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Disclaimer 


This book, “ Crossing the Line : An Age Gap Romance with My Son's Best Friend ”, is intended strictly for mature audiences (18+) . It explores complex adult themes, including relationships, desire, emotional conflicts, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. Discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative may include strong language and intimate scenarios that are meant to serve the story’s emotional and dramatic depth.
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Reader Reviews & Feedback 


Dear Readers, 




If you enjoyed reading Crossing the Line : An Age Gap Romance with My Son's Best Friend , I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author. 




Please feel free to leave your thoughts about the story, the characters, the emotional journey, or any part that touched you. Whether you loved it, found it intense, or have suggestions – every review is valuable. 

You can leave your review by visiting the book’s page on Amazon after finishing the story. 


Crossing the Line : An Age Gap Romance with My Son's Best Friend (Part 1) 


Main Character Names 


●  Payal : The protagonist, a nearly 40-year-old attractive woman and mother. // Payal

●  Ananya: Payal’s 21-year-old daughter. // Ananya

●  Vikram Khanna: Payal’s husband, a workaholic General Manager. // Vikram Khanna

●  Aryan (Adopted Son): Payal and Vikram’s 20-year-old adopted son. // Aryan

●  Varun: Aryan’s friend and college student who pursues Payal. // Varun

●  Professor Sharma: A teacher mentioned by Aryan. // Professor Sharma


Chapter 1 


It was 7:00 AM at Payal’s house. She was already in the kitchen, busy preparing tiffins for her husband and children. 

"It’s getting late and everyone is still asleep!" Payal called out. "Is anyone even listening to me? Wake up, or you’ll all end up rushing out without breakfast again!" 

After sprinkling some water on the vegetables, she hurried to the bedroom to wake her husband. "Are you still sleeping? Get up quickly! Look, even the kids aren't up yet." 

"I’m getting up... just ten more minutes," Vikram mumbled. 

"No way," Payal insisted. "God knows what you were doing on that laptop all night, and now you want more sleep." 

Next, she went to Ananya’s room. Her daughter was already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Ananya, dear, what are you doing? Go take your shower and get ready." 

Finally, she headed to Aryan’s room. Aryan had been gaming late into the night and was fast asleep. "Aryan! Aryan, I’m calling you!" When he didn’t respond, Payal lost her patience and tossed her slipper at him. It hit him right on the cheek. 

He jolted awake. "Mom, please... let me sleep," he groaned, immediately trying to drift off again. Payal tried to pull him up, but eventually gave up and returned to the kitchen. 

A few minutes later, Vikram’s voice echoed through the house. "Payal, hurry up! I’m going to be late for the office." 

"Breakfast is ready," she replied. 

"Well, if it’s ready, bring it out!" 

"Honestly," Payal teased, "you aren't even at the table yet. Do you expect me to have it waiting there before you even sit down?" 

As Vikram began to eat, Ananya came rushing in. "Mom, I’m so late! Give it to me quickly." 

"I told you to get ready early," Payal sighed. "I knew you’d be running like this." 

Vikram looked around. "Is Aryan still not up?" 

"Has he ever been on time?" Payal asked. "I hit him with a slipper and it still didn't work. He’ll get up when he’s hungry. I don't understand his college at all. I told you not to enroll him there; the students are delinquents. They’re always outside smoking and loitering." 

"Payal, not this again," Vikram replied. "I wanted him in a good college like Ananya’s, but his grades were too weak. No one else would take him. It was that college or he stayed home. Anyway, I have to go." 

Ananya chimed in, "Mom, you worry too much. The education there is fine. Plenty of students from there get good jobs." 

"Maybe," Payal countered, "but most of them come from questionable backgrounds. They have no discipline. Someone should check on what they’re actually doing there." 

"Have you ever actually visited his college, Mom?" Ananya asked. 

"No..." 

"Then how can you blame others? Not everyone there is bad. Anyway, I’m off!" 

After they left, Payal felt a lingering anxiety. Aryan was a struggling student who seemed more interested in the wrong things than his studies. His college was famous for all the wrong reasons. It wasn't far from their house, and Payal often saw groups of boys loitering near the gates, smoking and chewing tobacco. She feared her son would fall into that lifestyle. 

Restless, she finished her chores, showered, and decided to investigate. She walked toward the college, stopping about 100 meters from the gate. She watched the crowds of students moving in and out, searching for Aryan. 

She stood near a small tobacco shop where several boys—and even a few girls—were openly smoking and chatting. Payal shook her head, thinking about their parents, but she felt a wave of relief when she didn't see Aryan among them. Satisfied, she headed home. 

However, Aryan was not as innocent as she hoped. 

He is currently with his friend, Varun. Varun had been in college for three years but hadn't managed to pass his first-year exams yet. He lived alone in a rented room while his parents lived in another city, believing he was studying. In reality, he spent his time loitering. 

Aryan had skipped college to hang out at Varun’s place, where they were currently drinking beer. 

"So, how's the beer? Good, right?" Varun laughed. "When you first started college, I didn't think you'd ever touch alcohol. Now look at you, sitting here drinking with me." 

Aryan took a long sip. "It's not like that. I always wanted to have fun, but my mom never let me go anywhere alone. But I’m a man now. I’ll do what I want." He drained his glass. "Ahhh! That hits the spot. Nothing beats a cold beer." 

"This is the time to enjoy, man," Varun said. "Hey, I downloaded a new adult movie on my phone. Want to watch?" 

"Why even ask? Put it on!" Aryan urged. "I can't believe you waited this long to tell me." 

Varun opened the video. They began watching together. 

"Is this Indian?" Aryan asked. "They’re making some high-quality stuff lately. There's just something better about Indian videos." 

"Especially the 'Bhabhi' (older sister-in-law) types," Varun added. "That's where the real fun is." 

"I always thought girls were more in demand," Aryan remarked. 

Varun laughed. "You’re such a novice. Don't you know? Older, married women have a certain heat that younger girls just don't have." 

Aryan looked at him, curious. "Have you actually... you know, been with both?" 

"Yeah," Varun bragged. "I’ve been with girls and women. Both." 

Aryan  looked at his friend, his brow furrowed in confusion. "So, tell me then, Varun—what is the real difference between the two?" 

Varun leaned back, a knowing smirk playing on his lips. "Listen closely, Aryan. It’s about more than just age. Generally, when people talk about 'girls,' they mean those under twenty-five—unmarried, without the responsibilities of a family. They are often inexperienced, requiring a gentle touch and a lot of emotional reassurance before they feel comfortable opening up. It’s a different kind of connection, one rooted in discovery." 

He took a slow sip of his beer before continuing. "But 'women'—those over twenty-five, often married with children, are a different story entirely. There is a depth of maturity there. Now, don't get me wrong; not every woman is looking for something outside her marriage. A woman who is truly happy and satisfied at home won't give you a second glance. But," he added, lowering his voice, "if her husband neglects her, or fails to appreciate the fire inside her, she begins to yearn for that lost spark. There is a hidden passion in a woman like that, a bottled-up energy that, once released, is far more intense than anything an inexperienced girl can offer." 

Aryan listened intently, his curiosity piqued. "That sounds complicated. How are you supposed to know if a woman is feeling that way?" 

Varun laughed, patting Aryan on the shoulder. "That, my friend, takes experience. Stick with me, and you’ll start to see the signs. You have to learn to read the eyes, the body language, and the silences." 

Aryan sighed, glancing at his phone where a video was playing, his hand absentmindedly resting on his lap. "I hope so. I’ve been wanting to find a real connection for a while now, but I have no luck. Even the girls at college barely notice me." 

"Don't worry," Varun reassured him, finishing his beer. "You're with me now. You'll learn." 

After a bit more conversation, Aryan stood up and headed home, leaving Varun alone with his thoughts. 

Later that day, after dropping Aryan off, Varun headed toward the college campus to finish some administrative work. As he walked through the main gates, a woman caught his eye. She was standing near the entrance, looking around expectantly. 

Varun slowed his pace. He recognized her instantly from the photos Aryan had shown him. It was Payal, Aryan’s mother. Seeing her in person, however, was a completely different experience. The photos didn't do her justice. She was wearing a beautiful Saree (Dress)—the same one he had seen in one of Aryan's pictures—but her natural grace and striking features were far more captivating in the sunlight. 

He walked past her, casting a lingering glance her way. She was stunning, with a youthful energy that defied her age. Varun felt a sudden, sharp pull of attraction. He walked a little further and stopped near the bus stand, unable to stop himself from looking back at her. 

From his vantage point, he observed her profile. Her skin glowed, and the way the Saree (Dress) draped over her curves was undeniably elegant. He noticed the subtle curve of her waist where the fabric shifted, and he felt a sudden rush of heat through his body. For a moment, he considered walking up to her and introducing himself as Aryan’s friend, but he hesitated. No,  he thought, not yet. I need to understand why she’s here first. 

He watched her for a long time. She seemed to be searching for someone, her eyes constantly scanning the students leaving the building. Eventually, she began to walk away. Driven by a mixture of curiosity and attraction, Varun decided to follow her from a distance. 

He trailed her all the way back to her neighborhood, watching as she entered her house. He was baffled. Why was she loitering at the college gates if she was just going to go straight home? 

When Varun eventually returned to his own place, Aryan was waiting for him, looking a bit more sober than before. 

"What took you so long?" Aryan asked. 

"Just got held up by a professor," Varun lied easily. He debated telling Aryan about seeing his mother, but decided against it. He wanted to observe her a few more times to see if his suspicions—that she might be looking for someone—were true. 

Over the next few days, Varun kept a close eye on the college gates. To his surprise, he saw Payal there at least three times a week. She would stand near the gate, watching the students. Varun realized she wasn't there for an affair; she was checking up on Aryan, worried that he might be falling into the wrong crowd. Ironically, while she stood guard at the gates, Aryan was usually at Varun’s place, avoiding classes entirely. 

Determined to get closer, Varun hatched a plan. He approached a local juice vendor near the college entrance. After handing over some money to get the man’s cooperation, Varun gave him specific instructions. 

"I’m going to call you," Varun explained. "Put your headphones in. I want you to talk to that lady over there. Call her 'Madam, it's more respectful and flattering. Just follow my lead." 

Varun hid behind the shop as the juice vendor approached Payal. 

"Madam," the vendor started, "I’ve seen you here quite often. Are you waiting for someone?" 

Payal looked up, a bit surprised. "Oh, my son studies here. I’m just... keeping an eye out." 

Following Varun's whispered instructions through the phone, the vendor smiled. "I haven't seen you with a son. To be honest, looking at you, I’d find it hard to believe you have a son old enough for college. You look much younger." 

A faint blush crept up Payal’s cheeks. It had been a long time since she had received such a direct compliment. "Well, I just want to make sure he’s staying out of trouble," she admitted, her voice softening. 

"If that's the case," the vendor offered, "you shouldn't stand out here in the heat. Come sit in the shade of my shop. You can keep a watch from there much more comfortably." 

Tired of the sun, Payal accepted the offer. As she sat, the vendor continued to strike up a conversation based on Varun's prompts, suggesting that she should perhaps find a "reliable friend" of her son's who could give her updates so she wouldn't have to wait in the sun. 

Later that afternoon, Payal left the shop to do some marketing. Varun, still disguised with a handkerchief around his face to shield against the dust (and to hide his identity), followed her onto a crowded bus. 

The bus was packed, forcing passengers to stand shoulder-to-shoulder. In the jostling of the crowd, Varun found himself pushed directly behind Payal. The physical proximity was intense. As the bus lurched forward, he felt the softness of her back against his chest. 

Payal felt the contact, but initially dismissed it as the typical discomfort of public transport. However, as the ride continued and the crowd pressed closer, the physical presence of the man behind her became impossible to ignore. Varun, overwhelmed by her scent and the closeness of her body, felt a surge of desire that he struggled to contain. 

Payal turned slightly, trying to see if there was room to move, but they were pinned in place. She noticed the man behind her had his face covered, making him an anonymous, looming presence. She felt a strange, fluttering nervousness in her stomach—a mix of discomfort and a long-dormant spark of excitement. 

When the bus finally reached a major stop, the crowd thinned, and Payal quickly found a seat. Varun, realizing he shouldn't push his luck, got off at the next stop and headed home, his mind racing with thoughts of her. 

Meanwhile, Payal returned home, the lingering sensation of the encounter on the bus staying with her. The physical contact had awakened a restlessness she had been trying to suppress for years. Later that evening, while cooking and watching a romantic drama on TV, the tension finally boiled over. 

She sat on the sofa, her mind drifting back to the feeling of being held in the crowd. Lost in her own thoughts and the suggestive scenes on the screen, she allowed herself a moment of vulnerability. She was so preoccupied that she hadn't noticed she had left the front door unlocked. 

Suddenly, the sound of the door opening startled her. She jumped, quickly adjusting her Saree (Dress) and smoothing her expression just as Aryan walked into the room. He froze, seeing the flustered look on his mother's face and the romantic movie on the screen. The air in the room was thick with an unspoken, awkward tension. 

It was late into the night, the kind of stillness that only descends when a household has finally surrendered to sleep. After dinner, the usual clatter of dishes and the hum of conversation had faded away. One by one, the family members had retired to their rooms, leaving the living room in a dim, flickering glow. Only Ananya remained, curled up on the sofa, her eyes glued to the television screen as she lost herself in a late-night show. 

Payal walked into the room, her silhouette framed by the hallway light. "Ananya, it’s late," she said, her voice firm but low. "Staying up like this to watch TV isn't good for you. Go to bed." 

Ananya groaned, not moving her gaze from the screen. "Oh, come on, Mom! You stay up late watching your shows all the time. Why are you suddenly picking on me tonight just because I want to finish this?" 

Payal’s expression hardened, and she took a step forward. "Ananya, I’m not going to argue with you. Go to your room right now, or I’ll give you a slap that’ll make you forget all about that TV." 

Seeing that her mother wasn't joking, Ananya huffed in frustration. She grabbed the remote, clicked the power button off with a sharp thumb-press, and tossed it onto the sofa cushions with a muffled thud. She stomped off toward her bedroom without another word. 

Aryan, lying in his own dark room, had been listening to the entire exchange. He lay still, staring at the ceiling, his mind racing. He found it strange—his mother was usually lenient, so why was she so desperate to clear the living room tonight? A sudden, scandalous thought clicked in his mind, sending a rush of heat through his veins. Maybe Mom and Dad are planning to be intimate,  he thought to himself. She probably cleared the house so they could have some privacy without worrying about the noise. 

Once he was certain the house had fallen completely silent, Aryan sat up. His heart hammered against his ribs. Driven by a dark, forbidden curiosity, he slipped out of bed. Moving like a shadow, he crept toward his parents' bedroom on his tiptoes, making sure not to let the floorboards groan beneath his weight. 


Chapter 2

He reached their door and leaned in. He could hear the low, muffled murmur of their voices from inside. Desperate to see, he leaned down and pressed his eye against the keyhole. To his immense disappointment, there was nothing but an abyss of blackness. They had turned off all the lights. He stood there in the dark hallway, frustrated but unable to pull himself away. Since he couldn't see, he decided to listen, his ears straining to catch every whispered word. 

"Look, don't waste time with all of this," his father’s voice came through, sounding tired and impatient. "I don't have much time to spare tonight." 

"Please," his mother, Payal, pleaded softly. Her voice carried a hint of longing that Aryan had never heard before. "Can’t you just make a little time for me? It’s been so long since we’ve really been together. Let’s do it properly tonight. It would be so much better that way." 

"Yeah, better for you, maybe," his father replied gruffly. "But if I don't finish my work tonight, I’m the one who’s going to be in trouble tomorrow. My boss will have my head." 

"Shhh, don't say such crude things," Payal whispered, her tone wounded. "Fine, have it your way then. I just wanted it to be a bit special, like the romance you see in the movies between the hero and heroine. But if you don't care, then what can I do?" 

"Oh, stop it," his father scoffed. "We aren't at the age for 'romance' anymore. People our age should be focusing on prayer and responsibilities, not acting like teenagers." 

"If you want to do it, then do it. Otherwise, just leave it," Payal snapped, her patience finally breaking. "I don't need your lectures. You’ve completely ruined the mood." 

"Alright, alright, I'm doing it," his father muttered. There was a sound of rustling fabric. "I can't get the knot on your petticoat (an underskirt worn beneath a saree) to open. It’s stuck." 

"Wait, let me do it," Payal said with a sigh of exasperation. "You can't seem to get anything right... there, it’s undone." 

"Why are you taking everything off?" his father asked, sounding annoyed again. 


"There's no need for all that. You're just wasting time." 

"Fine, I’ll leave them on. Just get on with it. The mood is gone anyway," she replied, her voice flat. 

After a moment of silence, his father asked, "Is it... is it in?" 

"Yes, it’s in," Payal whispered. "Please, just try to be a bit gentle. Don't rush through it like you always do." 

"Fine," Vikram replied. 

Soon, the silence of the hallway was broken by the rhythmic creak of the bed and the sound of heavy breathing. Muffled moans began to seep through the wood of the door—long, drawn-out sounds of suppressed pleasure. Outside, Aryan was paralyzed. He stood there in the dark, his hand moving instinctively to his trousers, stroking himself as the sounds of his mother’s voice filled his head. 

A dark, possessive thought took hold of him. I wish it were me in there instead of Dad,  he thought, his breathing turning ragged. I would give you the pleasure he can't. One day, Mom... I’ll show you what it’s really supposed to feel like. 

The sounds continued for a short while before abruptly stopping. 

"Can’t you go on a little longer?" Payal asked, her voice sounding breathless and unsatisfied. 

"No, I’m done. I can't do any more," Vikram grumbled. "Now let me get up. I have to get back to my work." 

Aryan heard the sound of someone stepping off the bed. Panicked that his father might open the door and catch him, he turned and bolted back to his room on silent feet. He dove under his covers, his heart racing. He was still incredibly aroused, his body tense with unspent energy, but there was nothing he could do. He lay there, his mind filled with vivid, forbidden images of his mother, until exhaustion finally pulled him into a fitful sleep. 

The next day, Aryan headed over to his friend Varun's house, hoping to distract himself. 

"Hey, Varun! Where were you yesterday? I didn't see you at all," Aryan called out as he walked in. 

"Oh, hey man. I just had some stuff to take care of, so I skipped college," Varun replied, looking a bit distracted. 

Aryan smirked. "Stuff? Or a girl? Don't tell me you've found yourself a new target." 

Varun rolled his eyes. "Shut up, man. Not everything is about girls with me." 

Aryan sat down, his expression turning serious. "Actually, I wanted to ask you something. I need your advice." 

"Sure, what’s up?" 

"Suppose there’s this woman... She's married, and she’s very traditional and respectable. But her husband doesn't satisfy her at all. Do you think a woman like that could ever be... well, convinced to look elsewhere?" 

Varun let out a short laugh. "Bro, if a woman is that 'traditional,' she probably wouldn't have gotten married in the first place! But seriously—if her man isn't keeping her happy, she’s going to be frustrated. And a frustrated woman is always looking for an exit, even if she doesn't admit it. But why are you asking? Who’s the lady?" 

Aryan felt a flush of heat. "No one! I was just curious, that’s all. Just a hypothetical question." 

Aryan didn't realize that during a previous night of heavy drinking, he had let slip some details about his mother to Varun—details he had forgotten mentioning, but that Varun had stored away. Varun saw an opportunity forming. 

"So, where are you off to today?" Varun asked, changing the subject. 

"Heading to class," Aryan said, standing up. "My mom is always checking up on me, looking at my notes and making sure I’m studying. I have to attend Professor Sharma’s lecture until 4:00 PM." 

Just then, Varun’s phone buzzed. It was the local juice vendor from near the college. Varun stepped aside to answer. 

"Hey, she’s here again," the vendor whispered over the line. 

"Got it," Varun replied. "Does she have shopping bags with her?" 

"Yeah, she does." 

"Good. I’m on my way." Varun hung up and turned back to Aryan. 

"Who was that?" Aryan asked. 

"Just a guy from my village," Varun lied smoothly. "Anyway, you better get going if you don't want to be late." 

Aryan nodded and left, heading straight for the college campus. As he walked toward the main building, he was shocked to see a familiar figure sitting on a bench. "Mom? What are you doing here?" 

Payal jumped, looking startled to see her son. She quickly smoothed her hair and tried to look composed. "Oh! Aryan! I... I was just passing by on my way to the market. I got a bit tired, so I thought I’d sit down for a moment. Haven't you gone to your class yet?" 

"I was just heading there now," Aryan said, still looking suspicious. 

"Well, go on then. Don't be late. I'll finish my shopping and head home," she said, waving him off. 

Once Aryan was out of sight, the juice vendor approached Payal. "Is that your son, ma'am?" 

"Yes, that’s him. He studies here," Payal sighed. 

"You know, if he sees you hanging around here every day, he’s going to get suspicious," the vendor warned. 

"I know," Payal replied worriedly. "But I don't know what else to do. I need to keep an eye on things." 

The vendor leaned in closer. "Look, if you want, I have a small hut behind my shop. You can sit there. It’s private, there’s a fan, and there’s a small opening where you can see the whole road and the college entrance without anyone seeing you. You can watch your son’s every move from there in comfort." 

Payal hesitated, then nodded. "That actually sounds like a good idea. As long as it’s not a problem for you." 

"Not at all, ma'am. And about finding someone to help keep an eye on him—I’ll find a reliable young man for you soon." 

Payal thanked him and left. Meanwhile, Varun was already at the bus stand, waiting for her. He knew her routine now. When he saw her approaching, he quickly tied a handkerchief around the lower half of his face to mask his identity. 


