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Diwali Celebration

“So, what is the update on the Diwali celebration planning?” Priyanka queried question about the upcoming Diwali.

The three women, Priyanka, Rachana, and Sheetal, sat together in the community hall of Lucky Apartments, sipping on their cups of chai. They were members of the cultural committee of the building, responsible for organizing the events and celebrations. Today, they were discussing the Diwali Celebration, which was just around the corner.

“Well, everything else is ready. We have finalized the caterer, decorations, dinner menu, and everything else except one thing. We are still trying to finalize the guest of honour.” Rachana chimed in as she leaned forward in her comfortable chair.

“I have a suggestion. Why don't we invite Javed Khan?” Sheetal had lived in the building longest and she knew lot of people around.

“Who is Javed Khan?” Priyanka asked innocently. She and her husband Avinash had purchased a flat in the building just a year back. But Priyanka was talkative and easy going. So, within a year, she had made lots of friends in the building. She was elected a member of the cultural committee few months back.

“He is an MLA and a businessman. He is very active in our locality. He had done lot of work around here. I wonder how you never heard of him.” Sheetal’s description of the man sounded genuine. But Rachana chuckled at his mention.

“Yes, he is a godsend but he is also a notorious womanizer. I had met him few years back about some work. Boy, the way he ogled at me made me cringe. I do not think he's a suitable choice for our guest of honour.” Rachana’s contempt and disgust was obvious.

“I know, but he is influential and it will be great if we can get him to come. Rachana, we must be practical. Our building’s conveyance deed is pending since last 10 years. Legally, the land on which our building is constructed still belongs to the builder. We have met with Mr. Desai regarding that for 100 times. But he has not done anything to help us. I say let us try to see if Javed can help us with that. At least, there is no harm in trying someone else. And as far as his womanizing ways is concerned, we are not marrying him for god’s sake, we just want him to come to our celebration, cut a ribbon, give a speech and be on his way. What do you care if he is a womanizer or not?” Sheetal’s argument was quite powerful. Rachana shrugged even though she did not agree with Sheetal yet.

But Priyanka did.

“I agree with Sheetal. We should at least try to reach out to him especially so if he can help us with the conveyance deed.” Priyanka put her weight behind Sheetal.

Rachana was in two minds though.

“I am not comfortable with it. What kind of message are we sending by inviting a known womanizer?” She seemed doubtful but persisted with her line.

“Rachana, we are not condoning his behaviour. We are just trying to make our event as successful as possible and then maybe get some other help from him especially about the conveyance deed.” Priyanka chimed in support of Sheetal.

Rachana still seemed unmoved. Priyanka leaned forward and squeezed Rachana’s hand.

“Let us at least try to reach out to him and see if he is interested. We can always reconsider if he declines. What do you say? “Priyanka continued trying to convince her.

Finally, seeing that it was two against one, finally Rachana gave in and nodded in agreement.

“Great. I will contact his secretary to get his availability for the event.” Sheetal offered a fist bump to Rachana and she smiled and responded.

“I just hope we are not making a mistake.” Rachana smiled weakly.

“Do not worry. It is just a small event.” Priyanka leaned back in her chair and yawned. But Rachana still had her reservations.

“Let us go back. It is already 3 PM.” Priyanka got up and other two women followed.

Another week passed by. Priyanka worked as a receptionist in a large pharmaceutical company. It was 7 PM. She was coming back from the office and was just about to enter the elevator when she turned to see Sheetal coming towards her.

“Oh, Sheetal! I was just about to head home. How is it going?” She picked up her phone from her purse.

“Priyanka, I was just going to call you. I have been trying to reach Javed’s secretary, but he is not responding. We cannot afford to delay inviting Javed any further. What do you think about going to his office ourselves and inviting him personally?

“Wait, Sheetal, are you suggesting that we go to Javed’s office ourselves? Isn't that a bit too bold? Generally, secretaries handle these appointments, right?” Priyanka seemed hesitant.

“I know, but I have been trying to reach him for days, and the Diwali celebration is just around the corner. We cannot wait any longer. Plus, if we meet him in person, it will make a better impression.” Sheetal had a point. Priyanka thought for a moment.

“Alright, let us do it then.” But Sheetal had something else on her mind.

