thrust with renewed vigor from beneath her, the sounds of their union becoming sharper, faster. Payal was exhausted, her legs shaking, but she was caught in the slipstream of his desire.

Payal : "Varun, please... I’ve had enough. Let me rest."

Varun : "Just because you’ve had your release doesn't mean we’re finished. You stay right there until I’m done."

He continued for another ten minutes before flipping her over once more. He mounted her with a forceful grace, his weight pinning her to the mattress as he began the final leg of the journey. He moved with an explosive speed, his hands gripping her hips so tightly he knew he would leave marks.

Payal : "Aaaaah... gently... please, just a little gentler."

Varun ignored her pleas, focused entirely on his own impending release. He kneaded her breasts, pulling them apart as he drove himself into her. Payal, despite her exhaustion, found herself being swept up in his momentum one last time. Her moans became louder, more desperate, as she felt the familiar tension building in her core again.

The room was filled with the frantic, wet sounds of their collision. Varun was nearing the end, his breath coming in jagged bursts. Payal, caught in the throes of a second climax, was shaking uncontrollably. They were both a mess of sweat and spent energy. Suddenly, Varun’s movements slowed, his body tensing as he surged deep one last time. He held her tightly, his heart hammering against her back as he surrendered everything he had left.

He collapsed on top of her for a moment, both of them breathing as if they had run a marathon. Eventually, he withdrew, leaving Payal lying there, her body humming with a dull, pleasant ache. As he moved away, the evidence of their passion began to trace a path down her thighs.

Varun : "Well? Was it everything you hoped for?"

Payal : "It was... incredible. I’ve never felt anything like that in my life."

Varun : "Good to hear."

Payal : "Truly... the way you took control at the end... it was overwhelming, but in the best possible way."

She lay there for a moment, gathering her thoughts. The reality of the house began to seep back in, and with it, a flickering of the old Payal.

Payal : "Varun... there’s one thing. I don't think I can do this with Sanjay. I want it to be just you. Please... tell him no."

Varun looked at her, a complicated expression flitting across his face before he gave a slow, non-committal nod. "We’ll see, Payal. We’ll see."


Chapter 10

The clock on the wall struck 7:00 AM, the mechanical ticking cutting through the heavy silence of the morning.

Aryan stirred from a restless sleep. The weight of the previous night’s revelations pressed down on his chest like lead. He rose, his movements stiff and robotic, and made his way downstairs. The house felt different today—colder, as if the very walls were keeping secrets. In the kitchen, the rhythmic sound of a spatula hitting a pan signaled that Payal was already busy. The aroma of spices filled the air, but to Aryan, it felt suffocating.

Vikram walked into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, surprised to see his wife so industriously engaged so early.

Vikram : "Good morning, Payal. You’re certainly working hard this morning. I haven't seen Sanjay around; did he oversleep?"

Payal didn't turn around immediately. She kept her focus on the stove, her voice steady but perhaps a bit too rehearsed.

Payal : "Sanjay isn't here, Vikram. His wife called late last night; apparently, her health took a sudden turn for the worse. He had to leave for his village immediately."

Vikram : "Oh, that’s unfortunate. I hope everything turns out alright."

Payal : "I didn't want to wake you since you were sleeping so deeply. I took 20,000 rupees from your wallet and gave it to him for the emergency. He was in quite a state. I hope I did the right thing."

Vikram paused, a slight frown touching his brow as he processed the amount.

Vikram : "Well, it’s a kind gesture, certainly. But he hasn't been working for us all that long. Twenty thousand is a significant sum to hand over just like that."

Payal : "He promised he would settle the debt as soon as he returns from the village. He seemed very sincere, and the situation was desperate."

Vikram : "I suppose so. When someone is in genuine trouble, it is our duty to help. Let’s just hope he’s as good as his word."

Payal : "I’ll have your breakfast ready in a moment. Shall I set it out for you?"

Vikram : "Yes, please. I have an early meeting at the office today, so I’ll need to head out soon."

Payal raised her voice slightly, calling toward the hallway.

Payal : "Ananya, dear! Come down and have your breakfast before you get late for college."

Ananya : "Coming, Mom! I’ll be there in a minute."

Aryan was already seated at the dining table, staring blankly at the polished wood. When his mother placed a plate in front of him, the sight of the food made his stomach churn. Every time he looked at her, he didn't see the mother who had raised him; he saw the woman from the night before, surrendered to Varun while he was left to rot in his own frustration. The anger was a hot, pulsing thing behind his eyes.

Vikram looked over at his son, noticing the dark circles under his eyes and his brooding silence.

Vikram : "Aryan? You’re very quiet this morning. Is something on your mind? You’ve seemed lost in thought lately."

Aryan didn't look up. He didn't trust his voice not to betray the venom he felt. He remained silent, the tension radiating off him in waves. Payal watched him, her heart hammering against her ribs. She was terrified that one wrong word from Aryan would shatter the fragile peace of her household.

Vikram : "Aryan, I’m talking to you. Is everything okay?"

Aryan : "It’s nothing. Just... nothing."

With an abrupt movement that made the silverware clatter, Aryan pushed his half-eaten plate away and stood up.

Payal : "Aryan, wait! Where are you going? You’ve barely touched your food. Finish your breakfast, beta."

Aryan : "I’m not hungry. I don't want it."

Vikram : "Don't be difficult, son. You need a good meal to start the day. Sit back down."

Ignoring his father’s command, Aryan turned his back on them and walked away, his footsteps heavy on the stairs. Vikram turned to Payal, his expression a mix of confusion and irritation.

Vikram : "Payal, what is wrong with him? Why is he behaving so disrespectfully all of a sudden?"

Payal’s hands trembled as she wiped the counter, her voice thin with suppressed fear.

Payal : "I... I honestly don't know, Vikram. He’s been acting strange. Perhaps he’s coming down with something, or maybe it’s just the stress of his studies. I’ll try to talk to him after you leave for the office."

Ananya, watching the exchange with a keen eye, whispered under her breath.

Ananya : "Something is definitely going on."

Payal : "Just finish your breakfast, Ananya, and get ready for college. Don't worry about things that don't concern you."



A short while later, after Vikram and Ananya had departed, Payal gathered her courage and went upstairs to Aryan’s room. She knocked softly before entering.

Payal : "Aryan? Beta, please tell me what’s wrong. Why did you leave the table like that in front of your father?"

Aryan spun around, his eyes flashing with a cold, predatory light that made Payal flinch.

Aryan : "Just get out of here. I have nothing to say to you."

Payal : "Why are you treating me this way? I’m your mother, Aryan."

Aryan : "I know exactly what you are. And I know how a woman of your... 'vocation' deserves to be spoken to. Don't test me."

The words hit Payal like a physical blow. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling over as she realized the depth of the rift between them. She turned and fled the room, her sobs muffled by her hand. Varun, standing in the shadows of the hallway, watched her retreat with a calculating gaze, but he remained silent for the moment.

Downstairs, a strange domesticity settled over the house. Varun sat at the dining table, casually helping himself to the breakfast Payal had prepared. Payal sat across from him, her eyes red-rimmed, her spirit flagging.

Payal : "Did... did Aryan say something to you? He’s so angry."

Varun : "Don't let it trouble you, Aunty. He won't say a word to anyone. He knows his place."

Payal : "I’m terrified, Varun. The way he looked at me at the table... if Vikram suspects even a fraction of the truth, my life is over."

Varun : "There’s no need for fear. I have Aryan exactly where I want him. He’s under my control, completely."

Payal : "I don't know what he thinks of me now. He walked out right in front of Vikram. My heart was beating so fast I thought it would burst."

Varun : "I told you, he won't tell anyone. I’ll make sure of it."

Payal : "But how can you be so certain? And everyone seems so... afraid of you. You told Sanjay to leave, and he just went, without a single question. How do you have this power over people?"

Varun : "Don't worry about Sanjay or the mechanics of it. You should focus on enjoying your newfound freedom. Let me handle the rest."

Varun reached across the table, his hand closing over Payal’s. She jumped, her eyes darting toward the stairs to ensure Aryan wasn't watching.

Payal : "What are you doing? Someone might see!"

Varun : "Your husband and daughter are gone for the day. Who else is there to worry about?"

Payal pulled her hand away, though the touch had sent a forbidden spark through her.

Payal : "Stop it, you rogue. Have you forgotten? Aryan is still in the house."

Varun smiled to himself, a dark, arrogant thought crossing his mind. What does it matter if he’s here? He’s my slave. He’ll do exactly as he’s told.

Payal rose and went into the kitchen to start the dishes. As Aryan had suspected, it wasn't long before Varun followed her. He entered the kitchen with a quiet, predatory grace, closing the distance between them as she stood at the sink. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, pulling her back against his chest. Payal gasped, the soapy water splashing her apron.

Payal : "Varun! What are you doing? Let go of me! If anyone sees..."

Varun : "No one is looking, Payal. You have no idea how incredible you feel against me."

His hands slid down to her waist, his fingers tracing the curve of her hips through the thin fabric of her clothes. Payal tried to maintain her resolve, gently unprying his hands.

Payal : "Please, Varun. Aryan could walk in at any moment. This is too dangerous."

Varun : "Forget about him. Just focus on me."

Varun leaned down, his lips finding the bare skin of her back. Payal was wearing a blouse with a deep, fashionable cut that left a portion of her fair skin exposed. Varun pressed his lips to it, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her breath hitch. From his vantage point, Aryan watched through the doorway, his own frustration boiling over into a dark, vicarious thrill. He saw Varun’s hands move up to cover Payal’s breasts, kneading them with a rough intensity that made Payal let out a low, involuntary moan.

Payal : "Ah... ah... Varun, stop. Not now... please."

She managed to pull away, her face flushed and her breathing shallow.

Varun : "Just a little taste, Payal. That’s all I wanted."

Payal : "Not here. Later... perhaps."

Later that morning, Varun left the house, his mind already shifting toward his next objective: Ananya. He walked down the bustling street, lost in thought, when a familiar figure caught his eye. A girl who looked remarkably like Ananya was climbing onto the back of a motorcycle driven by a young man.

Varun narrowed his eyes. Is that her? Where is she going? She should be in college. He watched as the bike pulled away, and he quickly flagged down a passing auto-rickshaw.

Varun : "Follow that bike. Don't lose them."

The auto-rickshaw wove through traffic, keeping a discreet distance. Eventually, the motorcycle pulled up in front of a local cinema hall. Varun watched as the pair dismounted. Ananya looked striking—she was dressed in a pair of tight jeans and a cropped t-shirt that left a sliver of her waist and her navel exposed. The sight made Varun’s pulse quicken.

He followed them inside the theater. He watched from the shadows as the boy, whose name was Mike, went to the ticket counter.

Mike : "Two tickets, please. Corner seats in the back row."

Once they had entered the theater, Varun stepped up to the counter.

Varun : "I want the seat directly behind them."

The clerk hesitated, but after Varun flashed a few extra notes and gave him a hard, level look, the ticket was issued.

Inside the theater, the darkness was nearly absolute. The film began, but the small audience was scattered. Ananya and Mike were tucked away in the corner, oblivious to the predator sitting directly behind them. It wasn't long before Mike started to get bold.

Ananya : "Mike, stop it... you naughty boy. Wait a little."

Mike : "Ananya, the movie will be over before we even get started. Don't be like that."