Chapter 3 


Payal arrived at the stand wearing a beautiful Salwar Suit (Dress). Despite being a mother of two college-aged children, she possessed a grace and beauty that turned heads. She stood waiting for the bus, unaware that Varun was standing right beside her. She recognized the masked man—he was the same person who had crowded her on the bus a few days prior. She felt a surge of nervousness but tried to ignore it. 

The bus arrived, and as Payal climbed aboard, Varun followed closely behind. The bus was cramped. Varun stood directly behind her, the scent of her perfume filling his senses and fueling his desire. He waited patiently for the next stop, knowing the influx of new passengers would give him the cover he needed. 

Sure enough, at the next stoppage, a crowd pushed into the bus. Varun used the surge of people to press his body firmly against Payal’s back. He could feel the soft curves of her body through their clothes, and his own arousal was becoming impossible to hide. Payal felt it too—the heat and the pressure of a man behind her. She was a woman of principles, a 'Loyal Woman' who prided herself on her virtue, yet the physical sensation was triggering a biological response she couldn't suppress. Her husband's neglect had left her like a parched land, and despite her mind's resistance, her body was beginning to react to the attention. 

Varun, sensing her lack of an immediate outcry, grew bolder. He reached down, sliding his hand under the hem of her tunic. Payal froze, her heart hammering. She told herself she would just endure it for a few more minutes until her stop, but her silence only emboldened him. 

His hand moved higher, his fingers tracing the line of her waist before moving to the front, feeling for the drawstring of her salwar. When he gripped the knot, Payal finally reacted. She reached down, grabbing his hand to stop him, and turned her head slightly to glare at him, shaking her head 'no.' 

But Varun could see the conflict in her eyes. He knew that if she was going to scream, she would have done it by now. With a quick tug, he pulled the drawstring loose. 

Just then, the bus jolted as the driver slammed on the brakes. Payal had to let go of his hand to grab the overhead rail to keep from falling. Varun seized the moment, sliding his hand inside the waistband of her now-loose salwar. His fingers found the silk of her underwear, pressing against the heat of her core. 

Payal’s eyes went wide, her face flushing a deep red. The sensation was overwhelming. In all her years of marriage, her husband had never been this daring or fervent. She wanted to flee, but she was trapped—she couldn't even walk off the bus with her clothes undone. 

Varun continued to stroke her through the thin fabric, his fingers roaming over her. Payal was trembling now, her body betraying her will. The dampness between her legs told her exactly how much this forbidden touch was affecting her. 

As the bus neared a stop, Varun reluctantly withdrew his hand, but he didn't stop. He moved his hand to her rear, squeezing the soft flesh of her behind. Payal let out a tiny, sharp gasp. He pushed her tunic aside slightly, letting his heat press directly against her. 

Finally, the bus came to a halt. A seat opened up next to her, and Payal scrambled into it, using the privacy of the seat to hurriedly retie her drawstring. As soon as she could, she bolted off the bus. 

Varun followed her. Payal knew he was behind her. She had intended to get off earlier, but couldn't because of her clothes. Now, she found herself in a quieter part of town. Instead of waiting at the bus stand, she ducked into a secluded side street that led toward an empty, overgrown field. 

Varun followed, his heart racing with anticipation. He was convinced he had won her over. He thought she was leading him here to finish what they had started on the bus. 

Payal stopped in the middle of the empty ground and turned around. Varun walked up to her, his face still masked by the handkerchief. He felt like a conqueror. He stood before her, waiting for her to embrace him. 

"Take that cloth off your face," Payal commanded, her voice trembling. 

Varun smiled under the mask and happily untied it, revealing his face to her. He expected a kiss or a confession. Instead, the air was filled with a sharp crack  as Payal swung her arm and delivered a stinging slap across his face. 

"You pig!" she hissed, her eyes blazing with fury. "How dare you! You thought you could treat me like that in a crowded bus and get away with it?" 

Varun stood there, completely stunned, his mind a total blank. The slap had been so forceful that he remained frozen, clutching his stinging cheek with one hand, unable to find a single word to defend himself. 

"You shameless animal!" Payal spat, her voice trembling with righteous fury. "Don't you have even a shred of respect for age? My son is your age. I am old enough to be your mother, and yet you have the audacity to harass me? I've seen you following me for the last two days, but today you crossed every line." She took a breath, her eyes burning. "There were people on that bus who knew my husband, which is the only reason I didn't create a scene right then and there. I didn't want the drama. But don't you ever think for a second that you got away with it." 

Without giving him a chance to respond, Payal turned on her heel and walked away, leaving him standing alone in the quiet street. 

Varun watched her figure disappear, his brain slowly rebooting. He had been so sure that his "moves" on the bus were working—that her silence meant she was enjoying the thrill. Instead, the situation had flipped entirely. A cold sweat broke out on his forehead as he realized how lucky he actually was. If she had screamed on that bus, the crowd would have beaten him into a pulp with their shoes. 

"Well," he muttered to himself, rubbing his jaw as he headed back to his room, "Aryan’s mother might be a closed door, but I’m a stubborn bastard. If one plan fails, I'll just have to cook up another." 

Meanwhile, Payal reached home, feeling deeply unsettled. The adrenaline from the confrontation was fading, replaced by a strange, heavy tension. As soon as she stepped inside, she bolted the door and went straight to the bathroom. She needed to wash away the day. 

She turned on the shower, standing fully clothed under the cold spray. The water soaked through her Salwar Suit (Dress), the fabric clinging to her skin as she leaned against the cool tiles. She felt tense, her mind replaying the day’s events like a broken film strip. Slowly, she began to undress, peeling the wet fabric away and catching her reflection in the mirror. 

Standing there, she looked at her body, a mixture of anger and a strange, unbidden pride swirling within her. She found herself cursing her husband under her breath. As she stepped out of her damp clothes, her mind drifted back to the bus. 

To her shock, the memory didn't bring back the anger she expected. Instead, a slow, creeping warmth began to spread through her belly. The incident had awakened a dormant heat inside her, a hunger she had been trying to ignore for years. She looked at the hand she had used to slap him and wondered, just for a fleeting second, if she had been too harsh. 

Now standing only in her intimate wear, she admired her reflection. "Look at you, Payal," she whispered to herself. "Even now, young men can't keep their hands off you. You’ve still got it." 

She let her hair down and unhooked her bra, letting her heavy, porcelain-pale breasts spill out. She began to massage them, a long, low moan escaping her lips. This wasn't new—she had sought her own comfort before—but today felt different. The intensity was higher, fueled by the memory of those wandering hands on the bus. 

She sank to the bathroom floor, her legs spreading as her fingers began to wander. She closed her eyes, and suddenly, she wasn't alone in the bathroom. In her mind, she was back on that crowded bus, but this time, there was no anger. She imagined the pressure of the young man behind her, his bold fingers exploring her, and she let that fantasy drive her. She moved her fingers with increasing urgency, imagining a strength and a passion her husband had long since abandoned. 

After a few intense minutes, she reached a shivering peak. The tension drained out of her, leaving her relaxed and spent. She finished her bath, wrapped herself in a soft nighty, and felt a sense of calm. With her physical needs silenced, she felt certain again: slapping the boy had been the right thing to do. She was a respectable woman, after all. 

The next day, the protective mother returned. She went back to her post near the college, settling into the small hut behind the juice stall that the vendor had offered. It was a makeshift shelter made of burlap and wood, but a small gap in the wall provided a perfect view of the college gates. 

The juice vendor had been instructed by Varun to call him the moment Payal arrived. He stepped out to make the call, but realized his phone was dead. The power had been out all morning, and he hadn't been able to charge it. Shrugging it off, he went back to serving customers, leaving Payal to her vigil. 

After a long wait, Payal saw Aryan walking out of the gates. But her heart nearly stopped when she saw who was walking beside him. It was the boy from the bus. 

Her blood pressure spiked. She didn't know his name or who he was—only his face and his wandering hands. Seeing her son laughing and talking with such a "delinquent" filled her with dread. She was convinced Aryan was falling into a terrible crowd. 

She waited until they passed, then rushed to the juice vendor. "The boy with my son... the one who just walked by. Who is he?" 

The vendor, caught off guard, stammered for a second. "Oh, that? That’s Varun. He’s a great kid, very helpful." 

"What? Are you sure?" Payal asked, her voice laced with skepticism. 

"Absolutely! Varun is one of the best. He stays ten yards away from girls; I've never seen him misbehave. He’s a real gentleman." 

Payal was confused. Could she have misjudged him? Or was he leading a double life? She remembered the vendor’s earlier offer to find someone to keep an eye on Aryan. "The boy you mentioned... the one who could give me information about Aryan... could this Varun do it?" 

"Oh, definitely," the vendor said, following the script Varun had given him. "He’d be perfect for it." 

"Do you have his number?" 

"Not on me right now, ma'am, but I'll have it for you tomorrow." 

The next day, Payal returned and collected the number. She sat in the hut, staring at the screen of her phone, debating whether to call. Ultimately, her concern for Aryan won. She dialed the number. 

"Hello?" a voice answered after a few rings. 

"It's Aryan’s mother," Payal said, trying to keep her voice steady. "Can you meet me?" 

"Sure... but why? And where?" Varun asked, his voice a perfect mask of polite confusion. 

"At the juice stall outside college." 

"I'll be there, Aunty." 

When Varun arrived, Payal had draped her Dupatta (The long scarf or the loose end of a saree). over her head to partially hide her face. She watched him approach—he looked so respectful, so different from the predator on the bus. She stepped forward. 

"You're Aryan's friend, right?" 

"Oh! You must be Aryan's mom," Varun said, acting surprised. He immediately bowed. "Hello With a respectful greeting or salutation, Aunty." 

Payal was stunned. Is this the same boy?  she wondered. Does he not realize I'm the woman from the bus?  She beckoned him to follow her to a quieter spot away from the campus crowds. 

As they walked into a secluded alley, Payal decided to test him. "A few days ago, you were on a bus... I saw you harassing a woman." 

Varun played the part of the shamed youth perfectly. "I... I don't know what to say. It was a huge mistake. I feel terrible about it." 

Payal pulled back her Dupatta (The long scarf or the loose end of a saree)., revealing her face fully. Varun gasped, feigning total shock. "Aunty! It was you? Oh god, I’m so sorry! I had no idea you were Aryan’s mother. Please, forgive me!" He reached down, touching her feet in a gesture of ultimate remorse. 

Payal felt her heart soften. "Get up, Varun. You're like a son to me. I’ve already forgotten the incident—I gave you a slap, and that settled the score. What matters is that you realize your mistake." 

"Thank you, Aunty. Truly," Varun said, looking up at her with soulful eyes. 

"I came to you because I need a favor," Payal continued. "You're Aryan’s friend. I need you to keep an eye on him. Tell me if he’s skipping class, if he’s hanging out with the wrong girls, or if he’s picking up bad habits like smoking." 

"Of course, Aunty. I’ll make sure he stays on the right path. You can count on me." 

"Thank you, Varun. I feel much better now." 

As Payal walked away, Varun stood in the alley, a slow, predatory grin spreading across his face. "She's asking the cat to guard the milk," he whispered to himself, his mind already spinning with the possibilities of his new, "official" proximity to her. 


Chapter 4 


Varun turned away, the heavy silence of the corridor echoing his own restless thoughts. As he walked toward his room, Payal’s face lingered in his mind like a persistent fever. He couldn't help but curse his own hesitation under his breath. "Damn it, Varun," he muttered to himself, his voice thick with frustration. "You had such a stunning woman right there, and you couldn't even find a way to win her over." He knew Payal was lonely—practically starved for the kind of attention her husband neglected to give—yet he had failed to seduce her when the moment felt ripe. 

Lost in this swirl of desire and regret, he finally reached his door, only to find Aryan standing there, leaning against the wall with an impatient look on his face. 

"Hey! Where the hell have you been, man?" Aryan barked the moment he spotted Varun. "I’ve been trying to call you for ages. Why weren't you picking up?" 

Varun blinked, surprised. "What are you talking about? My phone is right here in my pocket." He pulled the device out and realized the screen was dark. "Oh... looks like it was on silent. I didn't even notice. Anyway, quit yelling and come inside." 

He fumbled with his keys, unlocked the door, and the two friends stepped into the modest room. Aryan didn't waste any time getting to the point. 

"Look, brother, it’s been way too long since we’ve sat down for a drink," Aryan said, his eyes scanning the room. "Let’s have a few tonight. What do you say?" 

Varun grinned, the tension of the day finally beginning to ease. "You don't even have to ask, my friend. Let’s do it. But we'll have to go out and grab some bottles." 

Aryan smirked, reaching into his bag. "No need to go anywhere. I already took care of it." 

"Well then, don't just stand there! Break them out!" Varun laughed. 

The two settled in, the sharp bite of the alcohol soon warming their chests. As the level in the bottle dropped, the conversation turned loose and honest, fueled by the rising hum of intoxication. 

Aryan leaned back, staring at his glass. "You know, back when I used to just drink beer, I never really got the hype. But ever since I started on whiskey... man, it’s a different world. I can feel it running through my veins, hitting every nerve." 

Varun chuckled, feeling the buzz himself. "Stay with me, Aryan, and I’ll show you what heaven feels like." 

Aryan let out a long, heavy sigh. "Heaven? I’ll only see heaven the day I finally get lucky with a woman. For a guy like me, still single and desperate, there’s nothing more divine than that. I just don't know when my luck is going to change." 

"It’ll happen sooner than you think," Varun replied, his tone turning a bit more mischievous. "But wait, weren't you eyeing a 'target' right there in your own house? What happened with that?" 

Aryan’s expression darkened with a mix of fear and longing. "Keep your voice down. That’s my mother we're talking about. It’s not that simple. If I make one wrong move, if my father suspects even a glimmer of what’s on my mind, he’ll throw me out on the street without a second thought." 

"If you're always this scared, you're never going to get what you want," Varun challenged. 

"You don't know her, Varun. She’s strict. Really strict," Aryan countered. 

"But you told me yourself that your dad hasn't touched her in ages," Varun pointed out, leaning closer. 

"Yeah, that’s true. They haven't been intimate in a long time," Aryan admitted, his voice dropping to a whisper. "But trying to approach her feels like sticking my hand into a cobra's nest. I want to, God knows I do. I’m starving for it. Sometimes I feel like I could just walk into her room and tell her everything, but the fear stops me every time." 

Varun patted his shoulder, offering a cynical kind of comfort. "Control yourself for now. Your time will come. Until then, you know the drill—just handle it yourself." 

"That’s all I ever do, day and night," Aryan muttered bitterly. 

Eventually, the hour grew late. Aryan stood up, slightly unsteady on his feet. "I should head back before it gets any later." He left the room and made his way home, slipping through the front door like a ghost and retreating to the privacy of his own bedroom. 

Once inside, he locked the door and stripped off his clothes, seeking the only release he knew. He opened his laptop, started a video, and began to lose himself in the imagery. He was so engrossed that he barely heard the soft thud against his door. 

Knock. Knock. 

Panic surged through him. He slammed the laptop half-shut, ripped his headphones off, and scrambled to wrap a towel around his waist. When he opened the door, his mother, Payal, didn't wait for an invitation. She pushed past him into the room, her eyes sharp and suspicious. 

"What were you doing in here with the door locked?" she demanded. 

Aryan stammered, his heart hammering against his ribs. "N-nothing, Mom. I was just... I was sleeping. I’m exhausted from the day." 

Payal didn't look convinced. "Well, get downstairs. Your father is calling for you." 

"What for?" 

"His laptop is acting up again. He wants you to fix it." 

"Okay, okay," Aryan said quickly. "Let me just put some clothes on and I'll be right there." 

"I don't have time for your excuses," Payal snapped, her frustration boiling over as she physically nudged him toward the hallway. "Just go now!" 

"Mom, wait! At least let me shut down my laptop!" Aryan pleaded, looking back over his shoulder at the glowing device. 

"I’ll handle it. Just go!" 

Aryan had no choice but to head toward his father's room. Payal watched him go, but as she turned to leave his room, a flicker of curiosity stopped her. She wondered what he had been so desperate to hide. She walked back to the desk and lifted the lid of the laptop. 

Her breath caught in her throat. On the screen, a vivid, intense scene was playing out—a man and a woman lost in a moment of raw, unbridled passion. Payal’s initial reaction was a wave of shock and anger at her son. But as she stared at the screen, a different sensation began to take hold. A slow, creeping heat spread through her body. 

The man in the video was powerful, far more rugged and imposing than her own husband had ever been. She watched, mesmerized by the intimacy on the screen—the way the woman seemed completely consumed by pleasure. Payal had never experienced anything like that. Her marriage had become a desert of affection, leaving her feeling forgotten and invisible. 

Her hand moved instinctively to her chest, feeling the frantic beat of her heart through the fabric of her nighty. She began to breathe heavily, the images on the screen acting like a match to dry kindling. She became so lost in the forbidden thrill of the video that she completely forgot where she was. She didn't hear Aryan’s footsteps returning down the hall. 

Aryan stopped at the doorway, frozen. He saw his mother standing there, her eyes glued to the screen, her hand moving rhythmically over her own body as she watched the film. He felt a jolt of pure electricity. He didn't move; he simply watched from the shadows of the hallway, witnessing his mother’s hidden fire. 

After a few minutes, Payal seemed to snap out of it. She quickly shut the laptop, her face flushed crimson, and hurried out of the room without looking back. She didn't see Aryan duck into the darkness of the adjacent corridor. 

The next day, when Varun and Aryan met up, Varun noticed the change immediately. "You look like you've won the lottery, man. What's with the grin?" 

Aryan leaned in, his voice trembling with excitement as he recounted the entire story—how his mother had found the video, and how he had caught her reacting to it. "Varun, I’m telling you, she’s just as desperate as I am. She was actually enjoying it." 

Varun felt a surge of adrenaline. "I told you she was lonely. But listen to me—don't ruin this by being reckless. If you rush it, you'll lose everything. You have to be smart." 

"I know, I know," Aryan said, though he was clearly vibrating with nervous energy. "I’ve got things to do. I’ll catch you later." 

As Aryan walked away, Varun’s mind began to race. If Payal was this affected by a simple video, then he still had a chance. He decided to take a calculated risk. He pulled out his phone and dialed her number. 

"Hello?" Payal's voice sounded guarded. 

"Aunty, it's Varun." 

"Oh, hello, Varun. What is it?" 

"I... I really need to talk to you about something important. Regarding Aryan." 

"Can't it wait?" 

"No, it's better if we speak in person. Could you meet me today?" 

Payal hesitated. The memory of the previous night was still fresh, making her feel exposed. "I don't know... where would we meet? If people see us, they'll talk." 

"Come to my place," Varun suggested smoothly. "No one will see you here. You’ll just be a guest visiting a family friend." 

After a long pause, Payal sighed. "Fine. I’ll come by this afternoon." 

Varun spent the next few hours preparing. He wanted to look effortless but appealing. When Payal finally arrived at his door, she was wearing a simple but elegant Saree (InD), her lips painted a soft, inviting pink. 

"Come in, Aunty," Varun said, stepping aside. He was wearing only a thin vest and shorts, his skin glistening slightly from the humidity, intentionally showcasing his lean, muscular build. 

Payal sat down, looking around the small room. She felt a strange tension in the air. "So, what did you want to tell me about Aryan?" 

Varun took a deep breath, acting the part of the concerned friend. "Aunty, I'm worried about the influences he’s under. I found out he’s been getting these... adult films from some friends at college." 

Payal’s face went pale. "What kind of films?" 

"You know... the 'blue' kind. Where people are... intimate," Varun said, watching her reaction closely. 

Payal looked away, her voice trembling slightly. "That’s... that's terrible. We never had such things in our time." 

"I know," Varun agreed, moving a bit closer. "But nowadays, it’s everywhere. I try to stay away from it, but it’s hard when your friends are always talking about it." 

Payal looked at him, a flicker of something—was it curiosity or playfulness?—in her eyes. "Are you telling me you never watch them, Varun?" 

"No, Aunty, I swear," he lied easily. 

Payal leaned forward, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. "Don't lie to me. I know you're not as innocent as you pretend to be. Remember the bus?" 

Varun caught her gaze, the air between them suddenly thick with unspoken words. He eventually nodded slowly. "Okay... maybe once in a while." 

Payal stood up, her tone turning firm but her eyes remaining soft. "Show me. Show me where you keep them. They shouldn't be in this house. I’m taking them with me to make sure they're destroyed." 

Varun reached under his bed and pulled out a stack of CDs, along with a stray packet that made Payal’s eyes widen. She didn't say a word as she tucked the items into her bag. "I’ll handle these. And Varun... keep an eye on Aryan for me. If you see him doing anything else he shouldn't be, you come straight to me. I’ll make it worth your while." 

As she left, Varun didn't believe for a second that she was going to throw them away. He waited a moment, then threw on a shirt and followed her at a distance. He watched as she walked past several public bins without stopping. 

When she reached her house and went inside, Varun crept into the garden, finding a vantage point near a side window. Through the glass, he saw Payal in her room, the laptop open once again. She wasn't destroying the films. She was watching them, her eyes wide, her breath hitching as she explored a world of passion she had long been denied. 

Varun watched from the darkness, realizing that the walls Payal had built around herself were finally starting to crumble. The emotional intensity of the moment was palpable, a silent acknowledgment of the deep, human need for connection and desire. He knew then that the game had truly begun. 