“Will you come with me?” She finally came to the point she wanted to discuss.

“Can’t you take Rachana with you?” Priyanka had a full-time job and it was difficult to manage time. Rachana was a housewife.

“I talked to her but she refused. She is not willing to go to his office. She said it was our idea and asked us to go and invite him. And trust me, I do not want to go alone.” Priyanka sighed.

“All right, when do you want to go?” She looked at her phone. Avinash must be coming home soon. She had to cook dinner before that.

“Let us go tomorrow morning.” It was Saturday the next day. Priyanka felt relieved that it was the week end. Although, her receptionist job was not very demanding, it still was a full-time job. It was physically taxing.

She looked forward to week end especially their weekly bout of sex with her husband, Avinash.

“Fine. Call me when you are ready to go.” The loud ding of elevator burst in. Priyanka stretched her hand to keep it there.

Priyanka stepped into the elevator.

“I will call you at about 9 AM.” Priyanka nodded and Sheetal waived her hand as the door closed.

As Priyanka entered her 1 BHK flat, a wave of dissatisfaction washed over her. She felt tired and exhausted. She put her purse down and flopped on the couch.

It appeared her life had become a series of unfulfilled desires and unmet expectations. Her thoughts wandered to the various aspects of her life that left her feeling discontented.

The first and most prominent source of her dissatisfaction was her inability to conceive a child despite being married for eight long years. The longing to have a child, to experience the joys of motherhood, had consumed her. It was a constant reminder of the void in their lives, leaving her feeling incomplete and questioning her own worth as a woman.

Adding to her frustrations was their cramped living space. Their 1 BHK flat felt suffocating, lacking the space to breathe and grow. She yearned for a bigger home, a place where she could feel more comfortable and perhaps even accommodate the dreams of a growing family.

Priyanka's mind then shifted to her husband, Avinash. While he had a good salary, he was excessively frugal, which often left her feeling restrained and denied the luxuries and little pleasures she desired. It was not just about the material possessions, but also the lack of attention and affection from her husband. Avinash's practical nature overshadowed any romantic gestures or expressions of love, leaving Priyanka feeling neglected and unappreciated.

The absence of praise and appreciation in their relationship further intensified her dissatisfaction. Priyanka yearned for words of affirmation, for Avinash to acknowledge and admire her efforts, her appearance, and her aspirations. The lack of compliments and encouragement left her vulnerable to flattery and praise from others who were quick to recognize her beauty and charm, leading her down a dangerous path of seeking validation outside her marriage.

Her craving for romance and excitement in her life deepened her dissatisfaction. The mundane routine and predictable nature of her existence felt suffocating. She longed for adventures, surprises, and moments that would make her heart race with anticipation. Priyanka wanted to feel alive, to escape the monotony of her daily life, and experience the thrill of passion and connection.

As she sat on the couch, the weight of her unfulfilled desires settled heavily upon her. Priyanka could not help but feel trapped in a life that seemed too ordinary, too boring, and lacking the depth and excitement she craved. She yearned for a shift, a change that would bring fulfilment and happiness back into her life, even if it meant taking unconventional paths or confronting uncomfortable truths.

What she did not was that tomorrow’s meeting was going to open just that kind of path for her. Javed was going to change her life forever.


The Invitation

The next morning, Priyanka woke up early. She took a shower even before Avinash woke up. They were too tired to even indulge in their weekly sex yesterday night. They had slept early but Avinash still snored on as Priyanka stepped out of the bathroom.

She had a towel around her body as she stood in front of a full-length mirror. She switched on her hair drier and dried her wet hair in front of the mirror.

The sound of drier finally woke Avinash up. He opened his eyes and yawned but lay there on the bed.

“You are up early.” He looked at his wife as she put her hair drier down and then opened the wardrobe.

She pulled out a yellow-coloured saree and lay it down on the bed beside Avinash. He looked at it curiously.

“Priyanka, what is all this?” She turned around and answered him as she pulled out the matching blouse for the yellow saree.

“Didn’t I tell you? Sheetal asked me to go with her to meet Javed Khan and invite him for our Diwali Celebration.” She pulled out the drawer again and then picked out a set of loop rings and wore them in her ears.