Ananya : "Let’s just talk for a bit first. We have three hours; there’s plenty of time."

Mike : "Talk? Now?"

Ananya : "I have to tell you something. Something strange happened yesterday."

Mike : "What is it, Janu?"

Ananya : "I was on the phone with you, and I heard these... sounds. Coming from my brother’s room. It sounded like a girl. Moaning."

Mike : "Are you serious? Aryan? But you said he’s never even had a girlfriend."

Ananya : "I know! That’s what’s so crazy. Everyone was home, and he had a girl in there. I could hear them through the wall. It was so intense."

Mike : "Well, if Aryan is getting some action, why can't we? I’ve offered so many times, Ananya, and you always turn me down."

Ananya : "Quiet! Keep your 'offers' to yourself. I’m not going to some dirty hotel or your friend’s house where everyone will find out. My father knows all the hotel owners in this city; if I’m seen, I’m dead. Besides, I told you—nothing until we’re married."

Mike : "Can’t I at least touch you a little?"

Ananya : "Once we’re married, Mike, we can try every style you’ve ever seen in those movies. But for now, behave."

Mike : "Fine. At least give me a kiss."

Ananya : "Okay... just one."

They shared a brief, awkward kiss. Ananya pulled away, looking disappointed.

Ananya : "You don't even know how to kiss properly, Mike."

Mike : "But I did exactly what you said! I thought you liked it."

Ananya : "I didn't feel anything. I thought a kiss was supposed to make you feel like electricity is running through your body. That was just... nothing."

Mike : "I’m sorry, baby. Let me try again."

Ananya : "No, forget it. My mood is ruined. You talk about a big game on the phone, but in person, you’re just... boring."

Mike : "Ananya, please... don't be mad. Can I at least... touch your breasts?"

Ananya : "You promised! No touching the private parts. You know what? Go get me something to eat. I’m hungry."

Mike : "But the interval hasn't started yet."

Ananya : "I don't care. Go now."

Reluctantly, Mike stood up and made his way toward the lobby.


Chapter 11

This was the opening Varun had been waiting for. In one fluid motion, he vaulted over the seat and sat down directly next to Ananya. Before she could scream or even process who he was, he lunged at her. He caught her in a firm grip and crushed his mouth against hers.

Ananya struggled, her mind reeling in terror. In the darkness, she couldn't see his face, only feel the overwhelming strength of him. Varun’s hand found her breast, squeezing it with a force that bordered on pain, while his tongue forced its way into her mouth. This wasn't like Mike’s hesitant peck; this was a raw, primal assault that left her breathless and terrified.

When he finally broke the kiss, Ananya opened her mouth to scream, but Varun was faster. He slammed his hand over her mouth, pinning her against the seat. With his other hand, he pulled a sharp folding knife from his pocket and pressed the cold steel against the soft skin of her throat.

Varun : "Don't even think about making a sound. If you scream, I’ll open your throat before anyone even realizes the sound isn't part of the movie. You’ll be dead, or at the very least, your reputation will be shredded. Now, stay quiet and let me enjoy myself."

Ananya was trembling, her eyes wide with a fear so deep she could barely breathe. They were in the corner, shielded by the darkness and the high-backed seats.

Ananya : "Who... who are you? What do you want?" she whispered through his fingers.

Varun : "Shut up. I just want to have a little fun before your 'boyfriend' gets back."

In the cacophony of the cinema’s sound system, his voice was disguised, a low, menacing rasp. He began to knead her breast again, his eyes fixed on her. Ananya was paralyzed, the knife at her throat ensuring her compliance. Varun began to hitch her top upward. She tried to move his hand, but he pressed the blade harder against her skin, a tiny prick of pain warning her to stop.

He pushed her t-shirt up, exposing her midriff and the bottom of her bra. With a deft movement, he hooked his finger under the lace and pulled it down, exposing one of her breasts. The sight of her pale skin and the dark, upturned nipple made his head swim.

He squeezed the nipple, watching her wince, and then he reached into his pocket. He pulled out his phone. For a second, Ananya thought he needed the light to see her, but then she heard the unmistakable click of the camera. The flash flared once, twice, three times, capturing her exposed state and his proximity.

Varun leaned into her ear, his breath hot against her skin.

Varun : "Remember this number, Ananya. I’m going to send you a message on WhatsApp tonight. If you don't answer, these photos will be the first thing your father sees tomorrow morning. Do you understand?"

He whispered a phone number to her, making her repeat it until he was satisfied. Then, as quickly as he had appeared, he vanished into the darkness of the theater.

Ananya sat there in the cold shadows, her body shaking, her top still hiked up. She frantically fumbled for her phone and saved the number he had given her, her mind racing. Who was he? Why did he take those photos? The realization of what had just happened began to sink in, leaving her cold with a dread she had never known.

Mike returns from the concession stand, balancing a large tub of popcorn and two sodas as he maneuvers through the dimly lit rows.

Mike : "Hey baby, I’m back. I got the popcorn and your favorite cold drink."

Ananya’s face is pale, her eyes darting around the shadows of the theater. The popcorn and soda were the last things on her mind.

Ananya : "Just drink your soda, Mike. I have to leave. Now."

Mike : "Wait, what? Why so suddenly? The movie just started getting good."

Ananya : "I just got a call from home. It’s an emergency—something urgent came up and I need to go right away."

Mike : "Oh, okay. I’ll take you."

They exit the theater quickly. Mike drops her off at her parked scooter, and Ananya wastes no time speeding away. Once she is a safe distance from the theater, she pulls over to the side of the road and immediately dials the number the stranger had given her.

Varun, sitting in the lobby of the cinema, watches his phone light up. A triumphant smile spreads across his face as he sees the incoming call.

Ananya : "Hello? Who are you? How dare you behave so disgustingly with me?"

Varun : "Cool down, baby. Your mood seems a bit too fiery right now. I think it would be better if we spoke when you’ve calmed your temper."

Without waiting for a response, Varun ends the call.

Ananya : "Hello? Hello! Answer me!"

There is no response. Ananya feels a cold knot of tension tightening in her chest. She tries calling several more times, but each attempt goes straight to voicemail or rings out.

Driven by a mix of fear and frustration, Ananya heads home. As she steps through the front door, the first person she sees is Varun, lounging casually in the living room.

Varun : "Hello, Ananya. How was your day today? You look like you’ve seen a ghost."

Ananya : "It was... fine. Whatever."

She ignores him, rushing past to the sanctuary of her bedroom. She throws her purse onto the bed and collapses onto the mattress, her heart still hammering. She pulls out her phone, intending to try the number again, when she notices a new WhatsApp notification. It’s from him.

She opens the message with trembling fingers. Her breath hitches. It’s a photo—a clear, high-definition shot of her face and her exposed chest from the theater.

Ananya : "You absolute bastard... you disgusting piece of filth."

The image is undeniable proof of her vulnerability. Her face is clearly visible, and her modesty is completely compromised. Panicking, she fires back a reply.

Ananya : "Who are you? Why did you take this? Delete it right now!"

Varun : "It’s a masterpiece, Madam. Your face is beautiful, but I must say, your body is even more stunning."

Ananya : "Shut up, you stray dog! You’re pathetic."

Varun : "Ha ha ha ha..."

They continue to exchange messages, but Ananya is no closer to figuring out his identity. The chaos of the theater and the shock of the encounter had masked his voice. On the phone, Varun has activated a voice changer, making his tone unrecognizable even in the brief moments he speaks.

She tries to call him again, desperate to hear a human voice she might recognize, but Varun doesn't pick up. He is enjoying the power play too much to let her off the hook easily.

Ananya : "Why aren't you picking up? I need to talk to you!"

Varun : "First, send me a better photo of your breasts. One without the shadow."

Ananya : "You’re insane! I’m going to turn you over to the security guards!"

Varun : "Baby, for a fresh, sweet bud like you, I’d be happy to go to jail—or even the gallows."

Ananya feels a wave of nausea. He is clearly a lunatic. She decides that the best course of action is to stop responding, hoping that if she ignores him, he will lose interest. She puts her phone away and tries to focus on something else, but the silence from her end only prompts more messages from him. When she doesn't reply, Varun eventually puts his phone away and heads to the room where Aryan is sitting.

Varun decides to push her one last time. He dials her number. Surprisingly, she picks up.

Ananya : "Hello?"

Varun : "What’s the matter? Why did you stop replying?"

Ananya : "Why should I? Why is it so important to you?"

Varun : "Because you have to reply. It’s not a choice."

Ananya : "Who do you think you are? How did you even get the courage to do what you did? If I go to the police, they’ll break every bone in your body. They know exactly how to deal with low-lifes like you."

Varun : "Oh, no, Madam! Please don't do that! ...Do you really think your threats scare me? If I had the guts to do what I did in the theater, I have the guts to send this photo to everyone at your college."

Ananya : "You... you don't even know where I go to college."

Varun : "I have your entire life story, Ananya. Every bit of it. If you do anything that displeases me, your photo will be the main attraction on every student’s phone by tomorrow morning."

Ananya : "Listen, I am not a girl who is easily frightened by your empty threats."

Varun : "I don't want you to be afraid. I just want us to... get to know each other. I want to love you."

Ananya : "Love? My foot! Even my shoes wouldn't love someone as pathetic as you. Prepare yourself for the consequences, because I’m going straight to the authorities."

Varun hangs up, thinking to himself, She’s a spicy one. She won't be easy to break, but when I finally do... When I finally have her, the victory will be that much sweeter.

Varun heads up to the rooftop. The afternoon sun is warm, and the air is fresh. He finds Payal there; she has just showered and is hanging laundry to dry. She looks radiant and fresh, her skin glowing from the water.

Varun can't stop thinking about the encounter with Ananya—the firmness of her youth, the scent of her skin. He approaches Payal from behind and wraps his arms around her waist, his hands moving immediately to her breasts. Payal isn't as firm as her daughter—age has softened her—but she has a seasoned, lush quality that has its own allure.

Payal : "Varun! Stop it! What if someone sees us out here?"

Varun : "No one is looking. Just let me enjoy this."

As he kneads her through the fabric of her nightgown, he closes his eyes, imagining for a moment that he is back in the theater with Ananya.

Payal : "Have some patience. You’re like an animal, starting up anywhere. Ananya and Aryan are both downstairs; what if they come up?"

Varun : "You worry too much, Aunty. They aren't coming up here."

Payal : "No, really... let me go. I have work to do."

Varun ignores her, his hands sliding inside the neck of her gown to find the bare skin of her breasts. Payal lets out a soft moan, her resistance melting under his touch.

Payal : "Ah... ah... Varun, this is the roof. Anyone could see from the neighboring buildings."

Varun : "Let them watch."

He turns her around, pulling her flush against him and capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. Payal is conflicted; she knows the danger of being on the roof with her children downstairs, but the heat Varun is generating is becoming impossible to ignore.

Varun, fueled by the frustration of his encounter with Ananya, is more aggressive than usual. He reaches into his trousers, pulling his member out and pressing it into Payal’s hand. She is already breathless, her own desire rising to meet his. He slides his hand down the front of her gown, finding her wet and ready.

Varun : "You’re already so hot for me, Aunty."

Payal : "When a boy like you touches me like this, how could I not be?"

Varun pulls the gown down, exposing her breasts to the open air. He leans down, taking a nipple into his mouth and suckling hungrily.

Payal : "Varun... do we have to do this here? We could go to the room."

