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Confrontation

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

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

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

I followed her into the bedroom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She stared at me and wiped tears from her face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Priyanka shook her head lightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Priyanka gently caressed my back.

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

Looking into my eyes, she started speaking further.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Where did she go?” I hurriedly asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I still had no choice but to sit quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What will you do?" I asked casually.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hello" I answered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


At Javed’s home

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another voice came from inside the bungalow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I said nothing.

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

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

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

I could not understand what to say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My wife stood next to Javed.

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at him angrily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at Sameena helplessly.

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

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

I just kept looking at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tried to save myself with my hands but failed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it was Javed moved the conversation along.

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

I was looking at both angrily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pointed towards the door.

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

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

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

But how? How?

And this was question burning inside my heart.

THE END
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