“Javed Khan? What? You did not tell me.” Mists of sleep suddenly gave way to astonishment as Avinash got up and sat in the bed.

“Yes, I did. Remember I told you about my discussion with Sheetal and Rachana on last Saturday.” Priyanka sat down on the chair in front of the mirror and started to comb her long hair. She had beautiful long hair and she was very proud of it.

“You told me that you had decided that you will invite him. You did not tell me that you were going to go and invite him personally all decked up like that.” Suddenly Avinash’s voice had changed.

Priyanka continued combing her hair. She looked at her husband in the mirror coldly.

“What do you mean by like that?” She stared at him coldly. Her stare seemed to have some effect on Avinash.

“Priyanka, I really do not think it is a good idea for you to meet Javed Khan. I have heard some terrible things about him. I do not want you getting involved with someone like him.” Avinash sat on the bed, looking visibly upset.

“Avinash, we are just meeting Javed to invite him for the Diwali celebration. In fact, I did not even want to go. Sheetal did not want to go alone. So, I am just accompanying her. I do not think I would even talk to him. Sheetal will do most of the talking. I am just going there for moral support to her.” Priyanka wore her blouse through her arms and turned around to face her husband.

Avinash could not help but stare at her heavy and full breasts covered by a beautiful red coloured bra. She hooked her blouse at the front and then turned around to show her back to Avinash.

“Oh, moral support, huh? Then why are you decked up like this? Are you trying to impress him?” This was a bad line to pursue for Avinash.

Priyanka's eyes flare up with anger, her patience wearing thin.

“Impress him? How dare you! I am getting ready because I want to look presentable. It has nothing to do with impressing anyone, especially not Javed.” She retorted angrily.

“You even do not like to wear saree. I asked you so many times to wear it. You always come up with some kind of excuse to not wear one. But for this meeting, you decide to wear on. Do you think I am an idiot?” Avinash was not ready to back down though.

But neither was Priyanka. In fact, last evening’s dark thoughts about her life had already darkened her mood. This just pushed her over the edge.

“Yes, I think you are. You do not even the meaning of the word decked up. You think this is decked up? I will show you.” She threw her saree angrily at Avinash’s face stormed over to the wardrobe and started rummaging through the clothes.

But her anger seemed to have subdued Avinash for a moment. He continued but in a conciliatory tone.

“Priyanka, I did not mean to upset you. It is just that I am worried about you.” But his words fell on deaf ears.

Priyanka, undeterred by Avinash's plea, emerged from the wardrobe with a more revealing blouse, showcasing her bare arms.

“This is called decking up.” She quickly wore the blouse over her bra through her arms and started hooking it up.

Then she applied another layer of makeup, accentuating her features. She applied a fresh red coloured lipstick on her lips and smacked her lips together for a moment.

Then she swiftly changed her saree to a more transparent one, daringly showing off her silhouette.

Avinash stared at his wife in disbelief. He could not understand what had got into her.

“Priyanka, please stop it.” Avinash got up and tried to touch her but Priyanka swatted his hand away coldly.

“Your bra strap is showing on your back.” He showed her in the mirror but Priyanka glared at him.

To his astonishment, she adjusted her saree and tied her hair with a hair clip but did not adjust the visible bra strap.

She picked up her purse and headed out of the bedroom.

“Priyanka, please stop.” Avinash now pleaded. He realized that his anger had fuelled her angry response. But now Priyanka had completely gone over the edge and she was not willing to be reasonable.

“Avinash, I appreciate your concern, but I am going to meet Javed Khan. If you cannot trust me, then that is your problem.” She retorted firmly as she came in the hall with Avinash in following her.

With an air of confidence and defiance, Priyanka bent down and slipped her sandals and heads towards the door.

“Priyanka, please do not go like this. I did not mean to offend you. I just worry about your safety and well-being.” Avinash again pleaded but to no avail.

Priyanka paused, her hand on the doorknob, considering his words for a moment. She turned around to face him.

“Avinash, I understand your concern, but I think I can take care of myself. Besides, I will not even be talking. Sheetal will take care of that. So do not worry. I will be back in couple of hours.” Without waiting for a response, Priyanka opened the door and stepped out, leaving Avinash with a mix of worry and realization that something about his wife had changed.