Chapter 5 


Varun tried his best, straining for even a fleeting glimpse of Payal’s full, generous breasts. But the blouse she wore kept them mostly hidden, though he caught teasing hints of her nipples from the side. Payal, meanwhile, was completely lost in the video playing on her laptop, her body responding with quiet pleasure. Watching her like this stirred a deep, burning frustration inside Varun. In his mind, he thought, *If you’re this thirsty, why didn’t you say something that day when you came to my room? I would have quenched every last bit of that hunger with my own hands and body.* 

Payal’s fingers occasionally pressed against her own breasts, then slipped into her mouth as she sucked on them gently. She watched the scenes of a woman pleasuring a man with intense focus, her eyes filled with raw longing. It looked as if, given the chance, she would devour every inch with unrestrained passion. As the video shifted to the man returning the favor, Payal grew even more excited. Her body was already warm and wet with desire. She lifted the edge of her sari, spreading her legs slightly toward the laptop screen, completely caught up in the moment. 

From his hidden spot, Varun could see the smooth, fair skin of her thighs and the soft curves where her legs met, though not everything was visible in that position. Still, the sight of even one elegant leg was enough to drive him wild. Payal’s fingers moved with purpose, rubbing and exploring herself as waves of pleasure washed over her. Varun’s heart pounded fiercely. *If only I could slip through this window right now,* he thought, *that warmth would be mine to taste and touch. 

She continued, lost in the video, her fingers moving in and out with growing urgency. The sight left Varun breathless, a storm of emotions raging inside him. Yet beneath the heat, a spark of hope flickered to life. *A woman this passionate and full of fire—how has she gone so long without real intimacy?* He remembered the slap she had given him that day and wondered why she had pushed him away when her body clearly craved connection. 

As the video moved into more intense scenes of passion, Payal’s mind drifted to Varun—the long, thick shape she had felt pressing against her in the bus, the way it had strained against his pants. The memory sent fresh waves of excitement through her. She moved her fingers faster, deeper, soft moans escaping her lips. Varun watched with wide eyes, his own body rock-hard and aching with need. For a moment, he considered knocking on the door and asking directly if she wanted him or if she would keep satisfying herself alone. But the memory of her slap held him back. He decided to give her more time, not wanting to rush or frighten her. 

Suddenly, the sound of a car pulling up and knocking at the gate shattered the moment. Varun’s heart raced with panic. He quickly hid deeper among the garden bushes. Payal hurriedly adjusted her sari and rushed outside. When she opened the gate, her husband stepped out of the shiny car, and they both went inside together. 

Varun muttered to himself, *She’s burning up with desire. Surely she’ll seek relief from him tonight.* He waited a little longer, then crept back to the window. Inside, her husband sat on the bed, opening his laptop and diving straight into work. Payal sat beside him, trying gently to draw his attention, her gestures soft and inviting. But he barely glanced at her. Instead, irritation flashed across his face. Hurt and angry, Payal left the room. 

Varun watched for a while, hoping they might come together, but her husband remained buried in his work, and Payal did not return. Disappointed, Varun began to slip away. As he moved through the garden, he suddenly spotted Payal outside. He ducked quickly behind the thick bushes again, staying silent. When he felt it was safe, he started edging toward the boundary wall. That’s when Payal’s eyes found him. 

She screamed sharply, “Who’s there?” 

Varun bolted, leaping over the boundary wall and running as fast as he could. Payal chased after him through the gate, watching his figure disappear into the night. Her husband, hearing the commotion, rushed outside. 

“What happened, Payal? Why did you scream?” he asked. 

“It was nothing,” she replied, catching her breath. “Just a stray dog that wandered in. I thought it was a person for a second.” 

Her husband shrugged and went back inside. Payal quickly pulled out her phone and called Varun. He answered while hurrying back toward his room. 

“Hello?” 

“Varun, what were you doing at my house?” Payal demanded. 

“Aunty, I… I wasn’t at your house,” he stammered. 

“Don’t lie. I saw you clearly with my own eyes. You were in the garden, and you jumped the wall when I spotted you.” 

Varun tried to deny it again, but Payal’s voice grew firmer. “Tell me the truth, or I’ll bring the security officer and have you questioned properly.” 

Cornered, Varun finally confessed the real reason. He explained about the cassette she had taken, how his friend had given it to him, and how he needed to return it or pay for it. He had followed her hoping to retrieve it from the dustbin if she threw it away. 

Payal felt a rush of relief mixed with fresh nervousness. “I burned that cassette. If you need money instead, take it from me.” 

They agreed to meet the next morning at ten near the juice shop. After hanging up, Varun smiled to himself. 

*You were touching yourself while watching that video, yet you claim you burned it.* 

Still, he felt glad that the fire inside her had been stoked. 

When he reached his room, however, he found a new lock on the door. His landlord had put it there after seeing a woman enter. The landlord scolded him harshly, accusing him of turning the place into something improper and threatening to evict him. Varun tried to explain it was his friend’s mother, but the landlord wasn’t easily convinced. After some pleading, the landlord gave him one last chance and removed the lock, warning him sternly not to repeat it. 

The next day, Payal waited at the juice shop, dressed in a beautiful blue sari that hugged her figure gracefully. The deep-cut blouse revealed just enough to be alluring, and her fair, soft midriff glowed like fresh cream. Varun arrived a little late and apologized. They sat close together on a small bench, their bodies almost touching, breaths mingling in the quiet space. Tension crackled between them. Varun’s arousal was obvious, and Payal’s eyes kept drifting downward despite her efforts to look away. He, in turn, drank in every curve of her body. 

Their conversation flowed from old college days to more personal topics. Varun gently teased her about how times had changed and asked if such passions existed back then. Payal blushed deeply but answered honestly. When he pointed out how mismatched she seemed with her husband, she felt a mix of surprise and reluctant agreement. Compliments about her beauty made her smile shyly, though she reminded him of their age difference. 

After she paid him for the cassette, Varun caught the edge of her pallu as she stood up. The playful yet charged moment led to more honest talk. Payal realized Varun had seen far more than she wanted. Tension and fear filled her, but so did an undeniable pull toward him. She hurried home, worried and distracted, her head aching with unanswered questions. Unable to bear it, she called him again. 

Their conversation revealed how much he had witnessed. Varun reassured her gently, promising to keep her secret safe. He told her he understood her loneliness and that her desires were natural. Though embarrassed, Payal felt a strange comfort in his words. When he offered her more cassettes, she accepted them quietly, knowing she had little choice but to trust him for now. After he left, she slipped back inside with the new ones, her heart still racing with a confusing blend of fear, shame, and hidden excitement about what might come next between them. 

Clutching the adult film cassette tightly, Payal retreated into her bedroom, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Outside, Varun turned away, heading back toward his own place with a secret smirk. Payal, however, was far from smiling. She was deeply disappointed in herself, feeling a heavy weight of guilt settling in her chest. She had always prided herself on being a woman of high principles—a modern-day Loyal Women —and the realization that she was becoming entangled in such scandalous affairs left her feeling shaken. 

The humiliation stung. A young man, roughly the same age as her own son, had the audacity to follow her home and force an illicit video into her hands. She replayed the sequence of events in her mind, her regret deepening with every second. Why did I ever open that window?  she lamented silently. If I had just kept my curiosity in check and the curtains drawn, I wouldn’t be in this mess. That neighborhood boy would never have had the nerve to track me down or speak to me with such bold familiarity. 

Payal  was the quintessential picture of a respectable, dignified woman. Despite years of a lackluster intimate life with her husband, she had never once allowed her mind to wander toward other men. Her reputation, the whispers of society, and the respect of her children were the pillars of her existence. Until now, the idea of infidelity or seeking pleasure outside her marriage was something she hadn’t even entertained in her wildest dreams. But today, the fragile peace of her moral world had been shattered because her son’s friend had caught her in a moment of private vulnerability. 

Her spiral of self-reproach was interrupted by the familiar hum of her husband’s car pulling into the driveway. Startled, Payal scrambled to hide the cassette out of sight just as Vikram Khanna walked through the door. Even as she tried to maintain her composure, the traces of stress were written all over her face. 

Vikram noticed it immediately. Putting his keys aside, he looked at her with genuine concern. "Is everything alright, Payal? You look a bit pale. Are you feeling unwell?" 

"I'm fine," she replied quickly, perhaps too quickly. "Why do you ask?" 

"You just seem… tense. Like there’s something weighing on your mind." 

Payal took a deep breath, deciding to channel her inner turmoil into a plea for connection. "Vikram, can I ask you for something? Will you actually listen to me tonight?" 

"Of course," he said, stepping closer. "What is it?" 

"It’s been so long since we’ve truly been together," she whispered, her voice tinged with a mix of desperation and longing. "I want us to be intimate tonight. I need to feel close to you." 

Vikram sighed, a weary expression crossing his face. "Again with this, Payal? At our age, don’t you think we should be past focusing so much on sex?" 

The rejection stung, but Payal didn't back down. "Please, Vikram. I’m your wife. I have a right to your affection, don’t I? I’m asking you to make time for me." 

Seeing the hurt in her eyes, Vikram softened his stance. "Fine, if it means that much to you, we can. But listen, I don’t have much time to spare. I have a very important meeting early tomorrow morning that I need to prepare for." 

Payal’s heart sank at his clinical tone. "If it’s just another chore on your to-do list, then forget it. Don't bother." 

"Oh, come now, don't be angry," Vikram said, trying to salvage the mood. "I said yes, didn't I? We’ll make it a special night, dear." 

Seeing her frustration, Vikram walked over and pulled her into a firm embrace. Payal leaned into him, burying her face in his chest. It had been an eternity since they had shared this kind of physical proximity, and despite her anger, the warmth of his body felt like a sanctuary. He led her to the bed and began to kiss her, his movements slow and practiced. 

Payal was parched for affection. For years, she had accepted Vikram’s aging body and his functional approach to their marriage without complaint. He was much older than her, and she had always remained a loyal, satisfied wife. However, ever since she had glimpsed those forbidden scenes in the video, a dormant hunger had been awakened within her. Her expectations had shifted; she wanted more than just the routine. She wanted passion. 

As they kissed, Payal’s hand went to the buttons of her blouse. "Vikram," she breathed against his lips, "I want you to touch me. Really touch me." 

Just as the atmosphere began to heat up, Vikram’s phone let out a loud, intrusive ring. He ignored it at first, cutting the call and returning his focus to her. He eased her blouse and bra aside, finally baring her skin to the cool air of the room. As he began to kiss and tease her breasts, Payal let out a long-overdue sigh of contentment. 

"It’s been so long, Vikram... this feels wonderful," she murmured, closing her eyes. 

But the moment was fragile. The phone rang again, more persistent this time. Frustrated, Vikram pulled away to answer it. After a brief, tense conversation about a disgruntled client and a service emergency, he hung up and looked at her with an apologetic but hurried expression. 

"Payal, we have to move this along. A client is complaining, and I need to head over to the office to settle things immediately." 

The romantic fog cleared instantly, replaced by a cold, sharp anger. She remained silent, the rejection cutting deeper than before. 

"Did you hear me, Payal?" he asked, already distracted. 

"I heard you," she said flatly. "Go. Just go." 

"No, I’ll finish what we started," he insisted, though there was no romance left in his voice—only a sense of obligation. "I’m sorry, but it just has to be quick." 

"Whatever you want," she replied, her heart hardening. 

Vikram didn't waste any more time on foreplay. He quickly readied himself and moved between her legs, lifting her sari. Without any further tenderness, he entered her. Payal closed her eyes, letting go of any hope for a deep, emotional connection. Even though it was purely physical and lacked the fire she craved, her body still responded to the contact. It had been so long since she had felt a man’s weight, and the sheer sensation was enough to provide a fleeting sense of relief. 

Vikram’s movements were brisk and efficient. He wasn't particularly powerful or enduring, but for a woman as starved for touch as Payal, it was better than the emptiness she had been living with. However, the act had barely begun to reach a rhythm when Vikram suddenly stiffened. Within minutes, it was over. Payal felt the warmth of his release inside her, signaling the abrupt end of their encounter. 

Without a word of affection or a lingering touch, Vikram climbed off her and headed straight for the bathroom to clean up. Payal lay there in the silence of the room, staring at the ceiling. Instead of feeling satisfied, the brief encounter had only served to fan the flames of her desire. The hunger inside her hadn't been quenched; it had been provoked. She lay there, aching and restless, thinking to herself, If only he could have stayed a little longer... if only he cared enough to try. 

She knew the truth, though: Vikram simply didn't have the stamina or the inclination to keep up with the fire that was now burning within her. As the sound of the shower ran in the background, Payal felt a profound sense of loneliness. Vikram eventually emerged, dressed in his work clothes, his mind already miles away on business, leaving Payal alone with a heart full of unspoken needs and a mind wandering back to the forbidden images on that cassette. 

"I’m truly sorry, Payal... I know I had to rush things a bit," Vikram muttered, his voice devoid of any lingering affection as he adjusted his clothes. "But look on the bright side—that little desire you’ve been harboring for so long has finally been satisfied. I just hope that now you’ll leave me in peace and won't disturb me for sex for at least a few days." 

With those cold, dismissive words, Vikram Khanna finished dressing and walked out of the room without a second glance. Payal remained exactly where he had left her, lying motionless on the bed. A wave of profound loneliness washed over her, and she felt a sharp, stinging ache deep within her chest. Silent sobs began to rack her body as hot tears spilled from her eyes, soaking into the pillow. 


Chapter 6 


After a long while, she finally mustered the strength to sit up. Reaching under the edge of the bed, she pulled out the CD case that Varun had given her earlier that day. Seeking some kind of escape from her marital frustration, she slid the disc into her laptop. 

As the video began to play, Payal found herself transfixed. The content Varun had provided was incredibly intense—far more provocative than anything she had seen before. The imagery of the powerful, well-built man on the screen sent a jolt of heat through her veins. Before long, she was completely consumed by the visuals, her earlier sorrow replaced by a rising, undeniable tide of arousal. She surrendered herself to the moment, letting her fingers wander downward to soothe the desperate ache between her thighs. Though her own touch brought a fleeting sense of relief, it was a poor substitute for the genuine intimacy and masculine presence she so deeply craved. She realized then, with a heavy heart, that she could no longer expect any passion or fulfillment from her husband. 

Eventually, she composed herself, hid the discs deep inside her wardrobe, and tried to return to her reality. The next morning, while she was in the kitchen preparing breakfast for her husband and children, her phone suddenly buzzed. It was Varun. 

"Hello? Why are you calling me at this hour?" she whispered urgently into the receiver. 

"I couldn't help myself, Auntie," Varun replied, his voice playful yet bold. "I just wanted to call and get your feedback on those videos I gave you." 

"Are you completely out of your mind?" Payal hissed, glancing nervously toward the door. 

"Maybe I am," he chuckled. "Actually, yeah—let's just say you've driven me a little crazy." 

"Please, hang up right now," she pleaded. "Everyone is home. They’re all waiting at the dining table for breakfast, and I have to finish cooking. I'll call you later." 

"Fine," Varun said, his tone softening but remaining suggestive. "Just make sure you actually call me once they've all left." 

"I will, I will. Just hang up now," she said before abruptly ending the call. 

On the other end, Varun sat in anticipation. The brief conversation had only fueled his excitement. To pass the time, he took some mustard oil and began a slow, rhythmic massage of his own body, his thoughts entirely focused on Payal. He waited for what felt like hours, staring at his phone, but it never rang. Frustration began to set in. She’s not going to call,  he thought bitterly. She knows exactly what I’m going to ask her, and she’s avoiding me. 

Unable to sit still any longer, he tried calling her repeatedly, but she declined every single one. Growing restless and convinced she was trying to cut him off, Varun decided to head straight to her house. When he arrived, however, he found the front door locked tight. 

Exasperated, he turned back to head toward his college. But luck was on his side; as he walked along the road, he spotted Payal sitting near a small juice stall. She wasn't inside the shack but was sitting on a bench just outside. Varun marched right up to her. 

"What’s the deal, Auntie?" he asked, his frustration evident. "You promised to call, but instead, you’ve been ignoring all my rings." 

Payal looked up, startled. "Oh, Varun... it’s not what you think. I just got caught up with so much work. I was actually just about to dial your number when you showed up." 

Just then, the juice vendor called out, "Hey, look there, Madam—isn't that your son, Aryan, coming this way?" 

Panic seized Payal. "Varun, I have to hide! If Aryan sees me here with you, he’ll get the wrong idea and start questioning everything." 

"Quick, go inside the shack then," Varun suggested, pointing toward the small, curtained hut behind the counter. 

"Yes, you're right," she agreed, moving quickly. 

As she hurried toward the entrance, the juice vendor tried to stop her. "Wait, Madam! Not in there! I have a relative resting inside." 

But Payal was too panicked to listen. She ignored his warning and swept the heavy curtain aside to step into the dim interior. The sight that met her eyes rooted her to the spot in shock. Inside the cramped space, a young man and woman were locked in an incredibly intimate embrace. The man was sitting on a table while the girl knelt before him, completely lost in a moment of raw, primal passion. 

A literal electric shock seemed to pulse through Payal's body. What she was seeing in the flesh was a mirror image of the scenes from the videos she had watched the night before. The couple was so deeply engrossed in each other that they didn't even notice the curtain had been pulled back. Shaking, Payal quickly let the fabric fall back into place and retreated to the vendor, her voice trembling. 

"What... what on earth is happening there?" she stammered. 

The vendor sighed, looking somewhat apologetic. "Look, Madam, this is how I make my living. Nobody really comes here just for the juice anymore. If I didn't provide a private space for people, I wouldn't be able to eat. Besides, if they weren't doing it here, they'd just go to some expensive hotel. You can’t hold back the heat of the body forever; eventually, that volcano is going to erupt somewhere." 

Payal glanced back toward the road and saw Aryan getting closer and closer. "I don't know what to do! I can't go in there, and Aryan is almost here!" 

"Don't worry, Auntie, I know another spot," Varun said. He stepped behind the vendor’s main counter and gestured for her to follow. The large table the vendor used to prepare the juice was draped with heavy cloth on all sides, creating a small, hollow space underneath. 

Varun crawled into the cramped opening first to show her it was possible. 

"Look, you can hide right here under the table. No one will see you." 

"Yes, Madam," the vendor urged. "It’s the only safe spot left." 

Payal hesitated. The space was incredibly tight, and the thought of huddling under a table with Varun felt scandalous and awkward. But a quick glance showed Aryan was now just yards away. If she didn't move in the next five seconds, she was caught. 

"Hurry, Madam!" the vendor whispered urgently. 

"Wait, let me get out first so you have room to get in!" Varun started to say, beginning to scramble out. 

"Varun , move it! Aryan is right here!" the vendor hissed. 

Seeing no other choice and with her heart hammering against her ribs, Payal dropped to her knees and scrambled into the dark, narrow space under the table. 

"Auntie, watch out!" Varun gasped as their bodies collided in the tiny enclosure. "Let me get in first" 

Payal felt a wave of cold dread wash over her as Aryan’s footsteps grew louder. With no other choice and her heart hammering against her ribs, she scrambled into the dark, cramped void beneath the juice vendor's table. To her surprise, Varun was already huddled in the shadows, taking up most of the limited space. 


"Varun, move over! Let me get in," she whispered urgently, her voice trembling. 

"Auntie, wait! Let me get in first so you can fit," he whispered back, but it was too late. 

The juice vendor’s voice cut through their hushed argument. "Hurry! He’s right in front of the stall. 


Stay absolutely silent, both of you!" 

The space was never meant for two people. In her desperate rush to hide, Payal had no choice but to climb directly onto Varun's lap. She sat facing him, her legs draped over his thighs, and instinctively pressed her hand over his mouth to ensure not a single sound escaped. Outside, Aryan reached the counter. 

"Hey, have you seen Varun around?" 


Aryan asked, his voice sounding dangerously close. 

"He was here just a few minutes ago, brother," the vendor lied smoothly, though Payal could hear the tension in his voice. "I'm not sure where he wandered off to." 

"I don't know what's wrong with that guy lately; he's always disappearing," Aryan grumbled. "Let me try calling him." 

Under the table, Payal froze. Her heart began to race so violently she was sure Varun could feel it through her chest. If Varun’s phone started ringing now, they were finished. She realized with a start that her position was incredibly compromising; she was straddled over him exactly like a woman would be during an intimate encounter. Varun sat with his back against the wall, his legs spread to accommodate her, while Payal gripped him tightly. The vendor had cleverly placed boards and curtains around the table, shielding them from view, but the intimacy of the situation was undeniable. 

As the heavy silence stretched on, Payal’s breathing became shallow and rapid. Her chest heaved with anxiety, her breasts rising and falling just inches from Varun’s face. Varun found himself mesmerized. The sight of her struggling for breath, combined with the scent of her perfume and the warmth of her body, sent his senses into a tailspin. He remembered the sting of the slap she had given him before, but in this dark, forbidden corner, that fear was being rapidly overtaken by desire. 

Suddenly, Payal felt a sharp vibration against her backside. She jolted, looking at Varun with wide, panicked eyes as if to ask, What is that?  He gestured toward his pocket, signaling it was his phone. A wave of relief washed over her—it was silent. However, the phone was vibrating directly against her skin, sending strange, tingling sensations through her body. The irony wasn't lost on her; she was hiding from her son while being physically stimulated by his best friend’s phone. 

Outside, Aryan was losing his patience. "Dammit, Varun! Where the hell are you? Pick up the phone!" he muttered, using a crude insult that made Payal’s blood boil. She made a mental note to deal with her son's foul mouth later, but for now, she remained paralyzed. 

As the vibrations continued, the atmosphere beneath the table shifted. The fear was still there, but it was being drowned out by a rising, primal tension. Varun could feel his own body responding to Payal's proximity. He was fully aroused, a fact that Payal couldn't help but notice as they were pressed so tightly together. She felt a flash of anger at herself for being in this position, but she also felt a traitorous spark of excitement. 