Varun : "The mood here is perfect. The room can wait."

Payal stops arguing. She knows he won't be deterred, and honestly, she wants this as much as he does. She begins to stroke him as he continues his assault on her senses.

Payal : "Hurry, Varun. I don't have much time. I left the lentils on the stove; if the pressure cooker whistles too many times, I’ll have to go."

Varun understands the urgency. He leads her to a secluded corner of the roof and gestures for her to kneel. Payal descends to her knees, taking him into her mouth. Varun groans, his eyes fluttering shut as she rhythmically services him.

Varun : "There’s nothing like this... but you have to do it right. Use your tongue."

Payal : "Your... it’s so thick, Varun. It barely fits in my mouth. But every time I do this, it makes me feel so alive."


Chapter 12

Downstairs, Aryan notices that the house has gone quiet. He saw his mother go to the roof a while ago, and he knows Varun is up there too. A dark suspicion begins to gnaw at him. He quietly makes his way up the stairs, peeking through the doorway.

The sight that greets him sends a jolt of pure fury through his veins. His mother, the woman who raised him, is on her knees in front of his friend.

Varun : "Come on, Aunty. Take it all. Deeper."

Payal : "I’m trying... but you’re so big..."

Varun : "Just keep going. It feels amazing."

Varun knows the clock is ticking. He doesn't want the pressure cooker to ruin the moment. He tells Payal to turn around. She complies, bracing herself on her hands and knees in the classic "doggy" position. Varun kneels behind her, lifting the back of her gown.

Payal : "Varun... please be gentle when you go in."

He ignores the plea, his member sliding into her wet depths with a forceful thrust.

Payal : "Aaaahhh... oh god... it always feels so full when you’re inside me."

Varun begins a rhythmic, driving pace. The sound of their bodies meeting echoes softly on the quiet roof. Payal tries to keep her moans quiet, but the intensity of the friction makes it difficult. For Varun, the position is perfect—it allows him to see her surrender completely.

Despite the risk and the lack of a proper bed, they are both lost in the act. Varun is driving hard, his hands gripping Payal’s hips.

Varun : "Your body is incredible, Payal. You’re so wet for me."

Payal : "What do you expect? I’m not a stone... ah... ah..."

Suddenly, the sharp, piercing whistle of the pressure cooker erupts from the kitchen below. Payal freezes.

Payal : "Varun, stop! I have to go! The lentils will burn!"

Varun isn't ready to end. He grips her hips even tighter, his pace becoming more frantic.

Varun : "Just a few more minutes... I’m almost there."

Payal : "No, Varun! I really have to go!"

She tries to pull away, but he is too strong. He delivers several more powerful thrusts, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

Varun : "Two minutes! Give me two minutes!"

The cooker whistles a second time, louder and more insistent. Payal finally manages to wrench herself away, standing up and smoothing her gown in a panic. The third whistle sounds just as she reaches the door to the stairs, leaving Varun alone and unsatisfied on the roof, his desire still burning.

Payal’s heart hammered against her ribs as she sprinted toward the kitchen, her mind a frantic blur of domestic duties and forbidden thrills. "At this rate, my lentils are going to burn because of Varun," she murmured to herself, breathless. She burst into the kitchen just as the pressure cooker let out another sharp, accusing whistle.

Up on the rooftop, the air felt suddenly cold and still. Varun sat in the corner, his breathing ragged, his hand still gripping his heated length. A string of curses escaped his lips, directed at the ceiling and the unfairness of the moment. "Goddammit," he spat, his voice thick with frustration. "If she had just stayed a few seconds longer, it would have been over. Now she’s left me like this, all for the sake of some lentils."

He tried to settle his racing pulse, but the frustration was a physical weight. As he looked around the terrace, trying to focus on anything other than his unspent energy, his eyes landed on the laundry line. There, swaying gently in the afternoon breeze, were Ananya’s clothes. He recognized the jeans and the snug t-shirt she had worn to the theater. Hanging right beside them was a pair of delicate lace underwear and a matching bra.

Varun paused, his eyes narrowing as he stepped closer. These weren't Payal's; the style was far too provocative, the lace too intricate, and the size significantly smaller. A dark, triumphant smile touched his lips. They had to belong to Ananya.

He reached out, his fingers brushing against the soft fabric before he unclipped them from the wire. He brought the delicate garments to his face, inhaling deeply. A faint, lingering scent of her perfume mixed with the natural aroma of her skin filled his senses. It was intoxicating. He pulled out his phone, scrolling to the photo he had taken in the theater—the image of her pale, exposed chest and her terrified, beautiful face.

The combination of the scent in his hands and the image on the screen was overwhelming. He closed his eyes, imagining her there with him, her soft skin under his touch. His hand moved with a new, frantic urgency. The fantasy took hold, vivid and consuming, until the tension finally broke. With a low groan, he surrendered to the sensation, the evidence of his release splattering across the lace he held tightly in his grip.

Spent and breathing hard, he looked at the damp fabric for a moment before casually clipping the bra and underwear back onto the line. He turned and made his way downstairs, feeling a predatory sense of satisfaction.

In the kitchen, Payal was busy at the counter, her knife rhythmically thumping against the cutting board as she prepped vegetables. When she saw Varun walk in, she couldn't help the playful, teasing smirk that spread across her face.

Varun : "That wasn't a very kind thing to do, Aunty. Leaving me hanging like that."

Payal : "Ha ha! You’ll survive, Varun."

Varun : "Oh, you think it’s funny? My desire went unanswered today, but don't think I won't get my revenge for that."

Payal : "Is that so? Well, perhaps next time we should make sure the pressure cooker isn't the only thing whistling."

Varun : "Next time, I’m going to make sure we’re somewhere where no one can interrupt us. I’ll make you wait just as long as you made me wait today. Remember that."

Payal : "We’ll see about that."

Later that evening, Varun found himself back on his phone, the silence from Ananya’s end beginning to irritate him. He sent another message, but when no reply came, he decided to call. To his surprise, she answered on the third ring.

Ananya : "Why are you doing this? Why are you still bothering me?"

Varun : "Love, you’re just too captivating. I find I can't even close my eyes at night without thinking of you."

Ananya : "Stop it. Please, just stop. Tell me what you want. If it’s money, just name your price and I’ll pay you to leave me alone."

Varun let out a sharp, mocking laugh that echoed through the line.

Varun : "Money? You think you can buy me off like a common thief? I’m not for sale, baby."

Ananya : "Then what? What could you possibly want from me?"

Varun : "I told you. I’m in love with you. Why would I take money from the woman I care about?"

Ananya : "Love? You think what you did in that theater was love? You’re delusional."

Varun : "You’re misjudging me. I’ve known you for a long time, Ananya. I’ve been watching you."

Ananya : "So you’ve been stalking me? That’s your idea of romance?"

Varun : "Exactly. I tried to forget about you when I saw you with that idiot Mike, but I couldn't. You’re under my skin."

Ananya : "I see. And you took those photos just to blackmail me into being with you."

Varun : "Blackmail is such an ugly word. Let’s just say I have insurance. If you don't cooperate, I’ll have to share your beauty with the rest of the world. Your college friends would certainly appreciate the view."

Ananya : "You wouldn't dare."

Varun : "Try me. It wouldn't hurt me at all, but it would certainly destroy you. So, be a good girl and do as I say, or I’ll find another way to make you listen."

Ananya’s voice was thick with fury. "You’re going to regret this." She slammed the phone down, ending the call.

Varun stared at the screen, a smirk playing on his lips. She was stubborn, but he knew that eventually, even the strongest walls crumbled.

The following morning, Ananya found herself standing in front of the local police station. Her nerves were frayed, and her heart felt like it was trapped in a cage of ribs. She stepped inside, the sterile, dusty air of the station doing little to calm her.

An inspector sat behind a cluttered desk, casually chewing on tobacco. He looked to be in his late forties, a man named Hemant Tiwari. He was a large man, standing nearly six feet tall, with a heavy, protruding stomach and skin the color of dark earth. His face was pitted with old scars, and he had a gruff, unpleasant aura about him. To Ananya, he looked more like a criminal than a lawman, but he was the one in charge.

Ananya : "Excuse me... Sir?"

Hemant didn't even look up as he dug a finger into his ear.

Hemant : "Whatever it is, go talk to the constable over there. File your complaint with him."

Ananya bit her lip and walked over to the younger officer.

Constable : "Name and nature of the complaint."

Ananya : "There’s a boy... he’s been harassing me."

Constable : "Do you have a name? An address?"

Ananya : "No. I don't know who he is."

Constable : "A photo? Anything we can use to identify him?"

Ananya : "No, nothing like that."

Constable : "Then don't waste our time, Madam. We have real crimes to solve. If he’s calling you, just block the number. Every phone has that feature these days."

Ananya : "You don't understand. He’s blackmailing me."

The constable leaned forward, a suggestive, ugly grin spreading across his face as he made a crude gesture with his hands. "Let me guess... an old boyfriend? Did you two do something you shouldn't have?"

Ananya : "That’s disgusting! No, it’s nothing like that. I don't even know him!"

Constable : "Then how is he blackmailing you?"

Ananya : "He... he has..."

Constable : "Come on, Madam. We’re busy men. If you’re just going to stutter, then leave."

Ananya : "He has a nude photo of me!"

The room went silent for a heartbeat. Hemant Tiwari, who had been eavesdropping from his desk, suddenly sat up straight.

Hemant : "You. Girl. Come over here. Tell me exactly what’s going on."

Ananya walked over to the inspector’s desk, feeling his eyes travel over her body in a way that made her skin crawl. He gestured for her to sit in the chair across from him.

Hemant : "Now, tell me about this photo."

Ananya : "A stranger... he trapped me in a theater. He held a knife to my throat and forced me to let him take a picture. Now he’s threatening to release it."

Hemant : "Show me."

Ananya : "What?"

Hemant : "You heard me. If you want us to help you, I need to see the evidence. Show me the photo he’s using to blackmail you."

The constable had wandered over now, standing behind the inspector, both men looming over her. Ananya felt a wave of intense regret. She had come here for help, but now she felt like she was being scrutinized by two more predators.

Ananya : "Is there a female officer I can speak to? This is very private."

The constable chuckled darkly. "There are no ladies here today, Madam. Just us."

Hemant : "If you don't show us, how are we supposed to know if you're telling the truth? Maybe you’re just trying to get some poor boy in trouble."

Ananya was trapped. She had never been in a situation like this, and the shame of what she was about to do felt like a physical weight. She pulled out her phone and, with trembling hands, turned the screen toward the inspector.

Hemant leaned in, his eyes narrowing as he studied the image on the screen. The constable leaned over the desk, trying to catch a glimpse. Ananya felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks, her eyes fixed on the floor.

Hemant reached out and took the phone from her hand, passing it to the constable so they could both examine it. They whispered to each other, their eyes flitting back and forth between the screen and Ananya. She felt smaller than she ever had in her life. She thought of Varun—at least he was one man. Now, she was being judged by two more.

Hemant : "And you say you don't know this man?"

Ananya : "No."

Hemant : "Then how did he get close enough to take this? A theater is a public place."

Ananya : "He... he had a knife. He caught me in the back row."

Hemant : "Were you there alone?"

Ananya hesitated. She didn't want to bring Mike into this mess; she didn't want her parents to find out she had been at the cinema with a boy.

Ananya : "Yes. I was alone."