They reached the office of Javed after half an hour. Sheetal looked at her curiously as she wondered why Priyanka was so decked up for a small meeting. They did not even know if they would be able to meet Javed.

But luck was on their side. As they entered the office, Sheetal knew that Javed was inside. She saw a Mercedes Benz parked just outside.

“I think we are in luck. Javed must be inside. That is his car.” Sheetal pointed towards the car as they walked towards the entrance.

Priyanka's eyes widened as she followed Sheetal’s gaze where Javed's sleek, black Mercedes Benz was parked.

Her heart skipped a beat at the sight of the luxurious vehicle. Her mind begins to wander, imagining what it would be like to live a life of such opulence and comfort.

“It is incredible, Sheetal. Just look at that car. I cannot help but wonder how it feels to lead a life like Javed” Priyanka could not help but feel a pang of jealousy.

As Priyanka stared at the Mercedes Benz, a wave of longing washed over her. She mentally compared her own modest lifestyle, their small apartment, and Avinash's frugal ways to the grandeur that Javed's obscene display of wealth in front of her.

She imagined the feeling of sitting behind the wheel of such a luxurious car, the sensation of gliding down the roads with effortless elegance. The thought of stepping into a world where material constraints are distant memories and every desire is within reach fuelled her imagination.

“Wow. It must be so amazing to live like that, isn’t it Sheetal?” Priyanka was feeling awestruck but Sheetal was not affected too much. She had seen all this before but for Priyanka this was new.

“Oh, come on. This is all right but we need to be happy about what we have and not gloomy about what we do not. All this money is not everything.” They both kept walking.

Priyanka nodded, acknowledging Sheetal's wise words. Deep down, she knows that true fulfilment doesn't solely rely on material wealth. However, the stark contrast between Javed's lavish lifestyle and her own humble existence ignites a desire for something more.

As they continue to wait for Javed, Priyanka's mind is filled with conflicting emotions. The allure of a life filled with opulence and luxury tugged at her heartstrings, even as she grappled with the realization that true happiness lies in the simple joys of love, companionship, and contentment.

Her thoughts drifted between the possibilities and the moral implications, as she contemplated what it would truly mean to live a life like Javed Khan.

They went inside the office and they saw a beautiful woman sitting behind a desk. She wore a sleeveless salwar kameez and worked on a laptop.

They went towards the desk. The woman looked up and smiled at them.

“Hi, my name is Sheetal. This is Priyanka. We are members of cultural committee of Lucky Apartments. We wanted to meet Javed Sir.” Sheetal slowly leaned forward.

“He is in a meeting. But you can wait here. I will let him know that you are here. He will let you know if he can meet.” She pointed towards a large couch on the right side.

“Thank you.” Sheetal nodded and then she accompanied Priyanka on the couch.

Priyanka noticed the name plate on the desk. It read Shilpa Nehulkar.

Once again, Priyanka could not help but notice Javed's opulent office. The room was adorned with expensive furniture, artwork, and an overall atmosphere of grandeur. Priyanka took in the surroundings, her eyes widening with awe and admiration.

But she did not say anything to Sheetal. She did not want another lecture on material wealth and relationships.

As they waited. The receptionist, Shilpa got up from the chair and walked towards another door in opposite wall. She knocked on the door and immediately they heard a loud voice asking her to come in. Shilpa pushed the door and glided inside.

As they waited, Priyanka felt a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through her. The opulence of the surroundings amplifies her yearning for a life beyond the ordinary, one filled with thrill, power, and luxury.

Priyanka's mind raced, contemplating the possibilities that could come from forging a connection with someone like Javed Khan. She envisioned a life with more financial stability, social prominence, and the ability to fulfil her desires.

The allure of Javed's wealth and power, combined with the dissatisfaction she felt in her own life, created a profound sense of curiosity and longing.

Priyanka watched as the door opened again and Shilpa walked out. She looked at them and noticed how lovely Priyanka looked in her beautiful saree.

She smiled at Priyanka and she smiled back.

“Javed sir will meet you soon. His meeting is almost over now.” Priyanka just smiled back at her.

Shilpa had a small stack of papers in her hand. She took a stapler in her hand stapled the papers together and then sat down.