Varun watched her closely. She had turned her head away, her breath hitching as their faces brushed against each other in the dark. She looked stunning even in her terror—her skin seemed to glow in the dim light, and the curve of her neck was local and inviting. Varun’s self-control, already fragile, finally snapped. He reached out, his hand trembling slightly, and placed it firmly on the bare skin of her waist, just below her blouse. 

Payal gasped softly, a jolt of electricity surging through her. She wanted to believe it was an accident, but the way his fingers began to trace the curve of her hip told a different story. She looked at him, her eyes pleading, silently begging him to stop. But Aryan was still right there, leaning against the counter. 

"Aren't you going to college today, Aryan?" the vendor asked, trying to nudge him away. 

"I need to talk to Varun first," Aryan replied. "I'll just hang out here for a bit. You keep doing your thing." 

Varun’s heart soared at the news. He realized he had an indefinite amount of time alone with Payal in this hidden sanctuary. His hand became bolder, sliding over the smooth skin of her back, feeling the silk of her Saree (Dress). Payal tried to grab his hand to stop him, but as she moved, her glass bangles let out a sharp, rhythmic jingle. 

The vendor, hearing the sound, intentionally dropped a metal cup to mask the noise. He bent down to pick it up, quickly peeking behind the curtain. "Madam, he's still sitting right there," he whispered urgently. "Keep those bangles quiet!" 

Payal went limp, her resistance fading into a fearful compliance. Varun smiled at her, a predatory glint in his eyes, and began to slide both hands up her sides. He moved slowly, his palms grazing the undersides of her breasts, sending waves of heat through her. She tried to remain stoic, to pretend she felt nothing, but her body was betraying her. 

Varun’s fingers found the opening of her blouse, tracing the line of her spine. The intimacy was unlike anything she had experienced with her husband in years. Her husband was quick and cold; Varun was slow, deliberate, and worshipful of her body. He leaned in, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her neck. 

"Varun, please... stop," she whispered, her voice cracking. "My son is right outside. If he finds out, I'll never be able to look him in the eye." 

"He won't find out, Auntie," Varun breathed against her skin. 

"Not unless you make a scene. Just stay quiet and enjoy it." 

"I'm old enough to be your mother," she tried to protest, but her voice lacked conviction. 

"That only makes you more beautiful," he replied, his lips finding the hollow of her throat. 

As he began to kiss her neck with growing passion, Payal felt her resolve crumbling. The forbidden nature of the act, the danger of being caught, and the sheer physical sensation were overwhelming her "Sati-Savitri" persona. She let out a soft, involuntary moan as he moved his lips toward her cleavage. 

Thinking quickly, Payal realized she had to get Aryan away. She pulled out her own phone and sent a quick message: "Aryan, come home immediately. It's urgent." 

Outside, Aryan checked his phone. "Crap, Mom needs me at home. It sounds serious. If Varun shows up, tell him I'll catch him later!" 

Varun heard Aryan leave and felt a surge of triumph, but it was quickly replaced by frustration when he realized Payal had outsmarted him. In a fit of reckless passion, he reached for her back, his fingers hooking into her bra strap. With a sudden, forceful tug, the clasp snapped. 

"Ah! Are you crazy?" Payal gasped, clutching her chest. 

For a brief second, as her blouse fell open, Varun saw her in all her glory. But the moment was fleeting. The juice vendor called out, "He’s gone! You can come out now." 

Varun cursed under his breath, realizing he had wasted too much time. Before she could scramble out, he grabbed his phone and snapped a few quick photos of her in her disheveled state. Payal lunged for the phone, her bangles clashing loudly, but he pulled it away just as the vendor pulled back the curtain. 

The vendor stared for a second, his eyes widening at the sight of Payal’s exposed skin, before quickly looking away. "Well, Madam... I didn't realize you were such a dark horse, carrying on like this right under your son's nose." 

"I wasn't 'carrying on'!" Payal snapped, frantically re-buttoning her blouse. "This brat took advantage of the situation!" 

She began to crawl out from under the table, her movements awkward in the tight space. As she leaned forward on her hands and knees to exit, her back was turned to Varun. His desire flared up one last time. Seeing her in that position, he couldn't resist. He reached out, lifting the hem of her Saree (Dress). 

Payal never wore undergarments beneath her Saree (Dress)—she found them restrictive and uncomfortable. As Varun’s hand slid underneath her Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree), his fingers made direct contact with her warm, damp skin. Payal gasped, her body arching as he found her most sensitive spot. Despite her protests and her fear, she was completely slick with arousal. Before she could pull away, Varun pressed two fingers inside her, beginning a slow, rhythmic motion that pinned her to the spot, leaving her trembling between the safety of the outside world and the mounting fire within. 

Payal was already burning with an uncontrollable desire, and now, tucked away in the shadows, Varun had slid two fingers deep inside her. Normally, Payal would have rushed home to deal with this buildup of tension herself, finding relief in the privacy of her own room. But here, in this cramped, forbidden space, Varun was doing it for her. As he moved his fingers in a slow, rhythmic motion, Payal felt a wave of intense pleasure wash over her. Soft, broken whimpers escaped her lips, and she froze in place, completely surrendering to the sensation. 


Chapter 7 


Varun noticed immediately that her resistance had melted away; she was now leaning into him, clearly lost in the bliss of his touch. Outside, the sound of the juice vendor scrubbing glasses echoed through the air, ensuring the shop was empty of customers. This small bit of security allowed Payal to relax just enough to let go. She knew she needed this release, so she stayed silent and still, allowing Varun to continue his work. His touch provided a kind of ecstasy she hadn't felt in years, and Varun, feeling how warm and receptive she was, began to enjoy the moment just as much. While one hand explored her depths, his other hand reached up to firmly squeeze her soft, full curves, sending jolts of electricity through her entire body. 

As the vendor continued his chores, Varun grew even bolder. Seeing that Payal was fully immersed in the pleasure, he used his free hand to hike up her Saree (Dress). She made a weak attempt to push his hand away, but her heart wasn't in the protest. As the fabric slipped upward, revealing her fair, smooth thighs, Varun felt his own heartbeat thunder in his chest. The sight of her was almost too much to bear. 

Driven by a sudden, intense hunger, Varun shifted his position. He lay back against the floor of the cramped space and moved his head between her legs, pressing into the folds of her Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree). Payal instinctively tried to keep her thighs closed, but Varun was determined. Gently but firmly, he nudged her legs apart and pressed his face against her. In the darkness, he couldn't see anything, but the intoxicating scent of her skin guided him. 

The moment his tongue made contact with her, Payal forgot everything—where she was, the danger of being caught, and her own self-imposed rules. She closed her eyes tightly, her head falling back as she drowned in the sensation. Varun was thorough, tasting her sweetness and drinking in the essence of her desire. It was a level of intimacy Payal had never experienced; no one had ever worshipped her body this way before. Any lingering thought of protest vanished completely. She spread her legs wider, silently inviting him to continue his feast. 

Varun reached in with both hands to hold her steady, his tongue finding the very center of her pleasure. Payal was losing all control, her breaths turning into heavy, jagged gasps. Suddenly, the loud, intrusive ring of her cell phone shattered the atmosphere. It was her son, Aryan, calling again. Panicked, she blindly reached for her bag and silenced the phone. Payal let out a sharp, muffled cry of pure ecstasy as Varun gave her one final, intense surge of pleasure. 

"Uuuuuiiiiii... aaaaaaaa... ahhhhh!" she gasped, the sound escaping a bit too loudly. 

Outside, the scrubbing stopped abruptly. "Are you okay, Madam?" the juice vendor called out. "Hold on, I’m coming to check on you!" 

The spell was broken. Varun quickly pulled back, emerging from beneath her Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree), while Payal scrambled out from under the table and stood up, smoothing her clothes with trembling hands just as the vendor approached. 

"What happened, Madam? I heard a noise," he asked, looking suspicious. 

"It was nothing..." Payal stammered, her face flushed. "My foot just got caught in the table leg, that’s all." 

The vendor turned his gaze toward the dark space under the table. "And you, Varun? Are you planning on staying under there forever?" 

"Believe me," Varun said, crawling out and casting a lingering, smoldering look at Payal, "the view and the atmosphere inside were much better than out here." As he spoke, he pointedly licked his fingers, a bold gesture that made Payal’s heart skip a beat. 

"I... I really should be going," Payal said, avoiding his eyes. 

"Auntie, did you enjoy yourself?" Varun asked playfully. He let the silence hang for a moment while she glared at him, embarrassed that he would speak so freely in front of the vendor. Then, with a smirk, he added, "...hiding under the table?" 

"It’s suffocating under there," Payal replied sharply, trying to regain her dignity. "There’s no joy in it." She quickly checked her Saree (Dress) to ensure everything was in place and hurried away without looking back. 

Once she was gone, the juice vendor chuckled. "Looks like you had quite the time under there, Varun." 

"You idiot," Varun grumbled, "why were you in such a hurry to finish those glasses? You ruined the best part of the game." 

"The glasses were clean, and she screamed! What was I supposed to do?" the vendor laughed. 

"You snatched the prize right out of my hands," Varun muttered, though a satisfied grin remained on his face as he headed toward his own room. 

Meanwhile, Payal practically ran all the way home. She found Aryan waiting for her, looking anxious and confused. 

"Mom! You told me to come home urgently, but you weren't even here! What’s going on?" 

"Oh, Aryan... I... I just realized something," she lied, her mind racing. "I thought the cooking gas had run out, and I panicked." 

"But Mom, we have an extra cylinder in the storage room. You know that." 

"I know, I know... I just forgot in the heat of the moment," she said, brushing past him. 

"And I kept calling you! Why didn't you pick it up?" 

"My phone must have switched to silent on its own. I didn't hear a thing." 

"Where were you just now, anyway?" Aryan asked, his eyes narrowing. 

"Stop acting like a detective and get inside the house," she snapped, trying to end the interrogation. 

As they walked in, Aryan noticed something odd—there were faint dust stains on the knees of his mother’s Saree (Dress), as if she had been kneeling on the ground. He sensed something was wrong, but he decided to keep his suspicions to himself for now and retreated to his room. 

Payal hurried to her bedroom and locked the door. She stripped off her clothes, standing naked before the full-length bathroom mirror. She looked at herself, noting the wild, natural growth on her body. Remembering the scenes from the videos she had watched, she realized how much more sensitive and beautiful she might feel if she groomed herself. She took her husband’s razor and, with steady hands, carefully shaved herself until her skin was perfectly smooth and soft. She felt like a new woman—refined and ready. She slipped into a comfortable nightgown and headed to the kitchen to start dinner, her body still humming from the day's events. 

Across town, Varun reached his room and immediately pulled out his phone. He zoomed in on the photos he had taken of Payal, his mind replaying every second they spent under that table. 

"You got away today, Payal," he whispered to the empty room, his eyes fixed on her image. "But sooner or later, you’re going to be mine." 

After eating her lunch, Payal lay down in bed, hoping for a short nap. However, sleep remained miles away. Her mind was a whirlwind of restless thoughts, and her body felt an unfamiliar, pulsing tension that she couldn't ignore. The memory of Varun’s kiss flashed vividly in her mind, sending a shiver down her spine. 

Shaken by these feelings, she sat up and began scolding herself. "Payal, what is wrong with you? This isn't right," she whispered into the empty room. "You are a respectable woman from a good family. You should stay far away from these things. This is nothing but cheating; you are betraying your husband's trust." 

She felt torn into two pieces. On one side was a deep, physical longing she had ignored for years, and on the other was the image of the "perfect, traditional wife" she had spent her whole life building. Caught in this exhausting mental tug-of-war, she eventually drifted into a heavy, uneasy sleep. 

The sun was beginning to set when the sharp ringing of her phone jolted her awake. She glanced at the screen and saw Varun's name. Her heart skipped a beat. She immediately declined the call and tried to close her eyes again, but the phone rang a second time. Reluctantly, she answered. 

"Hello?" she said, her voice sounding breathless even to herself. 

"Hello, Auntie. How are you feeling now?" Varun asked, his tone smooth and casual. 

"Why are you calling me again?" Payal asked, trying to sound stern. 

"Don't be like that, Auntie," Varun chuckled. "After everything that happened this morning, I felt it was my duty to check on you and see if you were doing okay." 

"I am fine," Payal replied quickly. "And listen to me—whatever happened this morning was a mistake. You need to forget it. It can never happen again." 

"Actually, that’s exactly why I called," Varun said, his voice dropping an octave. "I agree, it wasn't right. I kept telling you to let me out from under that table, but you insisted on staying. You practically forced yourself into my lap to hide from Aryan." 

Payal felt her face flush with heat. "I admit that... I didn't let you leave because Aryan was standing right there. I was terrified." 

"Exactly. So you tell me, Auntie, who is really responsible for what happened? Me, or you?" 

"Are you serious? You're talking like an idiot!" Payal snapped. "How can you do all those things and then try to put the entire blame on my shoulders?" 

"Think about it from a man's perspective, Auntie," Varun countered playfully. "When a stunning, fair, and beautiful woman like you sits directly in a man's lap, do you expect him to feel nothing? If he were a statue, sure. But for a young man like me, staying in control was almost impossible." 

"Be quiet!" Payal hissed. "You were simply taking advantage of a bad situation." 

"Don't be so angry. It makes it hard to talk to you. Besides," he added suggestively, "we left things very unfinished back there." 

Payal’s heart hammered against her ribs. "What... what do you mean unfinished?" 

"I’ll tell you that when we meet in person," he replied. 

"I am never meeting you again," she declared firmly. 

"Don't say that. Just cooperate a little bit, Auntie. I promise you’ll enjoy yourself if you just let go." 

"I don't want to hear another word of this nonsense," Payal said, her voice trembling. "What you did today was wrong, and that’s the end of it." 

"Okay, okay. I’m sorry for today," Varun said, sounding suddenly contrite. 

"Fine. I forgive you, Varun. But remember this: you are not to call me again, and you are definitely not to see me. Now, hang up." 

"Please don't be so harsh. If you won't meet me one last time, it means you haven't truly forgiven me." 

"No, no, absolutely not. I am not meeting you," she insisted. 

"Just once, Auntie. Please. For five minutes." 

"And why exactly do you need to meet me?" she asked, her curiosity getting the better of her. 

"I can only tell you that in person." 

"No, tell me right now. I know your tricks. You’ll get me alone and start some trouble again." 

Varun paused for a moment, then asked seriously, "Auntie, tell me the truth. Deep down... didn't you enjoy it?" 

"Stop it! Stop saying these disgusting things," Payal cried. "I’m hanging up now." 

"Wait, wait! Why the rush? Your husband isn't even home yet." 

Payal froze. "How do you know my husband isn't home?" 

"I know a lot of things, Auntie. I know more than you think." 

"What do you mean? How could you possibly know his schedule?" 

Varun’s voice became low and intimate. "I know that you aren't satisfied with your husband. I know that you spend your nights alone, trying to find some peace with your own hands because he doesn't give you what you need." 

"You... you are crossing a line! Stop this right now," Payal stammered, horrified that he had guessed her deepest secrets. 

"Look, I'm already in your garden," Varun said calmly. "And I’m not leaving until I see you." 

Payal’s eyes widened. "What? You're in my garden? Are you crazy?" 

"Open your window. You'll see me." 

Payal rushed to the window and pushed it open. She scanned the backyard until she saw Varun’s head popping up from between the thick green bushes. He was grinning at her, waving his hand playfully. He then ducked back down into the shadows of the shrubbery. 

"Varun, what are you doing out there?" she whispered into the phone. 

"I told you, I came to see you." 

"You have to leave right now! My husband could be home any minute. Aryan and Ananya are inside the house! If anyone sees you, it will be a disaster." 

"I’m not moving an inch until you come out here," he challenged. 

"I am not coming out there! Go away!" 

"Then I’ll stay here all night." 

"Why are you being so stubborn? Please, understand... I can't do the things you want. I have a reputation to maintain. I have boundaries." 

"That’s fine," Varun said smoothly. "You don't have to do anything. I just wanted to apologize properly. If you don't come out, I’ll assume I’m not forgiven, and I’ll stay right here." 

Payal bit her lip, looking at the door. If I just go out for a minute and tell him to leave, he’ll finally go,  she reasoned. Besides, it’s an open garden, not a cramped juice stall. He can’t try anything here. 

With a heavy sigh, she slipped out the back door and hurried into the garden. The sun had completely set, leaving the backyard bathed in a deep, purple twilight. She had turned off the garden lights to avoid drawing attention, so the area near the bushes was quite dark. 

She walked cautiously toward the spot where she had seen him. Suddenly, a hand reached out from the shadows and firmly gripped her wrist, pulling her into the shelter of the tall bushes. Her heart leaped into her throat, but when she saw it was Varun, she let out a breath of relief. 

"Okay, I'm here," she whispered urgently. "I forgive you. Now, please, just go." 

Varun didn't let go of her hand. Instead, he pulled her down toward the grass. 
"Come on, Auntie, just sit with me for a couple of minutes," Varun whispered, his voice thick with a mix of mischief and desire. "What’s the big hurry? Stay a while." 



Chapter 8 


Payal felt her heart hammering against her ribs, a frantic rhythm of fear and forbidden excitement. "No, no, I absolutely cannot stay here," she stammered, though she was already huddled down in the thick shadows of the bushes right beside him. "You really need to leave now, before someone sees us." 

Despite her words, Payal found herself rooted to the spot. Deep down, she knew that if she stayed a moment longer and Varun started to touch her, her resolve would shatter like glass. He had already awakened a dormant, hungry fire within her—a desperate physical longing that she had spent years burying under the weight of her responsibilities. Every time she thought about the sheer intensity of his presence, a wave of warmth washed over her. She wanted him to leave for the sake of her sanity, yet a part of her was terrified that he actually would. 

Varun, however, had no intention of going anywhere. From his vantage point, Payal looked breathtakingly provocative in her silk nighty. The fabric was soft and slightly sheer, clinging to her generous curves in a way that left little to the imagination. The nighty was a bit tight across her chest, accentuating the fullness of her breasts and tracing their tempting shape. Though the sun had slipped below the horizon, the twilight lingering in the sky cast a soft, ethereal glow on her face and neck, making her skin shimmer like cream. Varun felt a surge of raw, masculine hunger; he had been dreaming of this moment, and he wasn't about to let it slip away. 

He knew Payal was a "proper" woman—traditional, principled, and fiercely protective of her reputation, especially with her children being nearly grown. Breaking through that wall of modesty was no easy task, but the challenge only made him want her more. 

As he sat there, shamelessly admiring the view of her sexy silhouette, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway broke the silence. A loud, impatient honk echoed through the garden. 

"I have to go!" Payal gasped, her eyes wide with panic. "My husband is home!" 

She scrambled to stand up, but Varun was faster. He reached out, his fingers wrapping firmly around her wrist, and pulled her back down to the grass. 

"Relax, Auntie. Why are you in such a rush? He hasn't even stepped inside the house yet," he said with a confident smirk. 

"No, you don't understand—I have to go and open the gate!" Payal pleaded. 

Outside, the horn blared again, more insistent this time. The sound made Payal tremble, but Varun wouldn't budge. He held her gaze, his expression challenging her. 

"Please, Varun," she whispered, her voice cracking. "Please understand the situation. Just let me go and get out of here yourself." 

"Auntie, why are you always begging and pleading with me?" Varun teased, his voice low and husky. "What happened to that bold, fierce woman I met on the bus? If she were here right now, she would have slapped me twice and walked away the moment I touched her. Where are you hiding her?" 

Payal looked down, her breath hitching. "I don't know, Varun... I just don't have the strength to fight you anymore." 

"Well, you don't need to worry about the gate anyway," he said, gesturing toward the driveway. "Look, Aryan is already taking care of it." 

Through the leaves, Payal saw her son, Aryan, jogging toward the gate to let the car in. As the gates swung open, the bright beams of the headlights swept across the garden, cutting through the darkness. Terrified of being spotted in the glare, Payal instinctively grabbed Varun by the collar and pulled him down with her, pressing them both flat against the cool earth. 

In the chaos of the moment, Varun ended up pinned directly on top of her. They lay there, hearts racing in unison, as the car engine hummed nearby and finally fell silent. Once she heard her husband and son enter the house and close the front door, she tried to push him off. 

"Varun, okay, they're inside. Now get off me," she whispered urgently. 

"What’s the rush?" he replied, his face only inches from hers. "The ground is quite comfortable." 

"Stop it. Don't try to take advantage of every single situation," she scolded, though her voice lacked any real bite. 

"Wait a minute," Varun countered with a grin. "You're the one who pulled me down on top of you! Why am I always the bad guy? It’s not fair." 

Payal let out a frustrated sigh. "Fine, joke over. I really have to go inside now." 

"Not so fast," he said, pinning her wrists gently but firmly to the grass. 

"Varun, please... let me go..." 

"Only on one condition," he whispered, his eyes locking onto her lips. 

"What is it?" 

"Give me a kiss. A real one." 

Payal’s breath caught in her throat. "Varun, I am your best friend’s mother!" 

"Before that," he murmured, leaning closer until their noses brushed, 


"You are an incredibly desirable, sexy woman." 

Payal hesitated, her mind racing. "And if I do... you promise you'll let me go?" 

"You have my word." 

"Fine," she whispered, surrendering to the inevitable. 

The moment the words left her lips, Varun released her wrists and cradled her head in his hands. His touch was surprisingly tender as he tilted her chin up and pressed his lips against hers. At first, Payal remained frozen, her eyes wide with shock. But as Varun began to deepen the kiss, tasting her with a slow, deliberate passion, the "Sati-Savitri" persona she wore like armor began to crumble. 

His hand slid beneath the hem of her nighty, his palm finding the warm, soft skin of her breast. The sensation sent a jolt of pure electricity through Payal’s body. The spark of desire she had been trying to suppress turned into a roaring flame. She stopped resisting and began to kiss him back, her tongue dancing with his as she lost herself in the heat of the moment. 