Constable : "Alone in the corner seats? That’s where couples go, Madam. Are you sure you weren't there with someone?"

Ananya looked down, her voice small. "I... I was with my boyfriend."

Hemant : "I see. And was he just watching while this happened?"

Ananya : "No! He had gone to get snacks. He didn't see anything."

Hemant grunted, jotting down the phone number from her screen. He handed the phone back to her, his expression unreadable.

Hemant : "Constable, take down her details. And you, girl—bring this boyfriend of yours here tomorrow. I have some questions for him too."

The weight of the afternoon’s humiliation hung over Ananya like a suffocating shroud as she walked out of the police station. The air outside felt deceptively normal, the sun still shining, and people moving about their lives, oblivious to the fact that her world was crumbling. Every step she took back toward her home felt heavier than the last. She felt exposed, not just because of the photograph, but because she had now shared her shame with two men who looked at her with hunger rather than a desire for justice.

Once she reached the sanctuary of her bedroom, she didn't even turn on the lights. She threw herself onto the bed, burying her face in the pillow. The silence of the room was far from peaceful; it was loud with the echoes of Varun’s threats and Inspector Hemant’s leering gaze. She felt trapped in a web that grew tighter every time she struggled to break free.

Back at the station, Inspector Hemant Tiwari sat in his creaking wooden chair, staring at the phone number Ananya had provided. A slow, knowing smirk spread across his rough features. He didn't need to run a trace. He didn't need to cross-reference any databases. He reached into his pocket, pulled out his personal device, and dialed the number from memory. It was already saved under a name he knew very well.

The line clicked open after only two rings.

Inspector Hemant : "What kind of games are you playing these days, Varun? I didn't take you for a small-time blackmailer. You’ve got girls coming into my station now, filing official complaints."

Varun’s laughter crackled through the speaker, devoid of any genuine remorse.

Varun : "Is that so, Inspector? I assume the girl you’re talking about is quite a sight to behold, isn't she? A real firecracker named Ananya."

Inspector Hemant : "She’s a beauty, I’ll give you that. But she’s scared, and she’s desperate. That makes people unpredictable. Why risk the heat for a few photos?"

Varun : "It’s not just about the photos, Hemant. It’s about the chase. And besides, I thought you knew me better than that. I don't keep all the spoils for myself. A girl like that... she has more than enough 'spirit' to go around. If you play your cards right and help me keep her quiet, I’m sure we can arrange a situation where everyone gets exactly what they want. Think of the influence, the money, and... other fringe benefits."

The Inspector leaned back, the greed flickering in his dark eyes like a dying ember catching wind. He thought of Ananya’s fair skin and the defiance in her eyes. He thought of the money Varun usually threw his way to keep the law looking the other direction. The choice was effortless.

Inspector Hemant : "You always were a silver-tongued devil. Fine. I told her to bring her boyfriend in tomorrow. What’s the move?"

Varun : "Let me handle the pressure from my end. You just make sure the 'official' process is as terrifying and confusing as possible. Make her feel like the law won't save her. By the time we’re done, she’ll be looking to us for protection."

Inspector Hemant : "Consider it done. I’ll see you tonight to go over the finer details."

As night fell over the household, a heavy, uneasy gloom settled into the corners of the rooms. Payal had spent the evening in a daze, her body still humming with the memory of the rooftop, yet her mind was clouded with the guilt of her son's cold shoulder. She moved through the kitchen like a ghost, setting the table for a dinner that felt more like a funeral rite than a family meal.

She walked to the base of the stairs, looking up toward the closed doors.

Payal : "Ananya? Aryan? Dinner is on the table. Come down and eat while it’s hot."

There was a long silence before a muffled, weary voice responded from behind Ananya’s door.

Ananya : "I’m not hungry, Mom. I have a headache... I think I just need to sleep it off. Please, just leave me be."

Payal sighed softly, her voice tinged with a weary resignation.

Payal : "Fine. I’ll dish out some food and leave it here for you. You can eat it whenever you're ready."

With that, Payal turned away, leaving the heavy silence of the hallway behind as she made her way to the dining area. She took her seat at the table, sliding in next to Varun and her son, Aryan. The atmosphere was thick with the mundane sounds of a family meal—the clinking of silverware against ceramic and the rhythmic chewing of food already in progress.

Payal was dressed in a simple yet elegant Saree (Dress). As she settled to the left of Varun, she felt the sudden, intentional weight of his left hand as it came to rest on the bare curve of her waist—the soft, vulnerable skin exposed by the drape of her Saree (Dress). His fingers began to stroke her skin with a slow, agonizingly deliberate rhythm. To anyone else at the table, Varun looked perfectly normal, focused entirely on his plate, but the hidden contact sent a jolt of electricity through Payal’s entire frame.

Her husband, Vikram, sat directly across from them. The proximity of the danger made her heart race; she couldn't dare react, couldn't even flinch, for fear of what Vikram would do if he discovered the illicit touch happening right under his nose. Varun’s hand ventured further, his fingertips grazing the sensitive skin around her navel, all while he continued to eat with the nonchalance of a man discussing the weather.

Vikram paused, squinting at his wife through the dim light of the dining room.

Vikram : "Is something wrong, Payal? Why is there so much sweat on your forehead?"

The panic rising in her chest, fueled by Varun’s bold movements, was manifesting as a fine sheen of perspiration. Her voice wavered as she searched for a plausible excuse.

Payal : "Oh, it's... it's nothing. I think I accidentally bit into a green chili. It’s a bit sharper than I expected."

Under the table, Varun’s fingers suddenly pinched the soft flesh of her waist, a sharp sting that caught her off guard.

Payal : "Ow!"

Vikram : "What happened now?"

Payal quickly reached for her glass, taking a long, desperate gulp of water to steady herself.

Payal : "Nothing, really. Just a hiccup, I think. Like I said, that chili was quite potent."

Vikram : "Well, take it easy."

Varun leaned in slightly, a wolfish glint in his eyes that only Payal could truly interpret.

Varun : "Yes, Aunty. You should eat slowly. You really have to take your time to savor the flavor of everything you’re enjoying."

Payal shot him a sharp, burning look of pure indignation, but Varun only offered a serene, knowing smile in return. His hand moved again, more daringly this time, pressing firmly against the fabric over her lap. Payal tried to subtly brush his hand away, but he remained unyielding. She couldn't afford a scene, so she sat there, trapped in a swirl of conflicting emotions—anger at his audacity, yet a traitorous, simmering heat rising within her from the persistent friction of his touch. Unable to endure it any longer, she hurriedly finished her plate and stood up.

Vikram : "Finished already? You barely touched your food."

Payal : "Yes, I’ve had enough."

She practically bolted toward the kitchen. After washing her hands, she retreated to the bathroom, lifting her Saree (Dress) to inspect herself. Her breath hitched when she saw the dampness staining her silk underwear. Shaken, she removed the garment, leaving it behind as she stepped out, trying to regain her composure. Soon after, the house fell into a tentative quiet as everyone retired to their respective rooms for the night.


Chapter 13

The following morning, a heavy tension lingered. Ananya stayed home from college, her spirit dampened by the previous day's events. After Vikram left for the office, the house felt strangely vacant.

Varun had strategically sent Aryan away on a fabricated errand, clearing the path for the next phase of his plan. He placed a call to Inspector Hemant Tiwari, giving him the signal. The Inspector, fully briefed on the role he was to play, agreed to arrive shortly. Before long, the guttural roar of a heavy motorcycle echoed in the street. Varun, waiting in his room, knew the "Law" had arrived.

A heavy knock sounded at the front door. Payal smoothed her silk nightgown—which clung to her curves in a way that left little to the imagination—and opened the door. Inspector Hemant stood there, his dark, pockmarked face breaking into a predatory grin as his eyes traveled slowly from Payal’s neck down to her toes. He took in her lush figure, thinking to himself that Varun hadn't exaggerated; this was indeed a "premium prize."

Payal : "Yes? Can I help you?"

Hemant : "Is Ananya here? I’m the Inspector from the local station."

The mention of the police sent a jolt of terror through Payal. Her hands began to tremble.

Payal : "Inspector? What business could you possibly have with my daughter?"

Hemant : "Ah, so your little bird hasn't told you yet? Typical."

Payal : "I don't understand, sir. Told me what?"

Hemant : "You should keep a tighter leash on your daughter, Madam. These modern girls start flying a bit too high for their own good."

Payal : "Please, I really don't follow."

Hemant : "Look, let me do my job. Unless, of course, you’d like to be brought in for obstructing a security officer in the line of duty."

Fear effectively silenced her.

Payal : "I... I’ll go get her."

Hemant : "No, no. I need to speak with her in private. Official business."

Payal : "Whatever you say, sir."

Hemant : "Just point me to her room."

Payal gestured toward Ananya’s door, her heart sinking. She sat down in the dining hall, her mind racing with a thousand dark possibilities. Inside the room, Ananya jumped as the Inspector entered.

Ananya : "You? Here?"

Hemant : "Why so surprised? I told you we had things to discuss."

Ananya : "My family doesn't know about any of this! You shouldn't have come here like this. You could have summoned me to the station."

Hemant : "You didn't seem to worry much about your family's reputation when you were busy carrying on with that boy in the theater."

Just then, a soft knock came from the door. Payal’s voice drifted in from the hallway.

Payal : "I... I brought some tea."

She stepped inside, setting the tray on the table. But as she turned to leave, the Inspector’s words about the theater and the "carrying on" rang in her ears like a bell. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She returned to the sofa in the hall, looking pale and shaken. Varun appeared beside her, his expression one of feigned concern.

Varun : "Aunty? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. What’s wrong?"

Payal : "Nothing... it’s nothing."

Inside the bedroom, the confrontation continued.

Ananya : "I admit I made a mistake, but that man—the one who took the photo—he deserves to be punished for what he did!"

Hemant : "I told you to bring your boyfriend to the station. Where is he?"

Ananya : "He wasn't there when the actual incident happened! What could he possibly tell you that would help?"

Hemant : "So you expect me to believe your story about a total stranger, someone you’ve never seen before, just on your word? You’re making a very serious accusation, girl."

Ananya : "He sent me the photo on WhatsApp! You can trace the number, use the cyber cell—do your job!"

Hemant : "For that, I need an official FIR. And once that’s filed, your precious Mike will have to testify in open court. Is that what you want?"

Ananya : "Why do you keep bringing Mike into this? He has nothing to do with the blackmail! He’ll never agree to come to court. He doesn't even know this happened, and I want to keep it that way!"

Hemant : "Then my hands are tied. I can't help you."

Ananya : "Fine! I don't want your help anymore. You’re not investigating; you’re just harassing me!"

Hemant : "Watch your tongue. You don't insult the uniform. We came here to assist you, and you treat us with this kind of disrespect? You’re going to regret this attitude."

Ananya : "Just get out of my house! I’ve seen plenty of 'officers' like you."

Hemant : "You have a lot of nerve. I know your type—girls who try to frame innocent men to cover their own tracks. I’ll bet this whole 'stranger' story is just a cover for something you planned yourself."

Ananya : "That’s a lie! How dare you accuse me?"

Hemant : "You made three mistakes today, Ananya. First, being disrespectful to me. Second, your little performance in the theater. And third, trying to mislead the law. I have more than enough grounds to take you in right now."

Ananya felt a cold wave of dread. She cursed the moment she had decided to seek help from the authorities. Instead of a shield, they had become a sword hanging over her head.