For few moments, there was an awkward silence. After few moments, the door opened again and three men came out of the door and walked away.

As they walked out of the outer door, Shilpa got up and looked at Sheetal.

“You can go in now. Javed sir will meet you.” Sheetal got up. Priyanka followed her as they walked towards the door.

After few moments, Sheetal pushed the door in and they both walked inside in the presence of a large man sitting behind a posh wooden desk in a comfortable chair.

Priyanka looked at him and was impressed immediately.

Javed Khan, even at the age of 50, possessed a striking physical presence that demanded attention. His strong and muscular build was evident through his broad chest and well-defined shoulders, a testament to his disciplined lifestyle. His physique exuded an aura of power and strength, that would have made him stand out in a crowd.

Javed wore a white coloured kurta-pyjama. Priyanka could not help but notice the air of elegance and dignity of his appearance.

However, to Priyanka’s eyes, the most notable feature was his white beard, which added a touch of wisdom and maturity to his face.

However, he had chosen to dye his hair to a vibrant shade of red, which created a captivating contrast against his dark eyes and skin tone.

Combined with his imposing physique, Javed's physical characteristics commanded respect and projected an air of authority.

Even without blinking an eyelid, he had already left a strong and probably lasting impression on Priyanka. She kept looking at him for few moments and stood there awkwardly.

But it was Sheetal broke the silence.  She leaned forward and extended her hand for a handshake.

Javed remained seated and shook her hand. The men who commanded authority and power did not get up to shake hands with someone like Sheetal.

“Good morning, Javed Sir. I am Sheetal Puvale. I am a member of the cultural committee at Lucky Apartments. This is Priyanka Joshi, another committee member. I am not sure if you remember me but we had met few months back.” She stood there respectfully.

“Oh yes, I remember, Sheetal. It is a pleasure to meet you both. Please have a seat.” However, Javed's eyes were immediately drawn towards Priyanka's captivating figure.

Sheetal and Priyanka took a seat in front of Javed's desk, their eyes briefly glancing at the opulent surroundings of his office.

Javed's eyes discreetly wandered back to Priyanka's buxom figure. Priyanka blushed, feeling a mix of flattery and self-consciousness.

“Javed Sir, we wanted to meet you today to invite you to the upcoming Diwali Celebration in our residential complex. As members of the cultural committee, we would be honoured if you would consider being our guest of honour for this auspicious event.” Sheetal leaned slightly back.

Javed looked at her and nodded. Then he looked at the calendar and noticed the date of Diwali. Generally, Diwali was a busy period for him as he received many such invitations. His first instinct was to decline unless he personally knew the person inviting him.

But this time, initially contemplating declining the invitation, found his decision wavering as his eyes continued to be drawn towards Priyanka.

Even Sheetal noticed his eyes. So did Priyanka, He hardly seemed to be listening to Sheetal as she continued to talk about the celebration.

But Javed's attention kept drifting towards Priyanka, his mind captivated by her allure. He started to reconsider declining the invitation, realizing it would provide an opportunity to meet Priyanka again.

“I need to check my calendar but I will try my best.” But he had already made up his mind.

Sheetal sensed Javed's shifting interest, and while she noticed his gaze on Priyanka, she continued to focus on the purpose of their visit.

“We are grateful for your consideration, Javed Sir. I will send you the invitation and the ceremony details on your email and WhatsApp.” She wondered if he was just considering or he would attend. But she noticed the keen interest Javed seemed to be showing in Priyanka.

However, Priyanka's blush intensified as she becomes more aware of Javed's lingering gaze. She tried to maintain her composure, but the electricity in the room was palpable.

“Yes, sure. You can take my email and number from Shilpa if you do not have it.” Javed pointed towards the door.

“Sure. I will take it.” Considering her mission accomplished, Sheetal got up from the chair and so did Priyanka.

And once again, Javed’s eyes wandered back to Priyanka. The fact that she had not uttered even a single word till now added to her allure. It made her mysterious and opaque.

Sheetal expressed her gratitude once again, wrapping up the conversation while Priyanka's heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and intrigue.

Javed, his decision solidified by the magnetic pull he feels towards Priyanka, cannot help but smile.