The air between them turned electric. Varun was completely consumed by her, his zip sliding down as he exposed his hardened desire. He guided Payal’s hand downward, letting her fingers wrap around the heat of his masculinity. Payal gasped into the kiss; she had never felt anything like this before. The sheer size and heat of him made her head spin, and in the darkness of the garden, all her inhibitions, her husband, and her children were forgotten. She was no longer a mother or a wife; she was simply a woman responding to a primal, overwhelming attraction. 

Varun broke the kiss, trailing his lips down her jawline to the sensitive skin of her neck. Payal lay there, breathless and shivering with pleasure, fully supporting him as he moved lower. But just as he began to move toward the swell of her breasts, a sharp, repetitive chirping broke the silence. 

Payal’s phone was ringing. She jerked her head to the side, checking the screen. Husband. 

Reality crashed back down on her like a bucket of ice water. She realized with a jolt of horror where she was—not in a private bedroom, but lying in the dirt of her own backyard while her husband was calling her from inside the house. With a sudden burst of strength, she shoved Varun off her. 

"You have to leave!" she hissed, frantically straightening her nightly. "Slip out the back way once I'm gone." 

"Wait, just two more minutes," Varun pleaded, reaching for her again. 

"No! I have to go now," she said, already scrambling toward the house. "We'll talk later!" 

After ensuring the coast is clear and confirming that no one is watching, Payal slowly sits up, her heart still racing from the adrenaline. Once she is certain she is truly alone, she stands, composed as best she can, and wipes her face with trembling hands before retreating into the sanctuary of her home. However, the moment she steps through the door, she comes face-to-face with Aryan. 

The sudden encounter sends a jolt of pure panic through her. She is acutely aware of how disheveled she must look—her hair is a tangled mess, and her lips and neck are flushed a deep, telltale crimson from the intensity of Varun’s kisses. Her fair complexion only betrays her further, making the marks of their encounter stand out vividly against her skin. She stands there, breathless and heaving, looking like a woman who has just been through a whirlwind. 

Aryan stares at his mother, visibly taken aback by her appearance. "Mom? Where have you been? Dad has been looking everywhere for you." 

Payal stammers, her voice caught in her throat. "I... I was just... I was outside, dear." 

"Outside?" Aryan asks, his brow furrowed in confusion. "But when Dad came home, you didn't open the gate. I went out by myself to check, and I didn't see you anywhere." 

"Oh, I was there," she lies, trying to steady her breathing. "It was so dark out that you must have just missed me, though I could see both of you quite clearly." 

Aryan’s eyes drift downward. "And the grass on your clothes? Why is it all over you?" 

"I... I decided to do some exercises," she says, grabbing the first excuse that comes to mind. "I was stretching on the lawn." 

"Exercises? Since when do you work out in the middle of the night?" 

Feeling the walls close in, Payal snaps back with a flicker of her usual maternal authority. "That’s enough! Stop cross-examining me like a security officer." 

With that, she brushes past him, her hips swaying with a frantic energy. Her nightgown, which had been tugged at during her time with Varun, has loosened around her chest, revealing more than she intends. The sight of her flushed skin and disarray leaves Aryan stunned and conflicted, his mind racing with thoughts he knows he shouldn't be having about his own mother. He watches her disappear, sensing that the woman he thought he knew is hiding a very different side of herself. 


Chapter 9 


Payal practically bolts into her bedroom, where her husband, Vikram, is waiting. "Payal! Where on earth were you?" he asks, looking up from his work. 

"I was just out in the garden, getting some fresh air," she replies, avoiding his gaze. 

"I’ve been looking for you for ages," Vikram sighs, rubbing his temples. "Look, I’m absolutely exhausted from work. Could you please just make me a quick cup of coffee?" 

"Of course, I’ll get it right away," she says, grateful for the distraction. 

She retreats to the kitchen and turns on the tap. As the water flows over her hands, the memory of holding Varun in the garden floods back to her. She instinctively brings her hand to her face, closing her eyes as she catches the lingering scent of him on her skin. A wave of illicit pleasure washes over her, so intense that she forgets to wash her hands entirely. Instead, she gets to work on the coffee, her mind miles away. 

After serving Vikram his drink, she sinks into a nearby chair. Her husband is already back at his laptop, buried in his professional world, but Payal is trapped in a world of her own. She can still feel the pressure of Varun’s lips on hers and the way his hands moved over her. The memory of their previous encounters ignites a fire in her belly that she can no longer ignore. No matter how hard she tries to cling to her traditional values, she cannot push the image of him out of her mind. 

Meanwhile, in his own room, Aryan is plagued by suspicion. He has noticed the subtle but profound changes in his mother—her frequent absences, her disarray, and her inability to give a straight answer. He realizes she is hiding something significant, and a plan begins to form in his mind. He decides then and there to start watching her every move. 

Deep in thought, Payal is startled by the buzz of a notification on her phone. She glances at the screen and immediately rushes into the kitchen for privacy. It’s a message from Varun, accompanied by an incredibly bold and explicit photo of his physique. 


Her breath hitches as she stares at the image before quickly dialing his number. 

"Hello? Varun?" she whispers urgently when he picks up. 

"Hello, my lovely Payal," he answers, his voice dripping with charm. "I was just thinking about you." 

"Varun, what are you doing? You can't send things like this to my WhatsApp! What if someone else sees my phone? Please, you have to stop." 

"I’m sorry, Auntie," he says, though he doesn't sound very sorry at all. "I made a mistake. I won't do it again." 

"Good. See that you don't." 

"But Auntie... ever since this evening, I haven't been able to think about anything else. I’m still feeling the effects of being with you. I'm practically climbing the walls over here." 

"And what am I supposed to do about that?" she asks, a faint smile playing on her lips despite herself. 

"Only you can help me with this kind of tension," he murmurs. 

"You're a naughty boy, Varun," she chides gently. 

"Tell me, Payal... when am I going to see you again?" 

"No, I told you, I'm not meeting you," she says, though the conviction is fading from her voice. She hangs up abruptly, her heart pounding. 

That night, sleep is an impossible luxury. Every time she closes her eyes, she sees him. She wakes up early the next morning to the familiar routine of making breakfast, and eventually, the house empties as Vikram heads to the office and the children leave for college. 

Payal is trying to distract herself with the television when the doorbell rings. She opens it to find Varun standing on her doorstep. Her jaw drops in pure shock. "What are you doing here? Why did you come to the house?" 

"I came to see you, Auntie. Why do you look so surprised?" 

"Varun, if someone sees you here, what will I say? Please, you have to leave right now!" 

"I'm not going anywhere that easily," he says, stepping past her and into the living room without an invitation. 

"Varun, please! Just go, before someone comes back." 

"No way. At least let me sit down for a minute. You're being very dramatic," he says, making himself comfortable on the sofa. 

Payal stands over him, her hands trembling with anxiety. "Please, try to understand. You have to leave." 

"This is exactly why I asked you to meet me at the juice shop, but you refused to come," he reminds her. 

"Fine! I'll meet you elsewhere, just leave now." 

"I'll go," he says, reaching out and gently pulling her down onto the sofa beside him. "But first, sit with me for a moment." 

Payal, dressed in a beautiful Saree (Dress) that accentuates her elegance, finds herself unable to resist his pull. Varun drapes an arm over her shoulder, ignoring her whispered pleas for him to leave. Before she can protest further, he leans in and captures her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. At first, she struggles, her hands fluttering against his chest, but within seconds, the heat between them takes over. Her resistance melts, and she begins to kiss him back with equal fervor, their breaths mingling in the quiet house. 

Unbeknownst to them, Aryan had never made it to college. His suspicions had kept him close to home, and when he saw Varun approaching the house, his heart sank. He waited, watching from a distance, but when Varun didn't emerge after a long time, Aryan decided to investigate. He quietly slipped over the boundary wall and crept toward the open door. What he saw through the entryway shattered his world—his best friend was locked in a passionate embrace with his mother. He stood paralyzed, watching the betrayal unfold in silence. 

Inside, the atmosphere is heavy with tension. Varun pushes the pallu of Payal’s Saree (Dress) off her shoulder, drawing her closer into a tight embrace. Payal clings to him, her voice a ragged whisper. "Varun... you're driving me absolutely insane." 

"Why? What did I do, Payal?" he asks, smiling at the way she used his name. 

"Don't call me Auntie anymore," she says softly. "Just call me Payal." 

"Alright, Payal. Tell me what I've done to you." 

"It's... it's you," she says, gesturing vaguely toward him. "I can't stop thinking about you. I can't find any peace." 

Varun leans in, his voice a low growl. "You mean you're hungry for me? I knew it." 

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I am." 

"Then don't hold back," he says, his hands working at his belt and the buttons of his trousers. He pushes them down, exposing himself to her in the dim light of the living room. "I've been waiting for you, too. I've been thinking about how much I want to feel your lips on me. Now, I'm all yours." 

Aryan watches from the shadows, his blood boiling with a mix of rage and disbelief. He hears them using words he never thought his mother would speak, and the betrayal feels like a physical blow. His best friend and his mother—the two people he trusted most—were lost in a world of their own, right there on the family sofa. 

Gently easing herself off the sofa, Payal knelt on the floor, positioning herself between Varun’s legs. Her breath was shallow as she reached out, her fingers trembling slightly before they wrapped around him. He was formidable; his sheer size was so overwhelming that her hand could barely circle him completely. Needing more control, she used both hands to steady him, beginning a slow, rhythmic motion. Under her touch, he felt as solid as stone, radiating a heat that seemed to seep into her skin. As she watched her own hands move, a wave of forbidden thrill washed over her, making her feel more alive than she had in years. 

“Varun,” she whispered, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and fascination, 


“I’ve only ever seen anything like this in those films. I honestly had no idea that a man could be built like this.” 

Varun let out a low, confident chuckle, looking down at her with a predatory glint in his eyes. “Well, Payal, that’s what happens when you spend your whole life locked away in the house. The problem with women like you—always playing the part of the perfect, devoted wife—is that you settle for the bare minimum. You’ve been starving for real passion without even realizing it.” 

Payal didn't argue; she couldn't. Instead, she leaned closer, her curiosity getting the better of her. She adjusted her grip, pulling back the skin to reveal the sensitive tip, which caught the light in the dim room. The sight was mesmerizing to her. Lost in the moment, she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to tentatively taste him. This was a boundary she had never crossed in all her years of marriage, and the sheer audacity of it made her heart race. 

“So, Payal,” Varun teased, his voice husky with growing desire, “how do I taste?” 

She looked up at him, her expression a mix of innocence and emerging hunger. “I’ve only just had a tiny taste. It’s hard to give you a full review until I’ve truly experienced it.” 

She didn't wait for his reply. She trailed her tongue over him again and again, discovering a flavor that was intoxicating. “It’s incredible,” she murmured to him. 


“I think I’m going to enjoy this much more than I expected.” 

“Then don't keep me waiting,” he urged. “Show me what you can do.” 

Payal surrendered to her impulses, taking him into the warmth of her mouth. As she began to explore him, Varun felt as though he had been transported to another world. The sensation was exquisite, far more intense than anything he had felt before. Meanwhile, Payal felt a literal fever rising within her; the cold, calculated part of her mind was being drowned out by a surging, molten heat. She moved with a natural grace, her pink lips contrasting sharply against him as she treated him with the care and devotion of someone discovering a long-lost treasure. 

Outside, hidden in the shadows, Aryan watched the entire scene with a heart full of poison. The sight of his mother—the woman he put on a pedestal—engaged in such an intimate act with his best friend sent him into a spiral of silent rage. He felt a desperate urge to storm inside and put an end to it, perhaps even lash out at Varun for this betrayal, but he was rooted to the spot, paralyzed by a sickening mix of anger and morbid fascination. He watched her, his blood boiling as he witnessed her complete transformation. 

“You’re a natural at this, Payal,” Varun groaned, his head falling back. “Tell me the truth—how many men have you done this for? Or was it just for my friend’s father all these years?” 

Payal paused, looking up with a look of genuine sincerity. “Oh goodness, Varun, what are you saying? I have never even dreamt of doing this with anyone but my husband, let alone actually going through with it.” 

“So you’ve done this for him often then?” 

She shook her head slowly, a blush deepening on her cheeks. “No, Varun. I’ve never done this for him. Not even once.” 

Varun’s eyes widened in genuine surprise. “You’re telling me this is your first time? I don't believe it. The way you’re making me feel... it’s unbelievable.” 

“It really is my first time,” she confessed, a shy smile gracing her lips. “I had no idea it could be this intense. I’m enjoying it as much as you are.” 

Aryan, listening from his hiding place, felt the words like a knife to his gut. He muttered curses under his breath, his mind reeling at the sight of his mother acting so uncharacteristically. He felt disgusted by her enthusiasm, yet he couldn't tear his eyes away from the spectacle. 

“You’re doing great, but you’re only scratching the surface,” Varun said, his voice taking on a more demanding tone. “Try to take more of me. Go deeper.” 

Payal hesitated, looking at him with uncertainty. “Varun, you’re so big... I don’t think I can fit any more.” 

“Just try for me, Payal. Just a little more.” 

“I really don’t think it’s possible,” she whispered. 

“Here, let me help you,” Varun said. He reached down, his hands firm as he gripped the back of her head. He began to guide her, pushing forward with a surge of newfound energy. Payal made a muffled sound of protest, her eyes wide as she felt the unfamiliar pressure in the back of her throat. It was uncomfortable and overwhelming, making her feel as though she were losing control. 

Varun, however, was lost in his own world of pleasure. He ignored her slight discomfort, driven by a primal need to feel her completely. He set a firm pace, moving her head in a steady, rhythmic motion that left her breathless. For Payal, the world became a blur of sensation and muffled sounds. It was a struggle, but as the seconds passed, the initial shock gave way to a strange, heavy kind of submission. 

“Now this,” Varun panted, his grip tightening slightly, “this is how it’s supposed to be.” 

Watching from the outside, Aryan felt a conflicting surge of emotions. He hated seeing his mother in such a vulnerable, struggling position, yet a dark, vengeful part of him felt that she deserved this for her betrayal. He watched her endure Varun’s demands, his mind a whirlwind of resentment and confusion. 

After a few intense minutes, Varun finally released his hold and stepped back, allowing Payal to pull away. She slumped back onto her heels, gasping for air as she tried to compose herself. There was a flicker of genuine anger in her eyes as she looked up at him. 

“You’re a devil, Varun,” she wheezed, her voice raspy. “You nearly choked me! What were you thinking?” 

Varun just laughed, a triumphant, breathless sound. “But admit it, Payal—did you hate it, or did you love the thrill?” 

“I thought I was going to die for a second there,” she complained, though the anger was already beginning to fade, replaced by a lingering, electric tension. 

“That’s what real passion feels like,” he countered with a smirk. 

“You’re absolutely shameless,” she said, though she didn't look away. 

“I suppose I am,” he agreed, leaning down to trail a finger along her jaw. “But then again, no ordinary man would have the nerve to do this with his best friend’s mother, would he?” 

"You are absolutely incorrigible, Varun," Payal whispered, a playful and sultry smile spreading across her lips. 

Deep down, she knew she should be angry, but the thrill was too overwhelming to ignore. Since the very first day of her marriage, her husband had always been in such a frantic rush; his approach to intimacy was functional and hurried, leaving Payal feeling like a spectator in her own life. She had spent years quietly longing for the kind of slow, deliberate attention she was finally receiving now. Caught in the heat of the moment, she completely forgot that Varun was her son's contemporary. As his hands moved in soothing, rhythmic circles against her back, she leaned into him, letting out a soft, shaky breath. 

"Varun... this feels incredible. I’m enjoying this so much," she admitted, her voice trembling with emotion. 

"That is exactly why I’m here, Payal," he murmured against her skin. "I’ve wanted to give you this pleasure for so long. I kept trying to invite you out, but you were always so hesitant. I’m just glad you’re finally letting yourself feel this." 

Varun leaned in, his lips finding the sensitive curve of her neck just below her ear. He began to shower her with soft, lingering kisses that made Payal shudder with a mix of longing and delight. The sensation was so intense that she felt herself losing touch with reality, her mind drifting into a hazy, blissful fog. 

"Oh, heavens... Varun," she gasped, her head falling back as she surrendered to the sensation. "You are going to drive me absolutely mad today." 

"I think I lost my mind the first moment I laid eyes on you," he replied, his voice low and husky. "It's only fair that you join me." 

He shifted his attention, trailing his lips to the other side of her neck. He gave her a tiny, playful nip—just enough to make her let out a sharp, startled intake of breath that quickly melted into a long, needy moan. He continued to shower her with affection, his touch awakening nerves she hadn't realized were so sensitive. 

After a few moments of intoxicating closeness, Varun’s hands wandered to the front, his palms cupping her through the fabric of her blouse. Payal felt a jolt of pure electricity shoot through her. No one had ever tried to seduce her with such patience and intent before. She felt a deep sense of gratitude and excitement, leaning into his touch and matching his energy with her own. 

Seeing her response, Varun began to deftly unfasten the buttons of her blouse. One by one, the constraints fell away until he gently eased the garment off her shoulders, setting it aside. Payal stood before him in her bra, but the delicate lace seemed to be struggling to contain her. While the garment was technically the correct size, her lush, full curves seemed to overflow, creating a breathtaking silhouette in the dim light of the room. 

"Payal... you are truly stunning," Varun breathed, his eyes fixed on her. 

She was too lost in her own sensations to offer a verbal reply, her breath coming in short, uneven hitches. Varun reached around her, his fingers finding the clasp of her bra. With a soft click, the tension vanished. As the straps fell away, her beauty was fully revealed. Varun stood back for a moment, simply admiring her. Her skin was as pale and smooth as cream, and despite her age, she possessed the firm, radiant glow of a woman much younger. He felt a surge of triumph and genuine awe at the sight of her. 

Outside, hidden in the shadows, Aryan remained a silent witness. His initial rage had begun to simmer down into a dark, complicated fascination. Seeing his mother—the pillar of his household—transformed into such a vibrant, sensual creature was a shock to his system. He felt a confusing mix of jealousy and a strange, forbidden thrill. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions; he wanted to burst in and stop it, yet he found himself unable to turn away from the unfolding drama. 

Inside, Varun was still captivated by the sight of her. "Why are you staring at me like that?" Payal whispered, her voice tinged with a sudden flash of bashful modesty. 

"Because you are the most captivating woman I have ever seen," he replied sincerely. 

Payal felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks, a shy smile gracing her lips. Varun reached out, his hands moving with agonizing slowness as he began to caress her. Payal instinctively closed her eyes, focusing entirely on the feeling of his palms against her skin. She felt like a pillar of salt being touched by fire. When he gently pinched the sensitive peaks of her breasts, a long, melodic moan escaped her lips, fueling Varun’s passion even further. 

He leaned down, his breath warm against her skin, and began to worship her with his lips and tongue. Her skin was incredibly soft, and he treated her with a mixture of hunger and reverence. Payal was lost in the sensation, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, her body arching toward him in an unconscious plea for more. 

"This is wonderful, Varun... truly wonderful," she breathed. 

He paused for a moment, looking up at her. "Tell me something... did he ever take the time to do this for you? Did he ever appreciate you like this?" 

Payal let out a bitter, airy laugh. "Him? He’s always too busy with his meetings and his laptop to notice I’m even in the room, let alone do something like this." 

"Then today belongs to us," he promised. "Just focus on how good this feels." 

"I am... oh, I am," she moaned, her eyes fluttering shut again. 

Varun continued his slow, methodical descent. He moved away from her chest, his kisses trailing a path down the center of her torso. He reached her midriff, his tongue tracing the delicate circle of her navel. The sensation caused a wave of ticklish delight to wash over Payal, her laughter mingling with her moans of pleasure. She felt as though she were caught in a beautiful trap, and for the first time in her life, she didn't want to escape. The weight of her responsibilities, her reputation, and her family's expectations had vanished, replaced by a singular, burning desire. 

Varun’s devotion was absolute, and his enthusiasm acted like a spark to her own hidden embers. Seeing her so responsive gave him a new surge of energy. "How does it feel, Payal?" 

"I can't even put it into words," she whispered. "It's just... everything." 

Varun then stood up, gently urging Payal to stand as well. She rose to her feet, moving like a woman in a trance, completely under his spell. She was ready to follow wherever he led, convinced that the pleasure he provided was worth any risk. 

He worked quickly but carefully, unwinding the long silk of her Saree (Dress) until it pooled around her feet like a discarded shadow. Next, he reached for the drawstring of her Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree). As the final layer of her modesty began to loosen, a sudden, uncontrollable shiver raced through Payal’s body. Her breath caught in her throat, and she began to tremble. It was the realization of the threshold she was about to cross—the final surrender to a man who wasn't her husband. The weight of the moment hung heavy in the air, a mixture of pure terror and intoxicating anticipation. 

As Payal felt the last of her modesty slip away with the untying of her Petticoat (An underskirt worn beneath a saree), a deep, crimson blush crept up her neck and settled in her cheeks. She instinctively lowered her gaze to the floor, unable to meet Varun’s eyes, standing before him in nothing but her delicate undergarments. The air in the room felt thick and heavy with a newfound tension. 

Inside Payal’s mind, a fierce battle was raging. A part of her felt a pang of guilt, a quiet voice whispering that she was betraying the trust of her husband and the sanctity of her home. Yet, that voice was being drowned out by a much louder, more primal roar of desire. The long years of emotional neglect and physical longing had turned her into a tinderbox, and Varun was the spark. Her traditional values and the "proper" image she had cultivated for decades were crumbling under the sheer weight of her current need. 