Hemant : "I suspect the boy in the photo is actually Mike. That’s why you’re hiding him. We wanted to question him separately to see if your stories matched. Your refusal only proves my point."

Ananya : "Please... just leave."

Hemant stepped toward the door, pausing at the threshold.

Hemant : "Mark my words, Ananya. For the trouble you’ve caused, I’ll make sure you see the inside of a cell."

As he stepped back into the hall, Payal intercepted him, her eyes wide with terror.

Payal : "Sir, please... did she do something wrong?"

Hemant : "Your daughter has grown far too arrogant. She needs a lesson in humility, and I’m the one to give it to her."

Payal : "But what did she do?"

Hemant : "She was caught engaging in indecent acts in a public theater with her boyfriend. It’s a crime against public decency."

He pulled out his phone, flashing the photo in front of Payal’s eyes. Payal gasped, her hands flying to her mouth as she began to sob.

Payal : "Please... please forgive her, Inspector. She’s just a girl."

Varun stood up from the sofa, stepping into the fray with a calculated look.

Varun : "Inspector, surely there’s a way to settle this? Some kind of... understanding?"

In a flash of choreographed anger, Hemant grabbed Varun by the collar, shoving him back. At that exact moment, Aryan burst through the front door, returning from his errand. He froze, his eyes darting between his weeping mother, his sister's terrified face, and the large, menacing man holding his friend by the throat.

Ananya ran forward, trying to push Hemant away.

Ananya : "Get out! Leave him alone!"

Hemant released Varun’s collar and whipped around, his large hand clamping firmly onto Ananya’s neck.

Hemant : "You little brat! How dare you lay a hand on me?"

Aryan, seeing a strange man’s hand on his sister, lost all reason. He lunged forward, grabbing Hemant and swinging a wild, powerful slap that connected squarely with the Inspector’s face. The sound echoed like a gunshot through the house. Silence followed—a heavy, suffocating silence. A red mark bloomed on Hemant’s cheek, and a thin trickle of blood began to seep from his nose.

Slowly, Hemant reached into his holster and drew his service revolver, leveling it directly at Aryan’s chest. Aryan turned pale, the adrenaline vanishing as quickly as it had arrived.

Hemant : "You son of a bitch. You think you can assault an officer on duty? I’ll end you right here and call it an encounter."

Payal and Ananya erupted into screams of terror.

Varun : "Aryan! What have you done? Are you insane?"

Payal : "Please! Please don't shoot! He didn't know who you were! He’s just a boy!"

Hemant pulled out his radio, summoning his constable. Within minutes, the younger officer burst into the house.

Constable : "Sir! Your face—you’re bleeding!"

Hemant : "Take this bastard to the station. Now."

Constable : "Right away, sir."

Hemant : "Wait. Let me settle the score first."

Hemant snatched the wooden baton from the constable’s belt. He swung it with brutal force, striking Aryan across the backside four times in rapid succession. The cracks of the wood against flesh were sickening.

Aryan : "Agh! Stop! I’m sorry! I didn't know! Please!"

Hemant : "I’m going to make sure you can't even sit down for a month, you piece of filth."

The constable dragged a sobbing, broken Aryan out to the jeep. Hemant followed in his own vehicle, leaving the house in a state of absolute chaos. Payal collapsed onto the floor, her wails echoing through the halls. Ananya stood paralyzed, the weight of her decisions finally crushing her.

Varun knelt beside Payal, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder.

Varun : "Aunty, please... you have to be strong. Crying won't help him now."

Payal : "Varun... they’ll kill him! That man looked like a demon! He’s going to kill my son!"

Varun : "We have to go to the station. Right now. Maybe we can talk to him."

Payal : "Yes... yes, let’s go!"

They rushed to the police station. When they arrived, they were met by the same leering constable.

Constable : "Don't bother, Madam. He’s going away for a long time. The Inspector is in a foul mood, and he’s not letting this go."

Payal : "Please, just let me see my son for one minute!"

Constable : "He’s currently receiving his 'education.' Listen."

From the back rooms, the sound of muffled screams and the rhythmic thud of a baton drifted through the hallway. Hemant’s voice boomed from within: "Let them in! Let them see what happens to people who touch the law!"

Payal and Varun entered the back room, and the sight nearly made Payal faint. Aryan had been stripped bare, his hands bound high above his head to a pipe. Hemant stood behind him, casually swinging the baton against his bruised flesh.

Payal : "Stop! Please! We’ll do anything! Just stop hurting him!"

Hemant : "Anything? He assaulted an officer. I have enough missing-person cases and unsolved thefts to pin on this boy to keep him in prison until he’s an old man."

Payal’s world spun. The threat was clear and devastating.

Varun : "There has to be a way out of this, Inspector. He’s young, he was foolish. Please."

Hemant : "There is no way out."

Aryan : "Varun... please... help me... he’s going to kill me..."

Hemant delivered one more savage blow. "Shut up!"

Aryan : "Aaaaagh!"

Hemant turned to the constable. "Go get me some tea. I’ll give these people five minutes to say their goodbyes." He spat on the floor and walked into his private office.

Aryan : "Mom... please... they’re treating me like an animal. Give them money, give them whatever they want, just get me out of here!"

Payal : "He won't take money, Aryan! We already tried!"

Varun pulled Payal aside, his voice a low, urgent whisper.

Varun : "Aunty, there’s one way. But I don't know if I should say it."

Payal : "Tell me! Anything!"

Varun : "Men like him... they have a weakness. They can't be bought with silver, but they can be swayed by beauty. If he was offered a... 'personal' incentive, he might drop the charges."

Payal : "What? Where would I find someone to—?"

Varun looked her in the eyes, his gaze heavy and meaningful. "Look at yourself, Payal. You are a stunning woman."

Payal recoiled, her face pale. "No... no, I can't. I’m not that kind of woman. Did you see him? He’s like a monster—dark, bloated, terrifying. I couldn't even touch him.

Varun watched them from a distance, a cold, calculating spark in his eyes. Internally, he was marveling at how perfectly his web was spinning. The very task he had set out to accomplish—bringing Payal to her knees—had been accelerated by Aryan’s impulsive outburst. Everything was moving exactly according to Varun’s design, and Aryan, without even knowing it, had acted as the catalyst that made the plan foolproof. Aryan hadn't even been a part of the original strategy, yet his arrival and that stinging slap across Hemant’s face had made Varun’s job infinitely easier.

Varun : "Listen, time is running out. That beast will be back any second to throw us out of here. Whatever you decide, you need to tell me now."

Payal looked at him, her eyes red-rimmed and her spirit momentarily broken by the sight of her son in pain.

Payal : "I... I agree. I'll do it."

Varun : "Good. Now, wipe those tears. Fix your hair. You need to walk into Hemant’s office and make an impression. You need to charm him."

Payal : "Do I really have to go through with this? The performance of it?"

Varun : "Yes. You have to walk in there and captivate him. It’s the only way."

Payal : "I’ve never done anything like this before... I don't even know how to start."

Varun : "I know that. But for Aryan’s sake, you’re going to have to learn."

Payal took a deep breath, her resolve hardening even as her heart hammered against her ribs. She finally nodded.

Varun : "Listen to me. You have to go into his cabin and carry yourself in a way that ensures his eyes are glued to your body. You need to look irresistible."

Payal : "That’s exactly what I don’t understand. How am I supposed to just... do that?"

Varun : "First, clear those tear stains. Look fresh."

Following his instructions, Payal wiped her face, trying to steady her breathing. She was wearing a traditional Saree (Dress), its pallu draped modestly over her shoulder, concealing her form. Varun stepped closer, his voice dropping to a low, suggestive whisper. He reached out and adjusted the fabric of her Saree (Dress), pulling the pallu away from her chest and tucking it tightly at her waist, leaving her shoulders and the curve of her blouse exposed. The tight fabric of the blouse struggled to contain the fullness of her breasts, highlighting her mature, lush figure.

Varun : "Now, pull the neckline down just a little. Let him see what he's fighting for."

With trembling fingers, Payal adjusted the blouse, lowering the neckline until the swelling tops of her breasts were visible. Varun then placed a hand on her waist, subtly shifting the tuck of her Saree (Dress) lower on her hips, exposing the smooth, fair skin of her midriff.

Varun : "Go in there now. And remember—smile. Talk to him like he’s the only man in the world."

Payal stepped into the dimly lit office. Inspector Hemant was seated behind his desk, his dark eyes instantly locking onto her as she entered. Swallowing her pride, Payal forced a faint, practiced smile onto her lips. Hemant’s gaze sharpened; he knew immediately that the bait had been taken.

Hemant : "Well? What can I do for you, Madam?"

Payal : "Inspector... please. I’m here to ask you to release my son."

Hemant : "That is a very difficult request to grant. Assaulting an officer is no small matter."

Payal moved closer to the desk, her pulse thrumming in her ears. She leaned forward, resting both hands on the cool wooden surface of his desk. As she leaned in, the gAryanty of her posture caused her breasts to hang low against the fabric of her blouse, threatening to spill over the edge. It was an image of pure, raw vulnerability mixed with mature sensuality.

Hemant’s eyes didn't move from her chest. He stared at her with a hunger that was almost palpable. Payal felt a wave of nausea at his leering gaze, but she remained still, projecting an aura of invitation.

Payal : "If you could find it in your heart to release him... I would be willing to give you whatever you ask for. Whenever you want it."

Hemant : "Is that so? And what exactly do you think you have that I would want?"

Payal : "Anything. Everything."

As she spoke, she reached down to adjust the Saree (Dress) at her waist again, pulling it slightly lower. Hemant’s breath hitched as his focus shifted to the smooth, golden curve of her waist. The sight of such a refined, domestic woman offering herself so blatantly was driving him toward a breaking point. Hemant stood up slowly, rounding the desk until he was standing directly in front of her. Payal felt her legs go weak.

Hemant : "Anything I want? You're sure about that?"

Payal’s lips trembled. Her voice was barely a whisper.

Payal : "Yes."

Hemant leaned in close, so close she could smell the tobacco and sweat on him. He buried his face near her neck, inhaling deeply. Payal squeezed her eyes shut, her body stiffening with fear.

Hemant : "You smell incredible. Your skin has a fragrance I could get used to."

Payal remained silent, a statue of terrified beauty.

Hemant : "Tell me. What are you going to give me?"

She was so overwhelmed that her speech began to falter, the words catching in her dry throat.

Payal : "Wh-whatever... whatever you say, Inspector."

Hemant : "I’ll release your son."

The words acted like a balm. A genuine, albeit small, smile of relief broke across Payal’s face.

Payal : "Thank you... thank you so much, sir."

Hemant : "But tell me. In exchange... what do I get?"

Payal : "I told you. Whatever you need."

Hemant : "Will you really be able to give it to me?"

Payal didn't answer with words, but her silence spoke of her surrender. Internally, she tried to justify it. She had already been intimate with Varun; what did one more man matter if it saved her child? She was bartering her dignity for her son’s life.

Payal : "Yes... I am ready."

The sight of such a stunning woman finally yielding made Hemant’s blood boil with excitement. He wanted to take her right there on the office floor, but he forced himself to maintain his power play.

Hemant : "Ready for what?"

Payal : "For... for that..."

Hemant : "I want to hear you say it. What are you ready for?"

Payal : "For what you want. You know what I mean."