As Sheetal and Priyanka bid Javed farewell and turned around, Javed noticed the red coloured bra strap of Priyanka peeping out of her blouse. She turned her head just for a moment and her eyes met with Javed’s. He smiled at her and she smiled back and went out of the door.

They did not need to get Javed’s number or email. Sheetal had them. So, they just walked out of the main door.

Priyanka's blush gradually faded as they got out of the office and she shared a knowing glance with Sheetal.

Even Sheetal realized that Javed had accepted the invitation probably because of Priyanka. Initially he had seemed disinterested and throughout the conversation, Javed’s eyes were continuously at Priyanka and not at her.

But she did not say anything. Priyanka though had struck a chord in Javed’s heart without even speaking.

As Priyanka lay down on the bed beside her husband, Avinash, her mind began to wander back to her encounter with Javed earlier in the day. She found herself comparing the two men, unintentionally assessing Javed's qualities against Avinash's.

Her eyes wandered across the bed, reflecting upon the differences she perceived. Avinash, though loving, is not as physically imposing as Javed, lacking the broad chest and strong shoulders that Javed possessed. She remembered the confidence exuded by Javed, his powerful aura, and the way his presence commanded attention. In her mind, she inadvertently compared Avinash's simplicity with Javed's wealth and power, realizing that Javed surpassed Avinash in every way.

Unbeknownst to Priyanka, a strange and unfamiliar attraction began to stir within her heart. It was a concoction of admiration for Javed's strength, wealth, and status. It was a longing for excitement and adventure that she felt lacking in her own life, a life that seemed mundane and ordinary compared to the world Javed inhabits.

As she gazed at Avinash, she wondered if her desires and yearnings for something more had been awakened by Javed's presence. A tinge of guilt lingered within her, as she acknowledged the growing fascination she felt towards this influential man.

With a mix of confusion and intrigue, Priyanka found herself caught in a swirl of emotions. She contemplated the implications of these newfound feelings and the potential consequences they may have on her marriage and her own sense of self.

During the night, as she lay beside Avinash, her mind became a battleground of conflicting emotions. The allure of Javed's physique, wealth, and power pulled at her heart, while the commitment she shared with Avinash tugged her in the opposite direction.

In the silent depths of her thoughts, Priyanka wondered if this attraction to Javed is fleeting or if it holds the potential to reshape her life.

Uncertainty clouded her mind as she drifted into a restless sleep, unaware of the uncharted path that awaited her and the choices she will soon confront.


The Bouquet

Sheetal sent in the invitation to Javed’s mail address as promised. To her surprise, she got a response immediately.

Javed accepted.

A wave of relief washed over her. She could not help but feel a sense of accomplishment, knowing that she had successfully secured Javed for the Diwali. However, amid her satisfaction, a trace of doubt and curiosity lingered in her mind.

Sheetal pondered the possibility that Javed's swift acceptance may have been influenced by Priyanka's presence during their meeting. She recalled the way Javed's eyes continuously wandered back to Priyanka, noticing the blush that adorned her friend's cheeks. She could not help but wonder if Priyanka's enchanting allure had played a role in Javed's decision.

A small smile tugged at the corner of Sheetal's lips as she contemplated the idea. She knew Priyanka to be a beautiful woman, with her fair complexion, long hair, and buxom figure. She had witnessed the effect Priyanka had on others, how her mere presence could captivate and draw attention. Perhaps Javed had been intrigued by Priyanka's charm and had accepted the invitation as an opportunity to see her again.

She realized that this situation had the potential to add an unexpected twist to the evening's events.

Deep down, Sheetal could not deny the twinge of excitement that stirred within her. The idea of a captivating connection brewing between her friend and the influential Javed Khan filled her mind with anticipation and intrigue.

Sheetal sighed and got busy in preparation of the Diwali Celebration. Even though Diwali was starting on Friday, the cultural committee had decided to arrange the celebration on Saturday to make sure everyone can attend.

Sheetal kept busy throughout the week as she confirmed all the arrangements. She did not meet Priyanka although Rachana helped her with this.

Finally, the day of the celebration arrived.

It was a cool and pleasant evening and most of the Lucky Apartments members did come to enjoy the evening. There were lot of programs and entertainment.