Varun, meanwhile, was lost in a trance of his own. He watched her for a moment before stepping behind her and quickly discarding his own clothing. When he moved back toward her, the heat from his body was palpable. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, pulling her soft curves against his firm chest in a powerful embrace. As his hands moved to caress her, Payal let out a long, shaky sigh, her eyes fluttering shut as she leaned back into him. 

He began to trace the contours of her body with his fingertips, moving slowly from her shoulders down to her hips. Every touch felt like a bolt of electricity jolting through her system, making her skin tingle and her heart race. His hands eventually found the waistband of her last remaining garment, and he slowly, deliberately pulled it down. Payal felt a sudden chill as the air hit her skin, and she instinctively pressed her legs together, trembling like a young girl experiencing her first brush with romance. The only difference was that Payal wasn't afraid of the unknown; she was overwhelmed by the magnitude of what she was actually doing with a man who wasn't her husband. 

Varun stepped back for a second, his eyes traveling over her with raw, unfiltered admiration. He had never seen a woman so breathtakingly beautiful, so perfectly formed. She was a masterpiece of soft curves and radiant skin. 


Chapter 10 


Outside, peering through the shadows, Aryan was a captive audience to a scene he never should have witnessed. The sight of his mother in such a vulnerable, intimate state sent a shock through his soul. He felt a dark, forbidden curiosity warring with a sense of profound betrayal. His breath came in short, jagged gasps as he watched, unable to look away from the transformation of the woman he thought he knew. 

"You have no idea how beautiful you are, Payal," Varun whispered, his voice thick with emotion. 

Payal shook her head slightly, her voice a mere breath. 


"Varun... What have we done? Please, you’ve seen enough. You should go now, before this goes any further." 

"Go? Now?" Varun countered, his eyes locking onto hers. 

"We’re past the point of no return, Payal. You were enjoying this just as much as I was a moment ago. Why stop now?" 

"Please, Varun... I'm begging you," 

she pleaded, though her body remained rooted to the spot. 

Aryan, listening from the shadows, felt a surge of nausea. He didn't want this to happen—he didn't want his best friend to be the one to break his mother’s resolve. The thought of the fallout, the shame, and the shattered family dynamic weighed heavily on him, yet he remained a silent, helpless observer. 

Varun gently guided Payal toward the sofa, easing her down onto the soft cushions. She continued to offer half-hearted protests, but her actions spoke louder than her words. The internal conflict was still there, but her physical longing had taken the driver's seat. Varun knelt before her, gently parting her knees. Payal hesitated for a heartbeat, her face flushed with a mixture of shame and anticipation, before she finally allowed him access. 

"Varun, please... let's just stop here," she whispered one last time. 

"The best part is yet to come," he promised, his voice low and soothing. 

He leaned in, his focus entirely on her. Payal had recently taken care of her grooming, leaving her skin feeling soft and smooth. When he leaned down to shower her with gentle, adoring kisses, Payal felt a fresh wave of sensation wash over her. It felt as though she were being transported to a different realm, one where the rules of the outside world no longer applied. She reached out, gripping the edge of the sofa as she arched her back, her breathing turning into shallow, rhythmic gasps of pleasure. 

"Aaaaaaah... Varun... that feels... oh, heavens," she moaned, her inhibitions finally dissolving completely. 

She was lost in the experience, her mind a blur of heat and sensation. Varun was equally enthralled, his devotion to her pleasure evident in every touch and every kiss. He was consumed by the taste and scent of her, driven by a hunger that only she could satisfy. 

Outside, Aryan’s anger reached a boiling point. Hearing his mother’s cries of pleasure felt like a personal insult, a betrayal of everything he believed about her. He muttered curses into the darkness, his heart heavy with a resentment that he knew would never truly go away. 

Eventually, the initial intensity of their encounter began to settle into a deep, pulsing rhythm. Varun looked up at her, his eyes dark with passion. "I can't wait any longer, Payal. I need to be closer to you." 

Payal looked at him, her eyes wide with a flicker of genuine fear. "Varun... you're so... I'm afraid you'll hurt me." 

"I would never hurt you," he promised, his voice tender. "Just trust me. I’ll be as gentle as I can be." 

He moved closer, his weight pressing against her. Payal braced herself, her heart hammering against her ribs. "Please... just take it slow. Don't... don't do everything at once." 

"I won't," he whispered, his lips brushing against hers. 

As they moved toward the final surrender, Payal felt a sharp, stinging sensation that made her gasp. "Aaaah! Varun! Slow down... please... it hurts!" 

"It's just the initial shock, Payal. It’ll pass. Just breathe with me." 

"It's too much... you're too... oh, god!" she cried out, her voice echoing in the quiet room. 

"Your husband hasn't been giving you what you need for a long time, has he?" Varun asked, his voice strained. "That’s why it feels like this." 

"Yes... it's been so long... but you... you're different," she managed to say through her gasps. 

Despite the initial discomfort, a strange, overwhelming pleasure began to seep through the pain. Payal found herself moving with him, her body instinctively responding to his lead. The world outside the room ceased to exist; there was only the two of them, locked in an embrace that was as much about emotional release as it was about physical satisfaction. 

After what felt like an eternity, the intensity reached a crescendo. Varun’s movements became more urgent, his breath hitching in his chest. Payal clung to him, her voice a series of broken, desperate moans. In that final moment of total surrender, the years of loneliness and longing seemed to evaporate, replaced by a profound, if fleeting, sense of connection. 

When it was over, they lay together in the silence, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Payal felt a strange sense of peace, though the shadow of guilt still lingered at the edges of her mind. 


The silence was suddenly shattered by the sharp, insistent ringing of the doorbell. The sound acted like a bolt of lightning, jolting them both out of their trance. 

Payal: "Varun! Oh god, someone is here. Please, you have to hide right now!" 

Varun: "I hear it, I hear it! But think for a second—where am I supposed to go? Where can I hide in here?" 

Payal: "I don't care where! I don't know! Just go, please, before they come inside!" 

The room was a whirlwind of frantic energy. Both Payal and Varun scrambled in a desperate rush to put their clothes back on, their hands shaking with the adrenaline of a near-discovery. Payal’s breath came in ragged gasps as she fumbled with the long fabric of her Saree (Dress), her fingers clumsy and trembling. Varun, moving with the quick reflexes of a man half his age, yanked his trousers up and fastened them in one swift motion. In his haste, he didn't even bother with his underwear, simply stuffing it deep into his pocket before pulling his t-shirt over his head. 

Varun: "Listen, that Saree (Dress) is going to take you forever to pleat correctly. Why don't you just throw on your nighty instead? It’ll look more like you were just resting." 

Payal: "Don't tell me what to do! Just get out of sight, please!" 

Varun: "I'm trying, but tell me where!" 

Payal: "I'm finished... if he sees you, I’m as good as dead today." 

Terror-stricken, Payal retreated toward the inner part of the bedroom to swap her disheveled clothes for a simple nighty. Varun followed close on her heels, his mind racing for an exit strategy. Just as they entered the room, a spark of memory hit him. The bathroom window. It was small, but it led to the back alley. 

Varun: "Aunty, listen to me. Go out there and open the door before whoever it is gets suspicious. I’ll make my way out through the bathroom window." 

Payal: "Yes, yes, okay. But please, be careful. If anyone sees you climbing out, it’s all over." 

Varun: "Don't worry about me. I'll get out safely. Just go." 

Payal smoothed down her hair, took a deep, shuddering breath to steady her voice, and walked toward the front door. When she pulled it open, she found herself face-to-face with her son, Aryan. He stood there, his frame filling the doorway, his expression darkened by a cloud of suppressed rage. 

Payal: "Oh, Aryan! you’re home quite early today, aren't you?" 

Aryan didn’t move. He stood on the threshold, his eyes burning with a fire that made Payal’s skin crawl. He was clearly beyond just "upset." 

Aryan: "Why, Mother? Did my coming home early cause you some kind of trouble? And tell me, why did it take you so incredibly long to answer a simple doorbell today?" 

Payal’s hand instinctively went to her head, nervously tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. Her voice wavered, though she tried to keep it casual. 

Payal: "I... I was just taking a nap, son. I didn't realize it was you, and I certainly didn't think you’d be back from college at this hour." 

Aryan stepped inside, the atmosphere in the house turning heavy and suffocating. He didn't say another word, but his mind was a storm of dark thoughts. He knew. He felt it in the air—the lingering scent of someone else, the frantic energy. He was certain Varun was hiding somewhere in his mother’s room, but the sheer weight of the situation kept him silent. How could he confront his own mother? How could he even speak of such a thing to his best friend? His pride was wounded, his sense of family shattered. 

Consumed by a toxic mix of helplessness and fury, Aryan retreated to his own room. He threw open his window, leaning out to see if he could catch a glimpse of Varun escaping through the back, but the alleyway remained empty. Suspicion gnawed at him like a hungry animal. He crept back toward the hallway, his footsteps silent on the rug. He reached for the handle of his mother’s bedroom door and gave it a firm push, but it didn't budge. Payal had locked it from the inside. 

Desperate for the truth, Aryan knelt down and pressed his eye to the keyhole. He saw his mother sitting on the edge of the bed, her head in her hands. For a moment, he thought he was wrong. Maybe Varun had already slipped away. He began to stand up to leave, but then, a faint sound reached his ears—the click of a latch. He leaned back in, his eyes widening. Varun hadn't left. He was emerging from the bathroom, looking entirely too relaxed. 

Payal: "Varun! What are you still doing here? I thought you were going through the window!" 

Varun: "Come now, Aunty. How could I possibly leave so soon? I'm a man of many needs, and my thirst hasn't been quenched nearly enough yet." 

Payal: "Varun, I am begging you! Use your head! Aryan is right there in the other room. If he decides to come back in here, or if he hears us, we are ruined!" 

Varun: "Relax, Payal. He’s already gone to his room. He’s probably brooding. And even if he does come back, I’ve got my exit plan ready. The bathroom window is still right there." 

Payal: "No, no... I can't do this. I'm shaking. I'm terrified. Please, if you have any respect for me, just go." 

She tried to physically push him back toward the bathroom, her eyes filled with tears of stress. But Varun grabbed her wrists, his grip firm and unyielding. 

Varun: "You're treating me like a stranger now? A few minutes ago, you were happy enough with me. Now that your son is home, you want to throw me out like a piece of used trash? That’s not how this works." 

Payal: "You don't understand the danger! Aryan is smart. He’s already suspicious!" 

Varun: "Then let’s make this quick. It won't take long, I promise. Just a few more minutes of your time." 

Payal: "I can't... I’m in pain, Varun. I’m exhausted and I can't take any more of this today. Just leave me be." 

Varun: "Is that so? Well, if you're too tired for one thing, surely we can find another way to pass the time. A way that doesn't require quite so much effort from you." 

With a slow, deliberate movement, Varun reached for the fastening of his trousers. The air in the room grew thick and heavy, the tension between them vibrating like a plucked string. 

Payal: "Please, Varun... listen to reason. My husband will be home soon too. The risk is too great." 

Varun: "Exactly. Time is ticking. So why waste it arguing? Let’s just enjoy the moment we have left." 

Payal: "And if I do this... if I give you what you want... you’ll leave immediately? No more games?" 

Varun: "I give you my word. As soon as I'm satisfied, I'm out the window and gone." 

Caught between the fear of her son and the relentless pressure of the man standing before her, Payal felt her resolve crumbling. She was trapped in a nightmare of her own making. Slowly, she lowered herself, her movements heavy with a mix of dread and a dark, undeniable attraction that she couldn't quite extinguish. 

Behind the door, Aryan watched the entire scene unfold through the narrow aperture of the keyhole. His blood was cold, his heart filled with a venomous rage. I knew it,  he thought, his knuckles turning white as he gripped the doorframe. I knew you were a snake, Varun. But to do this? To betray our friendship in my own home? And you, Mother... you have no shame left at all. 

Inside the room, the atmosphere was a suffocating blend of fear and forbidden intimacy. 

Varun: "Ah... see? That wasn't so hard, was it? You have a real talent for this, Payal. I find it hard to believe you’re as inexperienced as you claim. Tell me the truth—have you ever shown your husband this much devotion?" 

Payal: "Don't... don't talk about him. I've never done this for anyone but you." 

Varun: "Really? Then where did you pick up such impressive skills?" 

Payal: "It was that... that movie you gave me. I watched it when I was alone. I learned what I had to." 

Varun: "Is that all you learned? I'll have to bring you some more 'educational' material next time." 

Payal: "Stop talking! If you keep talking, it will take longer. Just... just finish so you can go. I can't stop thinking about my husband walking through that front door." 

Payal remained on the floor, her focus entirely on the task at hand, her mind a blur of guilt and survival instinct. Varun’s presence was overwhelming, his physical dominance in the room undisputed. He watched her with a predatory satisfaction, his hands moving to steady himself against her shoulders. 

Payal: "Varun, stop... you'm being too rough. I can't breathe when you push like that." 

Varun: "You're doing fine, Aunty. Just relax into it. You're the one who wanted to hurry, remember?" 

Payal: "I'm serious. If you won't be gentle, I'm stopping right now." 

Varun saw the genuine anger flashing in her eyes and realized he was pushing his luck. He took a breath, forcing himself to slow down, though the thrill of the situation was making his heart race. 

Varun: "Fine, fine. We’ll do it your way. Just don't stop." 

He leaned back, closing his eyes as he let himself be swept away by the sensation. Payal continued, her movements mechanical yet effective, her eyes fixed on the door as if she could see through the wood to her son standing on the other side. 

Payal: "What is wrong with you? Do you have ice in your veins? It’s been fifteen minutes, Varun! My jaw is aching, my head is spinning... I can't do this anymore." 

Varun: "Giving up so easily? We're just getting to the best part. Here, let me help you." 

Before she could protest, Varun took control. He reached down, his fingers lacing through her hair, and began to guide her with a renewed, forceful energy. Payal tried to pull back, shaking her head in a silent plea, but he was far stronger. He was no longer the polite guest; he was a man possessed by his own desires. 

Varun: "This is how it’s done, Payal. This is the real thing. You wanted to know what a real man feels like? Now you know." 

The room seemed to shrink around them. Payal was lost in a haze of discomfort and fear, her eyes wide and watering as she struggled to maintain her composure. She prayed to every god she knew for it to end, for the door to remain closed, for her life to return to some semblance of normalcy. 

Varun: "Almost there... just a little bit more... you’re doing so well for me, Aunty..." 

Outside, Aryan’s expression was a mask of cold, hard stone. Watching his mother in such a vulnerable, compromising position with his best friend was a trauma that would never truly leave him. He felt a twisted sense of justice in her struggle, a dark thought crossing his mind— You chose this, Mother. You invited this wolf into our home. Now you have to deal with the bite. 

He turned away from the door, his footsteps silent as he walked back to his room, his mind already beginning to forge a plan for a confrontation that would change the foundations of their family forever. Inside, the silence was broken only by the sound of heavy breathing and the ticking of the clock, marking the seconds of a betrayal that could never be undone. 

Varun  was no longer thinking about the danger or the fact that Payal’s son was just a few walls away. His only focus was his own mounting release. He increased his pace, his movements becoming more frantic and urgent as he reached the peak of his excitement. Within moments, he surrendered to the sensation, and Payal felt the warmth of his release. 

As the intensity of the moment faded, Varun’s grip on her finally loosened. The overwhelming tension that had held them both captive snapped like a dry twig. Sensing her opportunity, Payal didn't waste a single heartbeat. She used both hands to push against his chest, wrenching her head away from his grasp. Without a word, she scrambled to her feet and bolted toward the bathroom, her eyes blurred with tears of shame and exhaustion. 

Left alone in the bedroom, Varun didn't feel an ounce of guilt. Instead, a smug, triumphant grin spread across his face. He reached out and grabbed Payal’s discarded bra from the floor, using the delicate lace to casually clean himself up. 


Chapter 11 


Inside the bathroom, Payal stood over the washbasin, her chest heaving. She felt a wave of nausea wash over her—a physical manifestation of the emotional turmoil churning in her gut. She quickly rinsed her mouth, splashing cold water onto her face over and over again, trying to wash away not just the physical traces of Varun, but the lingering feeling of his touch. She stared at herself in the mirror; her eyes were red, and her skin was flushed. Taking a deep breath, she straightened her nighty and stepped back out into the room, determined to end this nightmare. 

While the secret encounter reached its end, Aryan sat in his room, the weight of what he had witnessed through the keyhole crushing the very soul out of him. He eventually moved away, unable to watch any longer, and retreated into the shadows of his own thoughts. 

Back in the bedroom, Payal faced Varun with a look of pure coldness. 

Payal: "What kind of monster are you, Varun? I told you to stop. I told you I didn't want this anymore. I absolutely hated how you forced yourself on me just now. Do you have any idea how uncomfortable and disgusted I feel?" 

Varun didn't even look ashamed. He just leaned back, a mocking smile playing on his lips as he watched her. 

Payal: "Don't just sit there smiling like an idiot. Get out. Get out of my house right now!" 

Varun: "Fine, fine, I’m going. But how am I supposed to leave? Is the coast clear?" 

Payal: "Wait here. Let me check if Aryan is still in the hallway." 

Payal crept to the door and peered out. The hallway was empty; Aryan had retreated into his room. She signaled frantically to Varun, who slipped out of the bedroom like a ghost and hurried toward the front door. Payal watched from the shadows as he disappeared into the night. Only then did she allow herself a long, shaky breath of relief. 

But the relief was short-lived. As she turned back toward the living room, her heart nearly stopped. Aryan was standing right there, watching her. 

Payal  gasped, her hand flying to her chest as her heart hammered against her ribs. She felt like a deer caught in headlights. Aryan, however, was a master of disguise. Even though his insides were screaming with rage and betrayal, his face remained a mask of calm, feigned ignorance. 

He looked at his mother. In her silk nighty, with her hair tousled and her face glowing from the recent encounter, she looked more vibrant than he had ever seen her. It sickened him to realize that another man—his own friend—was the cause of that glow. 

Aryan: "What’s wrong, Mom? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. Why are you so startled?" 

Payal: "I... I’m not scared. You just surprised me, standing there in the dark. I didn't hear you come out of your room." 

Aryan: "I see. And what are you doing standing by the front door at this hour?" 

Payal: "I was... just waiting for your father. I wanted to see if his car was pulling up." 

Aryan: "That’s strange. You’ve never waited by the door for him like this before." 

Payal: "Well, I saw it on a TV show today—how a devoted wife should wait for her husband. I thought I’d try it out." 

Aryan: "You’re certainly learning a lot of 'new things' from the TV lately, aren't you, Mom?" 

Payal: "Yes... well, it passes the time. You look like you’re heading out?" 

Aryan: "Yeah. I’m going to go see a friend. I need some fresh air." 

Aryan walked past her, the scent of her perfume—and the faint, lingering scent of Varun—filling his nostrils. He felt like he was going to vomit. He stepped out into the night and immediately dialed Varun’s number. 

Varun  answered on the third ring, his voice sounding entirely too cheerful. 

Varun: "Hey, Aryan! My brother! How’s it going?" 

Aryan: "You sound like you’re in a great mood, Varun. What’s the occasion?" 

Varun: "Life is good, man! Always happy. Where are you? Why don't you come over to my place? I’ve got a bottle of whiskey, and we can knock back a few pegs." 

Aryan: "Actually, that sounds exactly like what I need right now. I’ll be there in ten minutes." 

When Aryan arrived at Varun’s small apartment, he found his friend already pouring drinks. Aryan sat down, his eyes fixed on the man he used to trust above all others. 

Aryan: "So, Varun... where have you been hiding lately? You’ve been making yourself scarce." 

Varun: "Oh, you know how it is. A relative of mine hasn't been doing well, so I’ve been busy helping out with the family stuff." 

Aryan: "A relative? Are you sure it wasn't some 'sweetheart' you’ve been spending all your time with?" 

Varun: "Haha! No way, man! If I had found a woman like that, you’d be the first person I’d tell. You’re my best friend, after all." 

Inside, Aryan’s mind was screaming. 'Best friend? You hypocrite! You call me your brother while you’re destroying my family from the inside out. You’re a snake, Varun, and I hate you.' 

Aryan : "Stop talking and just pour the drink. My head is killing me." 

Aryan took the glass and downed the whiskey in one go, the burning liquid matching the fire in his chest. 

Varun: "Whoa, slow down! What’s the rush? We have the whole bottle." 

Aryan: "Pour another one. Now." 

As Aryan downed the second peg, Varun started to get worried. He had never seen Aryan this aggressive or this desperate to get drunk. 

Aryan: "Don't be a stingy bastard, Varun. Fill it up!" 

Varun: "Seriously, Aryan, what is wrong with you? You’re acting like someone just kicked your dog." 

Aryan: "Someone did a lot worse than that, Varun. I’ve been betrayed by the people I loved most. My own people have stabbed me in the back." 

Varun felt a cold chill run down his spine. Did Aryan know? He quickly finished his own drink to steady his nerves. 

Varun: "You’re talking in riddles, man. Just tell me what happened." 

Aryan: "Shut up! Just shut your mouth and make me another drink, you son of a b*tch!" 

Varun: "Hey! Watch your tongue, Aryan. I’m trying to be a friend here." 

Aryan didn't respond. He grabbed the bottle itself and took several long swigs, the alcohol clouding his vision but doing nothing to dull the pain in his heart. He slumped back onto the sofa, muttering curses under his breath until he finally succumbed to a dark, drunken sleep. 

Varun watched Aryan sleep, his mind racing. He wondered if Aryan truly knew the truth or if he was just lashing out from some other stress. 'If he knew, he would have attacked me,'  Varun reasoned. 'He’s probably just overwhelmed with school or something. Either way, I don't care. I got what I wanted.' 