Hemant : "I don't know anything. I want to hear the words come from your mouth."

Payal : "I... I can't say it aloud."

Hemant stepped into her personal space, his hand finding the curve of her waist. The moment his dark, rough hand touched her smooth, pale skin, a shudder went through Payal’s body. The heat from his palm felt like a brand. He began to stroke the small of her back, his touch heavy and possessive.

Hemant : "Say it. I want to hear it from you."

Payal : "S-S-Sex..."

Hemant : "That sounds too clinical. Too English. I prefer the local tongue. I want to hear those words from a woman like you."

Payal : "Please, sir... I’m not that kind of woman."

Hemant : "I know you aren't. That’s exactly why I want to treat a respectable housewife like a common tramp."

Without warning, Hemant swung his hand, delivering a sharp, stinging slap to her backside.

Payal : "Ah!"

Hemant : "Wow. You are incredibly soft. This is going to be quite a ride."

He began to squeeze and knead her through the silk of her Saree (Dress). Payal let out a low moan, a mix of shock and the physical reality of the situation.

Payal : "Please... someone might come in..."

Hemant : "I’m going to enjoy every second with you."

Suddenly, the sound of approaching footsteps in the corridor broke the tension. Hemant moved with surprising speed, pulling away and dropping back into his chair just as the door opened. Payal frantically adjusted her clothes, trying to look composed. The constable walked in, carrying a tray.

Constable : "Your tea, sir."

Hemant : "Just set it there. And go release the boy."

Constable : "Yes, sir. Right away."

Payal felt a surge of pure, unadulterated joy. The price she had to pay was high, but the thought of Aryan walking free made it bearable. The constable exited the room.

Hemant : "I’ll call for you within the week. I’ll let you know where to meet me. And remember... I like my women looking modern. Dress for the occasion."

Varun entered the room just then, a mask of relief on his face.

Varun : "Aunty! The Inspector released Aryan! Thank you, sir. Thank you so much."

Hemant : "You. What’s your name?"

Varun : "Varun, sir."

Hemant : "When I give the word, you make sure she shows up. Don't make me come looking for her."

Varun : "Understood, sir. We’ll be there. Can we go now?"

Hemant : "Get out of here."

Varun led Payal and a limping, bruised Aryan out of the station and back home. Ananya was waiting at the door, her face a mask of anxiety.

Ananya : "What took so long? Is everything okay?"

Payal : "Do you think we were at a party? Why are you asking so many questions? Varun, your father will be home any minute. Take Aryan to his room. And Ananya—not a word of this to your father. Do you hear me?"

Ananya : "But Mom, it was the officer's fault! He started it!"

Payal : "And you? Were you blameless? What were you doing in that theater in the first place?"

Ananya fell silent, bowing her head in shame.

Payal : "Everything that happened today—all of it—is in your head. If you hadn't gone off to that cinema to chase thrills, none of this would have happened."

Ananya realized the atmosphere was too volatile for her to defend herself, so she retreated. Varun helped Aryan into his bedroom.

Aryan : "That bastard... he hit me like I was a dog. My body is on fire. Thanks, man. If you hadn't been there, I don't know if I’d have made it out."

Varun : "Don't thank me, Aryan. It was your mother who got you out of there."

Aryan : "Well, it was your plan that worked, wasn't it? You’re a life-saver."

Payal entered the room, carrying a glass of warm milk.

Payal : "Aryan, drink this. It has turmeric in it; it will help with the bruising."

Aryan : "Thanks, Mom."

Payal turned to Varun, her expression weary. "Varun, come outside. I need to talk to you."

They stepped out into the drawing room, the house quiet once more.

Varun : "So, tell me. What did you and Hemant discuss?"

Payal : "He’s a monster, Varun. A literal beast. I don't know how I’m going to go through with this. Just looking at him makes my skin crawl."

Varun : "Listen, don't overthink it. You’re hesitating because you’ve always lived by these strict rules of being the perfect wife. But look around. So many women seek out what they're missing elsewhere. It doesn't make you a bad person."

Payal : "But I’m not like them. I have a family. I have a husband."

Varun : "Women your age are often the ones who seek these things out because their husbands can no longer satisfy that fire inside them. Look, take a few days to relax. We’ll set the date after you've had time to breathe."

Payal : "I’m terrified. If anyone finds out... my life will be over."

Varun : "No one will find out. I’m here. I’ll handle everything."

He reached out and pulled Payal into a firm embrace. Payal leaned into him, letting out a long, shaky breath. In his arms, the tension of the day seemed to bleed away.

Payal : "If it wasn't for you, Varun, I don't know what would have happened to my son today. Vikram would never have been able to handle this. He’s too rigid; he wouldn't have known what to do."

Varun : "Aryan assaulted a police officer. That’s a serious crime. No lawyer could have gotten him out that quickly. And if they had decided to frame him for something else, he’d be gone for years."

Payal : "You’re right. I’ve seen it on the news—how they treat people who lift a hand against them."

Varun : "Exactly. So don't stress. And when the day comes... try to enjoy yourself. Don't look at it as a chore."

Payal : "How can I enjoy myself with a man like that? He’s grotesque. His skin is so dark, his body so bloated... it’s repulsive. When he touched me in that room... I felt nothing but a cold shudder. It’s not like when you touch me. When you're near me, I feel alive. With him... it was just empty."

Varun : "That’s because you were stressed today. Once the tension fades, you’ll find that a man’s power can be an attraction of its own. Just give it time."

They sat together on the sofa, wrapped in each other’s arms, until the sound of a car pulling into the driveway broke the spell.

Payal : "That’s Vikram. He’s home."

She quickly pulled away, smoothing her hair and adjusting her Saree (Dress) as she prepared to return to the role of the dutiful housewife.

The drawing room felt heavy with a thick, artificial silence. Varun and Payal sat on opposite ends of the sofa, the space between them vibrating with the remnants of their conversation. The sharp, rhythmic chime of the doorbell shattered the quiet. Payal rose instantly, her movements slightly frantic as she smoothed her Saree (Dress) before heading to the door.

Her husband, Vikram Khanna, trudged inside, his shoulders slumped under the weight of a long day at the office. He looked every bit the exhausted patriarch.

Payal : "Should I bring you some water?"

Vikram : "Yes... that would be good."

Payal disappeared into the kitchen, the familiar clinking of glassware echoing back into the hall. A moment later, she emerged with a chilled glass, handing it to him with a practiced, domestic grace. As he drank, she watched him, her mind racing to bridge the gap between her secret life and her reality.

Payal : "I was thinking... I haven't visited my mother’s house in quite a while. I thought I’d go stay there for a day or so."

Vikram wiped his mouth, not looking up. "That’s fine, but I don't have the time to take you there myself."

Payal : "I know. I figured I’d just go with Aryan."

Vikram : "When are you planning to leave?"

Payal : "The day after tomorrow."

Vikram : "Alright. Go ahead."

Varun sat nearby, silent and watchful, absorbing every word like a predator tracking a scent. Once the permission was granted, Payal retreated back to the kitchen to finish dinner, and Vikram retired to their bedroom to shed his work clothes. Varun remained in the hallway, the gears of the plan turning in his head.

A few minutes later, Payal stepped out of the kitchen, the steam from the stove still clinging to her skin.

Varun : "So, should I confirm the date for the day after tomorrow?"

Payal : "Yes. Confirm it."

Without a word of hesitation, Varun pulled out his phone and dialed Inspector Hemant. The call connected almost instantly.

Hemant : "Hello?"

Varun : "Sir... it’s set for the day after tomorrow."

Hemant : "Good. But let me be clear—I want her in a Western outfit. I want the whole look, the attitude, everything. I'm tired of the housewife act."

Varun : "Sir, how is that possible? She doesn't even own clothes like that."

Hemant : "You have two days. That’s your problem, not mine. I want her in a short, tight-fitting bodycon dress. If she doesn't show up looking like that, don't bother coming at all."

Varun : "And where should we meet you, sir?"

Hemant : "My private apartment. I’ll send you the address on the evening of the meeting."

Varun : "Understood, sir."

The line went dead. Payal was standing close enough to catch the harsh tone of the Inspector’s voice. Her face was pale.

Payal : "What did that beast say?"

Varun : "That mother... he’s playing games. He demands that you show up in a tight-fitting bodycon dress."

Payal : "I can’t do that, Varun! I've never worn anything like that in my life!"

Varun : "You should have told him that at the police station then. There’s no point in whining now. If we don't follow his rules, he’ll throw all three of us into a cell and throw away the key."

Payal bit her lip, the harsh reality of her situation sinking in. "I know... you're right. But I’ve never worn anything but Saree (Dress)s and kurtis. How am I supposed to feel comfortable in something like that?"

Varun : "You don't have to wear it every day. It’s just for one night. Think of it as a costume."

Payal : "I'll try... I suppose."

Varun : "I’m here, Payal. Don't worry about a thing."

Payal nodded weakly and went back to serve dinner. Aryan remained locked in his room, his spirit crushed, so Payal carried a tray to him. The next day passed in a blur of anxiety. Aryan’s physical wounds were internal, hidden from Vikram’s unsuspecting eyes, though the rest of the house lived in the shadow of the secret.

Finally, the day arrived.

Aryan and Varun were waiting by the door, dressed and ready. Ananya was still in the dark about the true nature of the trip. Since it was evening, Vikram was also home. Payal stepped out of the room wearing a simple kurti and leggings, clutching a bag.

Vikram looked at her, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Are you really going to your mother's house? Or somewhere else?"

The heart of everyone in the room stopped. A cold dread washed over Payal, her throat turning bone-dry. Had he found out?

Ananya broke the silence. "Dad, why would you even ask that?"

Vikram chuckled softly, shaking his head. "No reason... it's just that in all these years, I’ve never seen your mother go to her parents' house in anything but a Saree (Dress). Seeing her in this... it just surprised me."

The tension snapped like a rubber band. They all forced a laugh, the sound brittle and hollow.

Ananya : "It’s a modern world, Dad. Even Mom has to keep up."

Vikram : "I suppose so. Well, have a safe trip."

Payal : "We’re leaving now."

They walked out of the house, the cool evening air doing little to soothe Payal’s frayed nerves. Once they were out of earshot, she turned to Varun.

Payal : "Did he tell you where we’re going?"

Varun : "Yes, I have the address. But before we go there, we have to transform you. This look won't cut it."

Payal : "What do you mean?"

Varun : "We’re going to a mall. We’ll buy the dress he wants, then take you to a parlor for professional makeup. Only then will we head to his place."

Aryan listened to this in silence, his stomach churning with guilt and disgust. First Varun, then Sanjay, and now this Inspector. Seeing his mother being groomed for another man was a special kind of hell he hadn't prepared for.

They hailed a cab and headed to a high-end mall. Inside, Varun led them to a specific outlet. Hemant had already made the arrangements; he had pre-selected the items. Varun showed a digital receipt on his phone to the salesgirl, who nodded and brought out a bag.

Payal pulled the garments out to inspect them. Her eyes widened. It was a shimmering, ultra-tight bodycon dress, the kind she had only seen on actresses in films. Beneath it were pieces of lingerie—a bra and a matching thong. The fabric was so thin and minimal it was almost non-existent. The thong was nothing more than a strip of lace, and the bra was designed to reveal more than it concealed, barely covering the nipples. It was the kind of attire worn by performers in adult films.

As they walked toward the in-mall salon, Payal clutched the bag to her chest.