Feeling bold, Varun pulled out his phone and called Payal. 

Payal: "Hello?" 

Varun: "Hey, Aunty. How are you feeling?" 

Payal: "I’m a nervous wreck, Varun! Aryan left in such a strange mood, and I haven't heard from him. I’m terrified he saw us." 

Varun: "Relax. He’s right here at my place. He came over to vent about some stuff. He’s fast asleep now. He didn't mention a thing about us. He seemed totally oblivious." 

Payal: "Thank God... I’ve been praying all night." 

Varun: "So, now that the danger has passed... when can I see you again? I can't stop thinking about you." 

Payal: "Are you insane? After everything that happened yesterday? I told you, that was a mistake. It should never have happened, and it will never  happen again. I’m in constant pain, Varun. My whole body aches, and the guilt is eating me alive. Don't ever call me for this again." 

She hung up before he could respond. Payal sat on her bed, her eyes filling with tears. Every muscle in her body felt bruised, and the emotional weight was even heavier. She felt cheap, used, and terrified of her own son. 

Aryan  woke up around 9:00 PM, his head throbbing with a massive hangover. He saw Varun sitting nearby, watching TV as if nothing was wrong. 

Aryan: "Shit... it’s nine o'clock already? Get up, you idiot! I have to go home." 

Varun: "Go if you want to go. I’m staying right here. Don't let the door hit you on the way out." 

Aryan stumbled out of the apartment and made his way home. The cool night air helped clear his head slightly, but the smell of stale whiskey still clung to his clothes. When he rang the doorbell, Payal opened it immediately, her face etched with worry. The moment she smelled the alcohol, her heart sank. 

Payal: "Where have you been? Your father and sister have been asking for you, and your phone was off!" 

Aryan: "I was with a friend. Leave me alone." 

Payal: "Which friend? And why do you smell like a distillery, Aryan? This isn't like you!" 

Aryan: "I said leave it! Stop acting like a detective and get off my back!" 

He pushed past her and slammed his bedroom door. Payal stood in the hallway, stunned. Her son had never spoken to her that way. She felt a deep sense of dread; the very thing she had tried to prevent—Aryan falling into a bad crowd—seemed to be happening right under her nose. 

The next morning, Payal waited until the house was empty before calling Varun again. 

Payal: "Varun, I need to know. Who was Aryan with yesterday? He came home drunk, and he was so disrespectful to me." 

Varun: "I told you, he was at my place for a bit, but then he said he was going to meet some other guys. I don't know who they were." 

Payal: "I’m so scared for him. He’s starting to hang out with the wrong people. Please, Varun, you’re his friend—try to find out what’s going on with him." 

Varun: "I'll see what I can find out, Aunty. Don't worry too much." 

Payal hung up, her mind a mess of contradictions. She was angry at herself for ever letting Varun into her life. She realized now that she had fallen into a trap. She had tried to "save" Aryan from bad influences, and in the process, she had compromised herself. 

While Payal was drowning in her own guilt, Varun was riding a high of ego and lust. He wasn't satisfied with just one encounter; he wanted more. He spent his afternoon at a juice stall near the college, basking in his perceived victory. 

The juice vendor, a man who knew all the local gossip, leaned over the counter with a knowing smirk. 

Vendor: "So, Varun... did you finally catch that big fish you were chasing? Or is she still leading you on a merry chase?" 

Varun: "Who are you talking about?" 

Vendor: "Oh, come on. Everyone knows you’ve been eyeing Payal. 


That woman is Amazing. Just looking at her makes a man lose his mind." 

Varun took a slow sip of his juice, a dark, confident light in his eyes. 

Varun: "Let me tell you something, my friend. When I set a trap, the fish doesn't stand a chance. I don't just go after the fish—I control the whole pond. She’s already on the net; she just doesn't know it yet. And believe me, the next time I reel her in, she won't be able to say no." 


Chapter 12 


The atmosphere at the juice stall was thick with the scent of citrus and whispered secrets. Sanjay, the juice vendor, wiped the counter with a greasy rag, a knowing smirk playing on his lips as he leaned in toward Varun. 

Sanjay: "I have to say, brother... That was quite a performance. You must have had the time of your life with that woman. She’s a real prize, isn't she?" 

Varun adjusted his collar, a look of arrogant satisfaction crossing his face. 

Varun: "Is that even a question, Sanjay? You saw her. But anyway, I should get moving. I have things to attend to." 

Sanjay: "Of course, brother. Take care." 

Varun walked away, but his mind stayed behind in that room with Payal. By the time he reached his own apartment, the memories were flooding back with a vengeance. He closed his eyes and could almost feel the softness of her skin and the frantic rhythm of her breath. The more he replayed the scene in his head, the more his desire flared up again, hot and demanding. He wanted her—right now. He wanted to go back, to find her, to reclaim that intensity. But he knew it wasn't that simple. Payal was a woman torn by guilt; she wasn't a girl he could just call up for a casual encounter.The taste of her was like a drug in his system, and the craving was starting to drive him mad. 

Meanwhile, back at her home, Payal lay motionless on her bed. It had been twenty-four hours since she had crossed the line with Varun, and the physical evidence was finally fading. The soreness that had plagued her movements was duller now, but the ache in her soul was sharper than ever. 

She stared at the ceiling, her mind a battlefield of regret. What have I done?  she thought, clutching the bedsheet tight. She felt like a stranger in her own skin, a woman who had betrayed her husband and her family for a moment of reckless passion. She told herself it was a mistake, a one-time lapse in judgment that would never happen again. 

But then, her thoughts shifted to Aryan. Her son had come home smelling of alcohol the night before, and the worry for him began to override her own shame. She had asked Varun to keep an eye on him, to find out who he was hanging out with, but Varun hadn't sent a single update. She realized then that staying close to Varun was a dangerous game—the further she was from him, the safer her secrets were. 

Payal: "I can't rely on him. If I want to know what my son is doing, I have to see it for myself." 

Determined to play the role of the protective mother, Payal stood up and dressed in a simple, elegant Salwar Suit (Dress). Every step was a reminder of yesterday’s intensity, her body still moving with a slight, tell-tale stiffness. Despite the discomfort, she hailed an auto-rickshaw and headed toward the college. 


The afternoon sun was brutal. By the time Payal arrived near the college gates, the heat was radiating off the pavement in shimmering waves. She stood on the sidewalk, scanning the crowds for Aryan, but the glare of the sun made her dizzy. She looked toward the juice stall. She hated the place now; she knew what went on in the back—the sordid dealings and the hidden encounters. She feared that if people saw her there, they would assume she was one of those  women. 

But the heat was winning. Her head throbbed, and her vision began to swim. Realizing she might faint right there on the street, she swallowed her pride and hurried toward the shade of Sanjay’s stall. 

Sanjay: "Well, look who it is! Madam, why were you standing out there in the sun like a statue? You should have come straight here." 

Payal wiped the sweat from her brow, her voice sharp with disdain. 

Payal: "I didn't want to come here at all, Sanjay. I know exactly how you make your living. It’s not from selling juice, is it? You run a disgusting operation here, right next to a place of education. You should be reported to the authorities." 

Sanjay’s face dropped into a look of exaggerated sorrow. He reached under the counter and quickly typed a message to Varun: She is here. 

Sanjay : "Madam, why would you want to kick a poor man when he’s down? I provided you a service yesterday without asking for a single rupee, and this is how you repay me? By wishing me in a jail cell?" 

Payal: "Because that is where people like you belong. You profit from indecency." 

Sanjay: "Fine. If you hate my work so much, will you find me a better job? Will you pay my rent and buy my food?" 

Payal: "I... I can't do that. You know I can't." 

Sanjay: "Then please, don't lecture me. It’s easy to talk about morality when your stomach is full. If I only sold juice, I would starve within a week." 

Payal went silent, the heat and his words draining her anger. 

Sanjay: "Look, madam, you’re pale. Go to the shack in the back. Sit down and rest before you collapse. I’ll bring you something cold." 

Payal: "Maybe you’re right. I’ll go. And... what is your name? I never asked." 

Sanjay: "Everyone calls me Sanjay, madam." 

Payal: "I’m sorry, Sanjay. I shouldn't have been so harsh." 

Sanjay: "Forget it, madam. I'm just a poor man; your insults don't hurt as much as hunger does." 

Payal felt a pang of guilt. She turned and walked toward the small shack, pulling the heavy curtain aside and stepping into the dim, slightly cooler interior. 



The Unplanned Encounter 

She hadn't been sitting for more than ten minutes when the curtain rustled. She expected Sanjay with a glass of juice, but instead, the tall, confident silhouette of Varun stepped inside. Payal gasped, her heart jumping into her throat. 

Payal: "You! What are you doing here?" 

Varun smiled, that same predatory, charming smile that always managed to unarm her. 

Varun: "I saw you walking this way, Aunty. I couldn't just let you sit here all by yourself, could I?" 

Payal: "Varun, please. I told you yesterday—I don't want to see you. You have to understand that this needs to stop." 

Varun: "Why? What did I do that was so terrible?" 

He didn't wait for an answer. He walked over and sat down on the narrow wooden bench, his thigh pressing against hers. He reached out and draped an arm over her shoulder, his fingers lightly brushing the skin of her neck. Payal felt a shiver run down her spine—a terrifying mix of fear and an unwanted, rising heat. 

Payal: "Get off me, Varun!" 

She tried to stand up, but he was faster. He grabbed her wrist and gently but firmly pulled her back down beside him. 

Varun: "Where are you going in such a hurry? We just started talking." 

Payal: "Varun, listen to me! This is wrong. I am your friend’s mother. Have you no shame? Think about Aryan!" 

Instead of answering, Varun leaned in, his eyes locking onto hers. Before she could utter another word of protest, he pulled her into a forceful kiss. Payal’s world spun. She tried to push him away, her hands flat against his chest, but her resistance was weak. Deep down, a treacherous part of her remembered the pleasure he had given her—a pleasure her husband had never mastered. 

As his lips moved against hers, the walls she had built up began to crumble. The friction of her chest against his solid frame sent sparks through her body. She tried to keep her mouth shut, tried to remain a passive participant, but the heat between them was too much. Finally, she sighed into the kiss, her tongue meeting his in a desperate, forbidden dance. 

Payal: "Varun... no... we can't... mmm..." 

He ignored her words, focusing instead on the way her body was beginning to melt into his. He moved his mouth to the sensitive skin of her neck, his hands wandering down to find the curves of her body through the fabric of her suit. 

Payal: "Please... not here. Someone will hear. Aaaaaah... stop it, Varun!" 

Varun: "If I don't touch you now, I’ll go crazy, Payal. Ever since yesterday, there’s been a fire in me that won't go out." 

Payal: "Then go find a girl your own age! Someone who fits you! If we get caught, our lives are over!" 

Varun: "Nobody is coming in here. Sanjay is watching the door. Just relax." 

Payal was terrified. The shack was flimsy—made of rusted tin sheets and a simple cloth curtain. Outside, she could hear the muffled sounds of students laughing and the clinking of glasses. The thought of being discovered was a cold blade at her throat, yet the sensation of his hands was like a warm tide pulling her under. 

He reached for the neckline of her suit, his hands slipping inside to find the soft skin beneath. 

Payal: "Varun! You’ll tear the fabric! Stop!" 

He didn't stop. He pushed his hand deeper, finding the lace of her bra and squeezing with a rough, desperate intensity. 

Payal: "Aaaaahhh! Varun, gently! You’re hurting me!" 

Varun: "Pain and pleasure are two sides of the same coin, Payal. You know you want this." 

Payal: "I have to go... really... just... oh, god..." 

Varun: "Just a few more minutes. I just want to feel you." 

He became more aggressive, his fingers pinching and kneading her with a hunger that made Payal let out a loud, sharp cry of both protest and arousal. 



The Arrival of the Son 

Outside, the sound of Payal’s muffled cry reached the ears of Sanjay. He stood up, his heart racing. He knew the situation was spiraling out of control, but what he saw next made his blood turn to ice. 

Aryan was walking straight toward the stall. 

Aryan: "Hey, Sanjay. Have you seen Varun today? I’ve been looking for him." 

Sanjay’s voice cracked as he tried to remain calm. 

Sanjay: "No, Aryan. I haven't seen him all day. Maybe he’s at the library?" 

But there was another student nearby, a boy who had seen Varun enter the shack just minutes ago. 

Student: "What are you talking about, Sanjay? I just saw Varun go into the back shack ten minutes ago. Why are you lying?" 

Sanjay turned pale, his hands trembling as he fumbled with a juice glass. 

Sanjay: "Oh... right. I... I must have forgotten. He did go in there, but I think he left through the back." 

Aryan: "You forgot? Since when do you have a bad memory, Sanjay? You’re acting like a shifty bastard. What’s going on?" 

Sanjay: "Nothing! It’s just... there’s a couple in there right now. You can't go in. It’s private." 

Student: "A couple? I bet Varun found himself a girl and brought her here. Let’s go see who the lucky lady is, Aryan!" 

Sanjay stepped in front of the path, his voice desperate. 

Sanjay: "No! You can't do that. It’s against the rules of the stall!" 

Suddenly, a sharp, high-pitched moan echoed from behind the curtain—a woman’s voice, strained and filled with emotion. 

Student: "Whoa! Did you hear that? That didn't sound like a young girl. That sounded like an older woman. Varun has some interesting tastes!" 

Aryan froze. The sound of that voice sent a chill through his soul. It sounded familiar—terrifyingly familiar. His mind flashed back to the previous evening, to the smell of perfume and the locked bedroom door. A dark, sickening suspicion began to take root in his mind. 

Aryan: "Move aside, Sanjay. I’m going in." 

Sanjay: "Aryan, please... don't make a scene. It’s just business." 

Student: "Come on, Aryan! Let's see what’s going on!" 

Aryan looked at the shack, then back at Sanjay’s guilty face. He realized that if he walked in there and found what he feared, his life would be destroyed in an instant. He couldn't face the truth—not in front of his friends, not in public. 

Aryan: "Forget it. It’s none of my business what Varun does in his spare time. Sanjay, you’ve turned this place into a damn brothel." 

Student: "Aww, come on, Aryan! Don't you want to see?" 

Aryan: "I said forget it!" 

Aryan turned on his heel and walked away, his heart a heavy stone in his chest. But he didn't go far. He crossed the street and ducked behind a parked van, his eyes fixed on the entrance to the shack. He was going to wait. He was going to stay there until that curtain moved, and he was going to see exactly who came out of that room with Varun. 

The air was hot, the street was noisy, but for Aryan, everything had gone deathly silent. He stood in the shadows, a hunter waiting for the truth to emerge from the darkness. 

Inside the secluded shack, the air was thick with tension as Varun continued to playfully tease Payal, his hands moving over her curves with a confident familiarity. He was determined to ensure she was fully caught up in the heat of the moment before they went any further. At one point, he reached for the hem of her kurti, attempting to lift it and expose her to his gaze, but Payal quickly caught his hand and pressed it down. She was still terrified of their surroundings; the thin walls of the shack offered little real privacy, and she knew that if someone were to burst in, she wouldn't be able to cover herself in time. Understanding her fear, Varun didn't push the issue, choosing instead to focus on the emotional and physical connection they were building. 

Payal, her voice trembling with a mix of anxiety and a deep-seated longing she could no longer deny, looked at him and spoke. 

Payal: "Listen, Varun, if you’re going to do this, please just do it quickly. Stop playing around and wasting time. I know you won't let me leave here until you’ve satisfied this hunger of yours." 

While her words sounded like a complaint—as if she were merely submitting to his will out of necessity—deep down, Payal’s body was betrayed by a desperate itch that only he could scratch. The fire Varun had ignited within her was burning white-hot, and the thought of leaving without finding release was unbearable. She knew that if they stopped now, she would spend the entire night tossing and turning, haunted by the unfinished business between them. 

Varun finally pulled his hand away from her and adjusted his clothing. He reached for the fastening of his jeans, the metallic click of the zipper sounding loud in the small space. As he stepped out of his trousers, Payal’s eyes widened, a sudden spark of intense attraction flashing in her gaze. Looking at his strong, masculine form, she felt a sudden, primal urge to lean forward and taste him, to lose herself in him completely. However, she held herself back, waiting for him to take the lead. 

Instead of asking her to do anything, Varun stood before her, his own excitement evident. He watched her for a moment, enjoying the way her gaze lingered on him. Payal felt her mouth go dry with anticipation, but her pride kept her from showing just how much she wanted him. She didn't want him to know how deeply he had affected her. 

Varun reached out and gently took her hand, pulling her to her feet. With steady fingers, he began to undo the drawstring of her salwar. He moved slowly, his eyes never leaving hers as he eased the garment down, taking her lace undergarments with them. Payal stood before him, feeling vulnerable yet empowered by the way he looked at her. Varun then sank to his knees, pressing soft, lingering kisses against the sensitive skin of her thighs. The sensation sent waves of electricity through her, and she couldn't help but let out a long, shaky breath. 

Payal: "Oh... Varun... please... be gentle..." 

She felt a strange mixture of ticklishness and pure, unadulterated pleasure. 

Varun: "I am being gentle, Aunty. I want you to feel every bit of this. I don't want to rush the magic." 

Payal: "I don't need magic... I just... I just need you to finish so I can go home." 

She said the words aloud, but her heart wasn't in them. Inside, she was melting. 

Varun: "I'll hurry, but first, I’ve been dreaming about tasting you all night long. I couldn't sleep thinking about how sweet you are." 

He reached out, his hands guiding her as he leaned in to worship her with his lips and tongue. Payal felt her knees go weak as he found her most sensitive spots. The dam of her self-control finally broke. 

Payal: "Aah... yes... right there... oh, Varun, that feels incredible..." 

Seeing her finally surrender to the pleasure, Varun felt a surge of triumph. He continued his intimate assault until Payal was gripping his shoulders, her head thrown back in ecstasy. 

Payal: "I can't take it anymore... please, Varun, I need to feel you inside me. Now!" 

Varun: "Whatever you want, darling. Just tell me." 

He helped her up onto the sturdy wooden bench that sat in the corner of the shack. Following his whispered instructions, Payal moved into a delicate, suggestive position, her back to him. 

Payal: "Please... remember to be careful." 

Varun: "Don't worry. I've got you. I'll take care of you." 

Standing behind her, Varun took a moment to admire the view. He felt a sudden, dark impulse to push her boundaries, but he quickly dismissed it. He didn't want to hurt her or cause her to scream out and alert anyone nearby. Instead, he leaned forward, pressing his body against hers. The contact was electric. Because she was already so ready for him, he slid home with surprising ease. 

Payal: "Oh!... Aah... yes..." 

The sensation of him filling her was overwhelming. As he began to move, a rhythmic, slow pace that matched the beating of her heart, Payal felt the last of her tension evaporate. The pain she had feared was nowhere to be found, replaced instead by a deep, pulsing satisfaction. 

Payal: "It feels so good... Varun... don't stop... just like that... oh, yes!" 

Varun: "I'm not going anywhere. I'm all yours." 

He increased the depth of his movements, his hands reaching around to hold her hips, guiding their rhythm. He felt a profound connection to her in that moment, a sense of shared intimacy that transcended the physical. As he pushed deeper, Payal let out a series of soft, melodious moans that filled the tiny shack. 

Payal: "I don't know how you do it... you have some kind of power over me. You make me forget who I am... you’re like a magician, Varun." 

Varun: "It's not magic, Payal. It's just us. It's your beauty that brings this out in me." 

Payal: "I told you... don't call me Aunty when we're like this. Aah... yes! Harder, Varun! More!" 

In response, Varun gripped her more firmly, his pace becoming more urgent and primal. 

Varun: "Anything for you, my darling. Sorry." 

The shack was filled with the rhythmic sounds of their passion. Payal moved with him, her body acting on instinct as she sought to maximize the sensation. She felt as though she were burning up, a fever of desire that only he could soothe. 

Outside, the sounds of their intimacy reached the ears of Sanjay, the juice vendor. The raw emotion in Payal’s voice was more than he could handle. Fearing that someone passing by might hear and call the police, he decided to take action. He walked to the front of his stall and pulled down the heavy metal shutter, plunging the area into semi-darkness. He then crept to the back, pulling aside a small corner of the curtain to catch a glimpse of the action. All he could see was the pale, shimmering skin of Payal’s back and hips, but even that was enough to leave him breathless. 

Inside, Payal and Varun were lost to the world. They were two souls entwined in a desperate, beautiful struggle for release. Varun was moving at full speed now, his body colliding with hers in a steady, powerful beat. 

Varun: "You're so beautiful... I'm going to make sure you never forget this feeling." 

Payal: "Just... just don't stop... oh, god, Varun, I'm almost there! Aah!" 

The intensity reached a fever pitch. Suddenly, Payal pulled back, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. 

Payal: "Wait... stop for a second. I want to be on top. I want to look at you." 

Varun: "Really? Just a minute ago you were too shy to even show me your face." 

Payal: "I saw a video... I want to try it. Please." 

Varun obliged, pulling away and lying back on the bench. Payal climbed over him, her movements graceful and confident. She took control, guiding him home and then beginning a slow, rhythmic dance above him. 

Payal: "This is... incredible. I can feel everything." 

Varun: "It's better when you're in control, isn't it? But let me help you get even deeper." 

He reached up, his hands gripping her waist and pulling her down firmly. The added depth made Payal cry out in a mixture of shock and pure delight. 

Payal: "Oh!... You're so naughty, Varun!" 

Varun: "And you love it." 

They continued their dance, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. Payal was no longer the reluctant participant; she was a woman fully awakened to her own desires. She moved with a ferocity that surprised even Varun, her hips moving in a frantic, joyous rhythm. 

After a few more minutes of intense passion, Varun turned her over once more, needing to finish what they had started. He moved with a renewed energy, his every fiber focused on the woman beneath him. 

Payal: "Yes!... Oh, Varun... I'm coming! I'm coming!" 

Varun: "Me too, baby! Me too!" 

The end came in a sudden, overwhelming rush of emotion and sensation. They collapsed into each other's arms, their hearts racing as one. For a long time, neither spoke, the only sound the heavy breathing of two people who had just shared something profound. 

Finally, Varun pulled away, helping Payal to tidy herself up. She used her discarded undergarments to clean herself, her face still flushed with the afterglow of their encounter. She quickly dressed, her movements efficient and practiced. 

Payal: "You... you really almost killed me today, Varun. I've never felt anything like that." 

Varun: "If you don't feel like you're dying, you're not doing it right." 

Payal: "I have to go. It’s late." 

Varun: "Go ahead. I'll wait a few minutes before I follow. It's safer that way." 

Payal stepped out of the shack and found Sanjay waiting by the shutter. 

Payal: "Why is the shutter down, Sanjay?" 

Sanjay: "Oh... it’s just my lunch break, madam. You can slip out through the bottom here." 

Payal ducked under the shutter and stepped out into the street. The road was quiet now; the college students had long since gone home. She hurried away, her heart still fluttering. Little did she know that from a distance, her son Aryan was watching. He saw her emerge, then a few minutes later, he saw Varun follow. The puzzle pieces finally fell into place, and a cold, hard resolve began to form in his chest. 


Chapter 13 



Aryan remained hidden in the shadows, his eyes fixed on the small, dilapidated juice stall. He didn't have to wait long. A few minutes after Payal had hurried away, looking flustered and disheveled, Varun stepped out of the shack, adjusting his clothes with a smug, self-satisfied grin. Watching this sequence of events unfold, a wave of white-hot fury washed over Aryan. His fists clenched at his sides, and his jaw tightened so hard it ached. He wasn't a fool; the evidence was laid out right in front of him. A twisted game was being played, and his mother and his so-called friend were the lead players. 

Despite the rage boiling in his veins, Aryan knew he couldn't confront them right there in the open. He felt powerless, trapped between the shock of the betrayal and the need to know the full extent of the truth. As he saw his mother turning the corner, heading back toward their neighborhood, he realized he had to get home before she did. He quickly slipped away, moving through the back alleys to ensure he wouldn't be spotted, his mind racing with dark thoughts about the secret life his mother was leading. 

Meanwhile, Varun hummed a tune to himself, walking in the opposite direction, feeling like the king of the world. However, Payal’s mind was in a state of utter chaos. As she walked, the adrenaline began to fade, replaced by a nagging sense of emptiness. Suddenly, she stopped dead in her tracks, her hand flying to her mouth. In her haste to leave the shack and hide her shame, she had forgotten a crucial piece of evidence. She had left her undergarments behind on that wooden bench. 

Panic, cold and sharp, gripped her heart. She couldn't leave them there. If Sanjay found them, or worse, if a stranger stumbled upon them, her reputation would be decimated. She spun around and began to move back toward the juice stall, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. 

She hadn't gone very far, so it only took her a few minutes to reach the stall again. To her dismay, the heavy metal shutter was pulled down almost to the ground. It looked closed from the outside, but she noticed a small gap at the bottom—the same way she had exited just moments ago. Without a second thought, she knelt down and slid underneath the cold metal, disappearing into the dim interior of the shop. 

The main area of the stall was empty. Sanjay was nowhere to be seen. Payal let out a small sigh of relief, thinking he might have stepped out to run an errand or grab a meal. 

“This is good,”  she thought to herself, her eyes darting around the shadows. “If he’s not here, I can grab it and leave without having to explain why I came back. What would I even tell him? That I’m looking for my lost dignity?” 

She moved toward the small shack in the back, her footsteps silent on the dusty floor. As she reached the heavy cloth curtain, she reached out to pull it aside, but she froze. A faint light was glowing from within, and she heard a strange, rhythmic sound accompanied by a low, gravelly breathing. 

Holding her breath, she peeked through a tiny slit in the curtain. The sight that met her eyes felt like a physical blow to the stomach. 

Sanjay, the man she had looked down upon with such disdain, was sitting on the very bench where she had been lying with Varun only minutes before. He was hunched over, his eyes glued to his mobile phone screen, which was propped up against a crate. In one hand, he held Payal’s lace underwear, pressing the fabric firmly against his face, inhaling deeply as if it were the finest perfume in the world. His other hand was busy beneath his waist, moving with a frantic, desperate energy. 

Payal felt a wave of nausea roll over her. She watched, paralyzed with shock, as the light from the phone illuminated Sanjay's features. He was a man in his late thirties or early forties, his skin dark and weathered, his frame lean and wiry. But as her eyes traveled down, she gasped silently. His physical state was imposing, possessing a raw, rugged power that rivaled even Varun. 

But the physical shock was nothing compared to the psychological horror of what she saw next. As she squinted at the phone screen, she realized what he was watching. It wasn't some random video from the internet. It was a clear, high-definition recording of her and Varun from just a few minutes ago. Sanjay had hidden a camera in the shack. He had recorded every touch, every moan, and every forbidden moment of their encounter. 

The realization hit her like a tidal wave. She was being blackmailed—or worse. Her stomach churned as she watched Sanjay’s excitement peak. He let out a choked groan, his body shuddering as he reached his climax, the evidence of his arousal spilling over the very fabric she had come back to retrieve. He then used the garment to clean himself, his movements casual and devoid of any shame, before tossing it back onto the bench with a sigh of satisfaction. 

As he stood up and started heading toward the curtain, Payal snapped out of her trance. She turned and scrambled toward the front of the shop, trying to be as quiet as possible, but she wasn't fast enough. Just as she reached the shutter, a voice boomed through the darkness, stopping her cold. 

Sanjay: "Well, well... back so soon, Madam? I thought you had seen enough of my humble shop for one day." 

Payal slowly turned around, her face pale and her hands trembling. She tried to find her voice, her mind scrambling for a lie that sounded even remotely believable. 

Payal: "I... I realized I dropped something. Something important. I thought I’d just pop back in and grab it before you closed up for good." 

Sanjay stepped into the faint light, a predatory, knowing smirk playing on his thin lips. He looked at her with an intensity that made her skin crawl. 

Sanjay: "I was just inside, Madam. I didn't see you. I thought you might have left for good." 

Payal: "I... I didn't want to disturb you. I saw the shutter was down and thought you were busy." 

Sanjay: "Oh, I was busy, Madam. Very busy. But please, don't let me stop you. Go and get what you came for. It’s right where you left it." 

His tone was mocking, filled with a hidden meaning that made Payal’s blood run cold. She hurried back to the shack, her heart pounding. She snatched her undergarments from the bench, not even wanting to look at the stains that now marred the fabric. She shoved them deep into her purse, her fingers shaking so much she nearly dropped the bag. 

As she walked back out, Sanjay was leaning against the counter, watching her every move. 

Sanjay: "Did you find it? Everything you were looking for?" 

Payal: "Yes. I’m leaving now." 

Sanjay: "So, tell me, Madam... are you still planning on calling the police? Still think a man like me belongs in a jail cell? It seems to me this little 'disgusting operation' of mine is actually quite useful for a lady like yourself." 

He let out a sharp, mocking laugh that echoed in the empty shop. Payal felt a flash of pure, unadulterated hatred. 

Payal: "You don't deserve a jail cell, Sanjay. You deserve to rot in hell for what you are. I’m going." 

Sanjay: "I’m sure we’ll see each other again very soon, Madam. After all, we have so much to talk about now." 

Payal didn't reply. She ducked under the shutter and ran into the street, not stopping until she was several blocks away. Her mind was a whirlwind of fear and desperation. The image of the video on Sanjay's phone played on a loop in her head. If that video ever got out, her life, her marriage, and her relationship with her son would be destroyed. 

Her first instinct was to call Varun, to tell him what had happened and beg him to fix it. But as she reached for her phone, she hesitated. Varun was impulsive and hot-headed. If he found out Sanjay had recorded them, he might do something violent, something that would only make the situation a thousand times worse. No, she had to handle this herself. She had to find a way to neutralize the threat before it exploded. 

Taking a deep breath to steady her voice, she dialed the number for the juice stall. 

Sanjay: "Hello? Lost something else already, have we?" 

Payal: "Listen to me, Sanjay. I need your help. And I think you know exactly what I’m talking about." 

Sanjay: "Help? From a 'disgusting' man like me? I’m honored, Madam. But what could a simple juice seller possibly do for a lady of your stature?" 

Payal: "Cut the act. I know you have a video. I saw you watching it." 

There was a brief silence on the other end of the line, followed by a low, throaty chuckle. 

Sanjay: "You’re a sharp one, I’ll give you that. Yes, I have a recording. A very... high-quality recording. You and your friend put on quite a show." 

Payal: "Please... I’m begging you. Delete it. I’ll give you whatever you want. Money, jewelry... just tell me your price and delete that video." 

Sanjay’s voice took on a darker, more serious tone. The playful mockery was gone, replaced by something much more dangerous. 

Sanjay: "Money is a fine thing, Madam, but there are some things money can't buy. You said you’d give me whatever  I want. Are you sure you’re ready to make that kind of promise?" 

Payal: "I’ll do anything. Just please, don't let anyone else see it. It would ruin me." 

Sanjay: "Fine. I’ll keep the video safe for now. But you and I are going to have to reach an understanding. I’ll be in touch. And remember, Madam... I’m watching you." 

He hung up before she could say another word. Payal stood in the middle of the sidewalk, the phone still pressed to her ear, feeling a strange mix of terror and relief. The immediate threat was contained, but at what cost? She had just made a deal with a devil, and she had no idea what he was going to ask for in return. 

She walked the rest of the way home in a daze, her body feeling heavy and exhausted. When she finally pushed open the door to her apartment, she was startled to see Aryan sitting on the sofa, his eyes fixed on the television. 

Aryan: "Where have you been, Mom? It’s late. I was starting to get worried." 

Payal tried to force a smile, but it felt brittle and fake. 

Payal: "Oh, sorry, I... I ran into an old friend from the market. We lost track of time talking. You know how it is." 

Aryan turned his head to look at her, his expression unreadable. 

Aryan: "An old friend? I didn't know you had any friends around here. You usually stay so close to home." 

Payal: "Well, she’s new to the area. We just met recently, and we really hit it off." 

Aryan: "I see. You should be careful, though. The world is a strange place these days. Sometimes the people you think you know are the ones who end up hurting you the most. You never know who’s hiding a knife behind their back." 

The words felt like a direct accusation. Payal felt a cold sweat break out on her forehead. 

Payal: "I'm sure she’s fine, Aryan. You worry too much. Anyway, have you eaten? I can make you something." 

Aryan: "I already ate, Mom. Don't worry about me. You look exhausted. Why don't you go take a bath and rest? I’ll finish watching this." 

Payal: "Yes... a bath sounds like a wonderful idea. I’ll see you in the morning." 

She retreated to her bedroom, closing and locking the door behind her. She leaning against the wood, her eyes welling with tears. She reached into her purse and pulled out the ruined undergarments, the sight of them a stark reminder of the mess she had made of her life. She shoved them back into the bag, unable to even look at them. 

She began to undress, her movements slow and weary. As she unhooked her bra, she caught a glimpse of herself in the full-length mirror. Her skin was marked with faint red bruises where Varun had been too rough, a physical manifestation of the secrets she was carrying. She reached out and touched the marks, a sob escaping her throat. 

“What have I become?”  she whispered to the empty room. 

She walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower, letting the hot water wash over her. She stood there for a long time, the steam filling the room, as she scrubbed her skin with a desperate intensity. She focused on the areas where she felt the most tainted, her hands moving over her body as if she could wash away the memories of the day. 

Finally, she stepped out of the shower and dried herself, her skin raw and red from the scrubbing. She pulled on a simple cotton nightgown and sat on the edge of her bed, staring out the window at the city lights. She knew that her life would never be the same. The shadow of the juice stall, the weight of the video, and the cold gaze of her son were all closing in on her. 

She lay back on the pillows, closing her eyes, but sleep was a long way off. In the silence of the night, she could still hear the echo of Sanjay’s laugh and the sound of the camera clicking, recording the moment she lost everything. 


Payal and Aryan sat together on the sofa, their eyes fixed on the television screen, but the silence between them felt heavy. Seeking a moment to impart some motherly wisdom, Payal turned to her son and spoke with a tone of deep concern. 
Payal: "You know, son, the world has become a very dangerous and deceptive place lately. You really need to be extremely careful about the people you choose to call your friends. Young men like you often struggle to tell the difference between a good influence and a bad one; unfortunately, the wrong path often looks much more exciting and attractive than the right one." 
Aryan: "You’re absolutely right, Mom. One has to be incredibly cautious. The world is full of backstabbers and fake people who hide behind the mask of friendship, only to do things to you that even a bitter enemy wouldn't dream of doing." 
Payal’s intent was to warn him against the "bad crowd"—the boys who spent their days smoking, drinking, or wasting their lives away instead of focusing on their studies. She wanted him to stay far away from the aimless wanderers of the streets. However, Aryan’s response carried a double meaning that she didn't quite catch. He wasn't just talking about strangers; he was indirectly venting his fury regarding the betrayal he felt from his mother and his best friend, Varun. 
Payal: "Look, the students at your current college... they aren't exactly from the best backgrounds. They don't come from families with the same values and standards that we have. It would be much better for your future if you kept a healthy distance from them. It’s only a matter of two years; after that, I promise we will move your admissions to a prestigious institution where you’ll be surrounded by better peers. If you keep hanging around these people, you’ll inevitably end up just like them." 
Aryan: "I couldn't agree more, Mom. Our college is a breeding ground for filth. Every single day, there’s some new, disgusting scandal breaking out. Just take today, for example. I was passing by that juice stall right next to the campus, and I witnessed things you wouldn't even believe. There were these strange, muffled sounds coming from the shack in the back. Apparently, a student from my college had taken some woman inside for a secret encounter. Can you imagine anything more revolting and shameless than that?" 
Upon hearing this, a cold sweat broke out across Payal’s forehead. Her heart skipped a beat, and a wave of pure terror washed over her. She gripped the edge of the sofa, wondering if her son had truly seen her. 
Payal: "Did... did anyone actually see who the woman was?" 
Aryan: "No, nobody got a good look at her. But judging by the sounds, everyone was saying she sounded like an older woman. It's just pathetic." 
Payal felt a wave of relief wash over her, her muscles finally relaxing slightly. 
Payal: "Well, then you must promise me you’ll never stop at that place again. It’s not a fit environment for someone from a respectable family like ours." 
Deep inside, Aryan was screaming with rage. “You hypocrite,”  he thought bitterly. “You go there yourself to enjoy the forbidden company of a younger man, yet you have the nerve to tell me it’s not a respectable place?”  But despite his internal fury, he remained a coward in front of his mother, unable to find the courage to confront her directly. 
Aryan: "Fine, Mom. I’ll keep that in mind." 
Payal retreated to her bedroom, her mind spinning. As she sat on the edge of her bed, she agonized over what would have happened if Aryan had discovered the truth. How could she have ever looked him in the eye again? To the outside world, she was still a virtuous, traditional woman—a "Loyal Women." Even though Varun had shattered her vows of loyalty to her husband, she still held onto her moral values in her heart. Aryan’s words had stung her deeply, making her feel a profound sense of self-loathing. 
She realized that when she was in the heat of the moment, her physical craving for Varun made her forget everything else . But now that the fire had been extinguished by their intense encounter, her conscience had returned with a vengeance. She was consumed by fear and guilt. Finally, she made a firm resolution: she would never speak to Varun again. But a nagging doubt remained—how would she stop him? He would call, he would message, and if she ignored him, he might even show up at her front door. 
While she was lost in these anxious thoughts, her husband, Vikram, walked into the room. 
Payal: "Oh! You're home early?" 
Vikram: "Yes, and I have some news. The company is sending me away for a week-long business trip." 
Payal: "A trip? It seems like these trips are always just for you. Why don't you ever take us along? We could all use a vacation." 
Vikram: "I’d love to, but what about the children's college schedules?" 
Payal: "The college is actually closing for a week starting tomorrow. It’s the perfect timing." 
Vikram: "Is that so? Well, in that case, I’ll tell the office to book tickets for the whole family. Tell the kids to pack their bags; we have to leave early tomorrow morning." 
Payal: "That’s wonderful! I’ll go tell them right now." 
The next morning, the family was ready and heading to the airport. In a desperate attempt to cut ties with her secret life, Payal intentionally left her mobile phone behind at the house, hidden away so she wouldn't be tempted to check it. 
Meanwhile, Varun had no idea they had left town. He tried calling Payal all morning, but her phone remained switched off. He assumed she had simply forgotten to charge it. Eventually, he called Aryan, only to be shocked by the news that the entire family had gone on a week-long vacation and wouldn't be back for seven days. Varun felt a sudden, hollow ache in his chest; he was already missing her presence. Shortly after, he received word that a relative in another city had fallen ill, and he was forced to travel away as well. 
During the trip, Payal did her best to enjoy herself. She focused all her energy on her children, trying to bury the memory of Varun. While Vikram was tied up in business meetings, Payal, Aryan, and Ananya explored the sights and sounds of the new city. For a few days, she almost managed to forget the scandals of the juice stall. 
However, after a few days of constant sightseeing, exhaustion began to set in. One morning, Aryan and Ananya came to her room, buzzing with excitement about a new movie that had just been released. 
Aryan: "Come on, Mom! Get ready quickly, we're going to the cinema!" 
Payal: "No, son, you two go ahead. I’m honestly exhausted from all the walking we’ve done. I think I’ll just stay back at the hotel and relax today." 
Despite their teasing, Payal stayed firm. She watched them leave, then settled onto the bed to watch some television. But after an hour of mindless channel surfing, boredom began to creep in. She turned off the TV and walked out onto the balcony, staring at the cityscape. 
Suddenly, the sound of loud, boisterous laughter echoed from the hallway. Intrigued and having nothing else to do, Payal walked to her door and looked through the keyhole. She saw a woman, roughly her own age, and a young man who looked to be in his mid-twenties. They were laughing and leaning into each other as they fumbled with their room key. They certainly didn't look like a married couple; the age gap was obvious, yet they were clinging to each other with a raw, undeniable passion. As they finally got the door open, Payal saw the woman reach out and playfully touch the young man in a way that left no doubt about their intentions. 
The sight sent a jolt of electricity through Payal. Her own dormant desires began to stir. She waited until their door clicked shut, then she cautiously opened her own door and stepped out into the hallway. She found herself drawn to the door of the neighboring room. Leaning in close, she could hear their voices clearly through the wood. 
Young Man: "My god, you are absolutely insatiable! We’ve been at this since last night, and you still want more? Do you treat your husband this way too?" 
Woman: "My husband? Please! That man is like a tired old dog; he hasn't had any real life in him for years. That’s why I seek out strong, young men like you to satisfy the hunger he can't even touch. Now, quit talking and show me what you’ve got!" 
A moment later, the sounds of unrestrained passion began to filter through the door. Payal hurried back to her own room, her heart racing and her body trembling. The resolve she had built up over the last few days crumbled in an instant. She missed the fire. She missed the intensity. Most of all, she missed Varun. 
That evening, when Vikram returned from his meetings and the children came back from the movie, the family gathered for dinner before heading to bed. Once they were alone in their room, Payal felt a desperate need for connection. She approached her husband, her voice a low whisper. 
Payal: "Vikram... it’s been a while. Can we... you know?" 
Vikram looked up from his paperwork, appearing slightly annoyed by the interruption. 
Vikram: "Really, Payal? I’ve had such a long day. I'm exhausted." 
Payal: "Please, Vikram. Just for a little while?" 
Reluctantly, he agreed. Payal quickly undressed, her heart hoping for a spark that she knew deep down was missing. Vikram joined her, but his movements were mechanical and lacked any real heat. 
Payal: "Can we... can we try to make it special tonight? Seduce me a little?" 
Vikram: "I’m doing my best, Payal. Let's just get on with it." 
Payal tried everything she could think of to ignite a flame. She initiated a long, lingering kiss, but Vikram didn't seem to know how to respond. Desperate, she tried to take matters into her own hands, attempting to stimulate him the way she had learned with Varun. But compared to the raw power and size she had grown accustomed to, Vikram felt small and uninspiring. His age was showing, and he struggled to maintain any real momentum. 
Finally, she whispered a request that she had once found unthinkable. 
Payal: "Vikram... would you... would you try tasting me? Like we saw in those movies?" 
Vikram: "Are you out of your mind? That’s disgusting! I’m not doing that. Now, stop stalling and let’s finish this." 
He moved on top of her, his movements hurried and functional. For a few brief moments, Payal felt a flicker of sensation, but it was a pale shadow of the explosive pleasure she had experienced in the shack. Within minutes, Vikram was finished. He rolled off her, turned his back, and was asleep almost instantly. 
Payal lay there in the dark, her body aching with an unfulfilled hunger. She was more frustrated than ever. Unable to bear the heat in her own skin, she got out of bed and went into the bathroom. She stood under the freezing spray of the shower, hoping the cold water would douse the fire burning inside her. 
She returned to bed, but sleep refused to come. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Varun’s face and felt his hands on her. She realized with a sinking heart that she was addicted to the thrill he provided. The quiet, respectable life she had cultivated now felt like a prison. She lay awake until dawn, her only thought being how quickly they could finish this trip and return to the city where her secrets—and her desires—were waiting for her. 
… 
… 
To be Continued.. 
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