Payal : "How am I supposed to wear this? It’s... it’s tiny."

Varun : "We don't have a choice. This is what he wants."

Payal : "But this underwear... wearing it or not wearing it is the same thing!"

Varun : "That’s the point, Payal. He picked these out specifically because he wants to see you this way."

At the parlor, everything was ready. Varun ushered Payal inside while he and Aryan waited in the lounge. Varun looked at Aryan’s miserable face and let out a mocking laugh.

Varun : "If you hadn't acted like such a fool with that security guard, we wouldn't be here. You and your sister are the reasons your mother has to do this. But don't worry—I have a feeling she’s going to enjoy the attention more than she lets on."

Aryan glared at him, his fists clenched, but he said nothing.

An hour later, the door to the styling room opened. Both Varun and Aryan stood up, their mouths hanging open. Payal was unrecognizable. The makeup had erased years from her face, making her look like a woman in her late twenties rather than a mother of two. She had been transformed from a modest housewife into a high-class siren.

The bodycon dress clung to every curve of her body like a second skin, ending mid-thigh and leaving her long, shapely legs bare. The neckline was dangerously low, exposing her collarbones and the tops of her breasts. It was sleeveless, held up only by two thin, delicate straps. Her hair had been styled into voluminous, sultry waves.

Varun : "And that, Aryan, is why I call you an idiot. Look at her."

Payal walked toward them, her face flushed with embarrassment. She kept tugging at the hem of the dress, trying to pull it down.

Payal : "I feel... exposed. Like I'm walking around naked."

Varun : "You look perfect. Let’s go."

They took another car to a luxury high-rise apartment complex. As they rode the elevator up, Payal felt the weight of the stares from other residents. Her hands were ice-cold, her heart hammering against her ribs.

When they reached the door, Varun knocked. It opened to reveal Inspector Hemant, dressed casually in a t-shirt and shorts. His eyes traveled slowly over Payal, a slow, predatory grin spreading across his face.

Hemant : "Come in. All of you."

They entered the lavishly decorated apartment. Hemant waved them toward a plush leather sofa. Payal sat down, immediately trying to pull the short fabric of her dress over her knees.

Hemant : "What’s your name again, darling?"

Payal : "S-Payal."

Hemant : "Wait here. I’ll be right back."

He disappeared into the kitchen, returning moments later with snacks and a bottle of expensive Scotch. It was 9:00 PM—the city was dark, and the night was just beginning.

Hemant : "Payal... you, go into the bedroom."

Payal began to tremble. Her mind was a whirlpool of fear and shame. She stood up, her legs feeling like lead, and walked into the master suite.

Once she was gone, Hemant set the bottle and some food in front of Varun and Aryan.

Hemant : "You two enjoy yourselves out here. I’m going to go have some fun of my own."

He followed Payal into the room, closing the door behind him.

Varun : "Man, look at this. Scotch whisky. This stuff is expensive." He poured a glass for himself and pushed one toward Aryan, who ignored it. Varun shrugged and started eating the chicken.

Inside the bedroom, Payal stood in the center of the room, looking at the massive bed. The room was dimly lit. Hemant entered, his presence filling the space. He looked at her like a man looking at a prize.

Hemant : "Why are you standing? Sit down."

Payal sat on the sofa at the foot of the bed. Hemant left briefly and returned with another bottle and two glasses. He sat down right next to her, his large frame making her feel even smaller.

Hemant : "Make me a drink."

Payal : "I... I don't know how."

Hemant : "Then today is the day you learn. Pour the whisky."

Payal lifted the heavy bottle, her hands shaking so much the glass clinked against the rim. She began to pour.

Hemant : "Whoa, slow down! You’re going to fill the whole thing. Just a little, then add the soda."

She followed his instructions, her movements jerky. She set the glass on the table in front of him.

Hemant : "What's this? You're just going to leave it there? Feed it to me with your own hands."

Payal’s breath hitched. She picked up the glass and held it toward his mouth, but she kept her distance, her arm outstretched.

Hemant : "You're too far away. Come here... sit on my lap and feed it to me."

Payal looked at his lap. He was wearing short Bermuda shorts, and his thick, dark, hairy thighs were exposed. The sight filled her with a visceral sense of revulsion, but she knew she couldn't refuse. She slowly lowered herself onto his lap. As she sat, her tight dress rode up even further, her skin making direct contact with his.

Hemant : "Ah... there we go. Such a soft, beautiful woman sitting on my lap. This is much better. Now, the drink."

She held the glass to his lips, and he drank deeply, his eyes never leaving hers.

Hemant : "Tastes much better when you're the one serving it."


Chapter 14

He took some snacks from a plate and began to eat, keeping her pinned to his lap. Payal felt like a common courtesan, a role she had never imagined for herself. Hemant reached out and ran his rough palm over her bare back, his touch heavy and lingering. She shivered, but didn't pull away.

After two drinks, the alcohol began to take effect on him. His eyes grew glassy, and his movements became bolder.

Hemant : "I’ve had two drinks and you haven't had a drop. That’s no fun."

Payal : "I’m fine. I don't need to drink."

Hemant : "How are you going to enjoy yourself if you're so sober?"

Payal thought to herself, How could I ever enjoy myself with someone like you? If I weren't desperate, I wouldn't let you within ten feet of me.

Hemant poured a glass and held it to her lips.

Payal : "I told you, I don't want to drink that." Her voice had a sharp edge of anger.

Hemant : "Listen, you bitch... if I tell you to drink, you drink." He pressed the glass against her lips, forcing the liquid into her mouth. The bitterness of the alcohol was overwhelming, and she instinctively spat it out.

Payal : "No! I can't do it! Please, don't force me!"

Hemant laughed, a dark, guttural sound. He poured some of the whisky onto her bare arm. Payal watched in confusion until he leaned down and began to lick the alcohol off her skin. The sensation sent a jolt through her, a strange mix of fear and an unwanted physical response.

He moved his mouth to her neck, his breath hot against her skin. He worked his way up to her lips. Payal tried to turn away, but he was too strong. He pressed his dark, thick lips against her soft, pink ones, forcing a kiss on her. It was a cold, one-sided affair; Payal remained stiff, her lips tightly shut, refusing to respond.

Hemant eventually pulled away, sensing her resistance. His face darkened with rage. He stood up abruptly and walked out of the room.

In the drawing room, Varun was leaning back, enjoying his drink.

Hemant : "Your 'aunt' is acting like a damn corpse in there. I’m not here to sleep with a statue!"

Varun : "Sir, sir... take it easy. It takes time for a woman like her to warm up. Once she gets going, you won't be able to keep up with her."

Hemant : "I don't want excuses. You go in there and tell her to cooperate, or I’ll bury you both under this building."

Varun : "Don't worry, sir. I’ll talk to her."

Varun walked into the bedroom. Payal looked up at him, her eyes wide with desperation.

Payal : "Varun... I can't do this. I can't sleep with that beast."

Varun : "Aunty, do you want us all to die? If he’s not satisfied, he’ll destroy us."

Payal : "But I’m terrified of him. The moment he touches me, I go numb."

Varun : "Why? Is it just because he’s big and dark? You know, men like him... they have a reputation for being much more capable than the refined ones."

Payal : "How could any woman want to be with someone so... grotesque?"

Varun : "You'd be surprised. There’s a whole world out there that craves exactly what he is."

Payal : "I don't believe you."

Varun pulled out his phone and opened a video. It was a scene of a dark-skinned man with a fair, beautiful woman. Payal watched, her eyes wide with shock as she saw the woman in the video responding with genuine passion.

Payal : "My God... how is she doing that?"

Varun : "Because she knows where the real pleasure is. Look at her. Does she look like she’s suffering?"

Payal : "No... she looks like she’s enjoying it."

Varun : "Exactly. You have a chance to experience something most women only dream of. Just let go of the fear."

He began to stroke her arm, his touch familiar and soothing. He moved his hand toward her chest, and she felt the familiar warmth of arousal beginning to stir. He held out a glass to her.

Payal : "No... I can't."

Varun : "Just one sip. It’ll make everything easier." He pressed the glass to her lips while gently squeezing her breast through the thin fabric of the dress. Payal, caught between the two men, finally took a drink.

Payal : "It’s so bitter..."

Varun : "The best things usually are. Just like him—he’s dark, but the pleasure will be deeper."

Hemant walked back into the room.

Varun : "Sir, she’s ready now. Aren't you, Payal?"

Payal nodded slowly. "Yes."

Hemant : "Good. Now get out, Varun."

Payal : "Wait... let him stay. If he’s here, I won't be as scared."

Hemant shrugged. "Fine. Sit over there on the side."

He sat down next to Payal again. "Don't be afraid, darling. I’m going to take very good care of you."

Payal didn't say anything, but she managed a faint, flickering smile. She reached for the bottle and poured a drink for him, then walked over and sat back on his lap. Her fair skin stood out in stark contrast against his dark thighs.

Hemant : "No, darling... you first."

Payal : "I... I can't drink any more."

Hemant : "Oh, you'll drink it if I give it to you." He took the glass and held it to her mouth, his eyes locked on hers. He didn't pull the glass away until it was completely empty.

Payal’s face contorted as the liquid hit the back of her throat, her senses reeling from the sharp, medicinal burn.

Payal : "It’s... it’s so bitter."

Hemant’s eyes crinkled with a dark, knowing amusement. He leaned in closer, his shadow engulfing her.

Hemant : "Just wait, darling. Give it a few minutes, and you'll find that the bitterness is exactly what makes the pleasure so sweet."

Without warning, Hemant tilted the bottle over her. A stream of golden liquid splashed against the hollow of her throat, cold and stinging, before trickling down into the valley of her cleavage. Payal gasped at the sudden sensation. Hemant didn't waste a second; he lowered his head, his tongue tracing the path of the spilled alcohol across her heated skin.

A wave of involuntary ticklishness washed over her, and she squirmed beneath him. Until moments ago, her body had felt like lead—heavy and unresponsive. But that forced glass of whiskey was already beginning to weave its magic, thinning the walls of her resistance and replacing her dread with a strange, buzzing sensitivity.

Her eyes sought out Varun, who remained seated in the corner like a silent director. His steady, unblinking gaze gave her a strange sort of permission, a tether to the plan that kept her from spiraling. As Hemant’s mouth moved against her neck, sucking and nipping at the sensitive skin, Payal closed her eyes tight. She forced herself to imagine that the hands roaming over her weren't Hemant's rough, calloused ones, but the familiar, younger touch of Varun.

The illusion worked. A shiver of genuine electricity raced down her spine, and the fine hairs on her arms stood on end. Her skin felt preternaturally sensitive; earlier that day, Varun had insisted on a full-body wax at the salon, leaving her limbs as smooth as polished marble. Now, as the alcohol soaked into the fabric of her thin dress, making it cling transparently to her breasts, she felt the cool air hitting her damp skin, followed by the searing heat of Hemant’s mouth.

He moved lower, his tongue swirling over the wet fabric covering her chest. As he neared the peaks of her breasts, Payal felt her internal temperature skyrocket. She was still trembling with a lingering fear, but it was now being overtaken by a primitive, chemically-induced heat.

Hemant stood up abruptly, his breathing heavy. He gestured for her to do the same.

Hemant : "Stand up. Let me look at you."

Payal rose unsteadily, her legs feeling like they belonged to someone else. Hemant began to circle her slowly, his gaze traveling over her curves with a hunger that made her feel like a prize animal.

Hemant : "Ah, Payal... you have a magnificent body. Just looking at you makes my blood boil with a need I can barely contain."

He completed his circle and stopped inches from her face. Payal’s breath was coming in short, jagged bursts. Hemant could feel the heat radiating from her, the rapid rise and fall of her chest betraying her state. He reached out, his thumbs tracing the line of her lower lip. Her mouth was set in a hard line, but her lips were trembling.

Hemant began to lick her lips, his tongue slow and deliberate, tasting the expensive lipstick that was now smearing across his face. He placed his large hands on either side of her head, holding her steady as he intensified the friction. Payal didn't lean in, but she no longer pulled away.

Hemant : "Open your mouth, my love. Don't fight it. Let me taste you."

With a ragged sigh of surrender, Payal parted her lips. Hemant surged forward, his tongue invading her mouth, exploring her teeth and gums with a possessive ferocity. The kiss was deep and overwhelming, a total reclamation of her space. Payal felt a flicker of nausea at the taste of him, but she forced herself to endure. She knew the consequences of rejection were far worse than the discomfort of a kiss.

She turned her mind back to Varun, focusing on his image to get through the act. She began to respond, her movements hesitant at first, then more fluid. However, the physical reality was harder to mask. While she used to swallow every bit of passion when she was with Varun, the revulsion she felt for Hemant meant she couldn't bring herself to swallow. Saliva pooled at the corners of their locked mouths, eventually dripping down her chin—a messy, unglamorous testament to her internal conflict.

Hemant didn't seem to mind. He moved his hands from her head down to the lush curves of her backside, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. The contact sent another jolt through her. Sensing her rising heat, Hemant gripped her waist and lowered her onto the sofa, pinning her beneath his weight without breaking the kiss.

He locked his mouth over hers, his hands holding her head captive. He began to force his own saliva into her mouth, a dominant, territorial gesture that made Payal’s stomach turn. She tried to turn her head, to break the seal, but he was immovable. She realized then that he wouldn't stop until she yielded completely. Closing her eyes against the tears that began to leak from the corners of her lids, she swallowed, accepting the bitter, salty reality of his dominance.

Hemant eventually pulled back, a triumphant glint in his eyes.

Hemant : "How was that, Payal? Did you like the taste of me?"

Payal : "It was... fine." Her voice was a mere shadow of itself. She couldn't tell him the truth; the truth was a luxury she couldn't afford.

Hemant reached for the bottle again, taking a massive swig but holding the liquid in his mouth. He leaned over her again, his intentions clear.

Payal : "No... please. Not like that. It’s too much."

But Hemant was a man used to getting exactly what he wanted. He gripped her jaw, his fingers pressing into her cheeks until she was forced to open up. He tilted his head, allowing the whiskey to flow from his mouth into hers in a slow, burning stream.

Tears tracked through her makeup, flowing toward her ears as she was forced to swallow the warm, second-hand alcohol. It was a humiliating, intimate violation, yet as the liquid settled in her stomach, the world began to tilt and blur. The shame remained, but the sharp edges of her fear were being sanded down by the intoxication.

Hemant : "Do you like the taste now?"

Payal : "It's so bitter... so strong."

Hemant laughed, the sound vibrating through the small room.

Hemant : "Wait for the magic, Payal. You won't care about the bitterness in a moment. You'll be begging for more. Isn't that right, Varun?"

Varun leaned back in his chair, a cold smirk on his face.

Varun : "Absolutely, sir. You’re doing a fine job. My aunt is going to have the time of her life tonight."

Payal lay back on the cushions, her head spinning. She felt a deep, soul-crushing disgust, but her body was beginning to betray her. The alcohol was a wildfire in her veins.

Hemant picked up the bottle and poured a generous amount over her legs. The cool liquid ran down her thighs, highlighting the flawless, hairless skin the waxing had revealed. He leaned down, his tongue darting out to lap at the whiskey. He worked his way up from her calves to her knees, his touch deliberate and teasing.

As he reached her mid-thighs, Payal felt her breath hitch. The sensation was undeniably intense. Her nipples hardened against the thin silk of her dress, a physical reaction she couldn't suppress. Hemant noticed the change in her demeanor, his smirk growing wider. He continued his ascent, his mouth venturing closer and closer to the hem of her dress.

He reached up and slid the fabric of her dress higher, exposing the lace of her thin penty. The sight of her vulnerability seemed to push him over the edge. He buried his face against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, his tongue lashing against her.

At the same time, he reached up with his large, heavy hand and cupped her breast, squeezing it with a brutal, possessive strength.

Payal : "Ahhh... hhh..."

The sound escaped her before she could stop it—a low, breathless moan that was part pain and part primal response. Hemant growled low in his throat, encouraged by her reaction. He increased the pressure on her breast while his mouth remained buried between her thighs, his tongue working with a rhythmic, relentless focus that left Payal gasping for air in the dim, alcohol-scented room.

The heavy, syrupy haze of the scotch had finally stripped away Payal’s last defenses. The room, once cold and clinical, now felt sweltering, the air thick with the scent of expensive musk and spilled liquor. Her skin, sensitized by the earlier grooming and the burning alcohol, felt electric. As Hemant’s rough hands moved over her, she found herself leaning into the sensation, a primal response overriding her conscious mind.

Varun watched from the shadows of the corner, a predatory smirk playing on his lips. He glanced toward Aryan, who had finally succumbed to the intoxication and fallen into a heavy, unquiet sleep on the peripheral chair. Varun’s thoughts were dark, a toxic mix of triumph and greed. He looked at Payal, seeing not a woman in distress, but a conquest. She’s no different from the women in the films, he thought, his mind already drifting toward Ananya. He imagined a day where he would break her innocence just as thoroughly as Payal’s dignity was being dismantled tonight.

Inside the bedroom, the atmosphere had shifted from coerced submission to a frantic, drug-induced intensity. Hemant had stripped the tight bodycon dress from Payal’s frame, leaving her exposed on the sprawling bed. The silk sheets felt cool against her feverish skin.

Payal, her mind drifting in a clouded sea of gold and amber, reached out. Her fingers found Hemant’s hair, weaving through the coarse strands. In her state, the identity of the man above her began to blur. She didn't see the inspector’s harsh face; she saw a silhouette of a man fulfilling a hunger she hadn't dared to name. She pulled his head down toward the thin lace of her penty, her body arching instinctively.

Hemant : "You like this, don't you? You’re not the shy housewife anymore."

Payal : "Just... please... make me forget."

Hemant didn't hesitate. He stripped away the final barrier of her lingerie. In the soft light, her body seemed to glow, her skin flawlessly smooth from the day’s preparations. The contrast between her fair, trembling form and his dark, powerful frame was stark. He lowered his head, his mouth claiming her with a hunger that was both worshipful and violent.

The sensation was overwhelming. Payal’s breath hitched, turning into low, rhythmic whimpers. She was lost in a kaleidoscope of sensation, unable to distinguish between the pleasure and the psychological trauma. She squeezed her eyes shut, her head tossing back and forth on the pillow as she surrendered to the tide.

The room felt small, the shadows dancing on the walls as Hemant moved with a newfound ferocity. He shifted their positions, moving into a dominant stance that forced Payal to engage fully. The intoxication had doubled the intensity of every touch; she felt like a wire stretched to its breaking point.

Payal : "I didn't know... I didn't know it could feel like this."

She was a professional in her surrender now, her body moving in harmony with his, driven by the chemical courage in her veins. Hemant was relentless, his own composure breaking as he was swept up in the heat of her response. He claimed her mouth again, stifling her cries as he reached his own crescendo, leaving Payal adrift in the aftermath.

But the storm wasn't over. As the pleasure ebbed, the physical reality of Hemant’s brute strength began to assert itself. He moved to fulfill the final demand of his desire. When he finally drove home, a sharp, piercing cry tore from Payal’s throat—a sound so loud and raw that it startled Varun from his light doze in the next room.

Varun : "God... he’s really going at it."

The pain was a cold splash of water against her intoxication. Payal’s face, once flushed with heat, turned a frantic shade of red. The "magic" Hemant had promised had turned into a grueling endurance test. She tried to push him away, her small hands fluttering against his broad chest, but he was an immovable force, driven by a singular, selfish momentum. For nearly half an hour, the room echoed with the harsh sounds of his exertion and her fading whimpers. Finally, with a heavy groan, he collapsed onto her, his weight pinning her into the mattress as he fell into a deep, sated sleep. Payal lay beneath him, her breath coming in ragged gasps, feeling as though the very life had been pressed out of her.

At 5:00 AM, the first gray light of dawn filtered through the heavy curtains. Payal’s eyes flickered open, her head throbbing with a dull, rhythmic ache. The silence of the room was heavy. She felt the oppressive weight of Hemant beside her and the sticky, uncomfortable reality of the night’s end.

A wave of profound revulsion washed over her. She looked at her discarded clothes on the floor, then at the man sleeping soundly beside her. The memory of her own enthusiastic participation—the way she had surrendered to the alcohol and the touch—stung worse than the physical pain radiating from her body.

Payal : What have I become? How did I let this happen?

She forced herself out of bed, her muscles aching with every movement. She dressed with trembling hands, her eyes averted from the mirror. She walked into the outer room and found Varun, who had fallen asleep in a chair, and Aryan, who looked like a ghost of himself.

The car ride back was a hollow experience. The three of them sat in a crushing silence, the neon lights of the waking city blurring past the windows. No one dared to speak. No one could meet another's eyes. Payal spent the journey trying to fix her disheveled hair and smooth her crumpled clothes, desperate to piece together the facade of the woman she used to be.

When they arrived home, the door was opened by Ananya. Her face was a mask of concern and confusion. Before she could utter a word, Payal brushed past her, heading straight for the sanctuary of her bedroom. Aryan followed, his head bowed as if the weight of the world rested on his shoulders.

Varun remained at the door. Ananya turned to him, her voice trembling.

Ananya : "Varun? What happened? Is Mom okay? Why does everyone look like this?"

Varun : "Everything is fine, Ananya. I told you, as long as I’m here, nothing bad will happen to this family."

Moved by what she perceived as his loyalty, Ananya stepped forward and wrapped her arms around him.

Ananya : "Thank you, Varun. I don't know what we would do without you."

Varun held her, his chin resting on her shoulder, a dark glint in his eyes. He could see his plan falling into place perfectly.

Ananya : "Go, get cleaned up and fresh. I’ll make breakfast for everyone."

Varun : "That sounds perfect."

Inside her room, Payal found Vikram still asleep, the rhythmic rise and fall of his chest a stark contrast to the chaos of her night. She looked at him with a mixture of resentment and sorrow.

Payal : If you had only seen me... if you had only been enough, I wouldn't be stained by the touch of a demon.

She stepped into the bathroom and turned the shower on to the highest temperature she could stand. As the water scrubbed away the physical traces of the night, she reflected on the blurred lines of the previous hours. She remembered the terrifying "joy" of the intoxication, the way she had momentarily lost herself in the sensation.

But as she stepped out of the shower, the pain in her body remained a constant reminder of the cost. She looked at her reflection, her eyes hard and determined. The fire of her desire hadn't been extinguished, but it had been replaced by a cold, numbing resolve. She decided then that she would distance herself from the world of shadows, even if the darkness was already inside her.
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To be continued…
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