Sheetal looked nervously at her watch as the evening progressed. Javed was supposed to come by around 8 PM. It was already 8:30 PM.

But even more than Sheetal, it was Priyanka who watched the time.

As Priyanka sat beside Avinash, her heart raced with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. She felt a tinge of anticipation as she waited for Javed's arrival wondering if he would come at all.

She was all decked up in a vibrant yellow floral saree, The white sleeveless blouse accentuated her slender arms and her buxom chest, and the light makeup added a touch of elegance to her features. Her hair was neatly tied in a bun, adorned with a fragrant Gajra.

As the festivities unfolded around her, Priyanka's attention wavered, her mind constantly drifting back to thoughts of Javed. She observed the colourful decorations, the lively music, and the joyous laughter of the kids, but her mind remained on the thrilling possibility of meeting Javed once again.

Priyanka stole glances at Avinash beside her, trying to hide her restlessness. She loved him, but lately, their relationship had lacked the spark and passion that she longed for.

As time ticked by, Priyanka's anticipation intensified. She watched as people mingled and revelled in the festivities, but her attention remained fixated on the entrance, hoping to catch a glimpse of Javed's familiar figure.

In this moment of anticipation and uncertainty, Priyanka's heart raced with a mixture of excitement, nervousness, and a touch of longing.

And just when she thought it would never happen, she caught a glimpse of a black Land Rover driving within the building premises. It was not the black Mercedes she had seen in their visit to Javed’s office but Sheetal’s response as the car rolled in told her that finally, Javed had arrived.

She quickly got up and started walking towards the car. Avinash held her hand.

“Priyanka, what happened? Where are you going?” Avinash had noticed the car as well.

“Javed Khan is here. I am supposed welcome him and present a bouquet to him.” Avinash squinted.

“Why do you need to do that? Sheetal is the chairman of the cultural committee. She should do it.” Priyanka felt irritated. She jerked her hand and got it free.

“Avinash, do not be ridiculous. Sheetal asked me to do it.” She rolled her eyes at him and then turned around and walked towards Sheetal who was already walking towards the car.

“Come on, Priyanka.” They both hurried towards the car just as Javed opened the door and got out of the car. There was one more car behind Land Rover. 4 Body guards came out of that and made a ring around Javed.

“Welcome, Javed sir.” Sheetal smiled as she extended her hand and Javed shook it. Sheetal rolled her eyes at Priyanka and whispered something about the bouquet.

Priyanka nodded and then gestured a small girl on her side who was sitting on the chair with a bouquet of flowers. Priyanka had asked the girl to keep the bouquet with her.

The little girl got up and ran towards her with the bouquet in her hand. She handed it to Priyanka.

But then something happened. Instead of handing over the bouquet to Sheetal, Priyanka moved forward towards Javed.

“Welcome Javed Sir. it is truly an honour to present you with these flowers as a symbol of our warm welcome.” She got close to him and presented the bouquet.

Sheetal seemed taken aback by Priyanka’s move. She was supposed to present the bouquet to Javed. What was Priyanka doing? But she recovered quickly and then pulled out her phone.

“Wait a moment, sir. Let me take a picture.” She gestured Priyanka to pose with Javed as she presented the bouquet.

As Priyanka extended the bouquet towards Javed, their hands momentarily brushed against each other. It was a fleeting touch, but in that brief contact, a surge of electricity passed between them. Priyanka's heart skipped a beat, feeling a tingling sensation shoot through her hand and up her arm. She wondered if Javed's touch was accidental or intentional.

But she could not withdraw it immediately even if she wanted to.

They waited for Sheetal to take snaps. Sheetal clicked their pictures and all the while Javed kept his fingers touching Priyanka’s hand.

Javed’s gaze met Priyanka's, and he caught a glimmer of a smile playing on her lips. It was a smile that sparked a flicker of anticipation within him.

After clicking the pictures, Priyanka backed up. Javed gave the bouquet to his secretary who was standing by.

“Please come Sir,” Sheetal gestured towards a podium that had been erected on one side of the courtyard that was shared by 4 buildings in the Lucky Apartments.

Javed followed the path towards the podium and Sheetal walked by his side. Priyanka walked behind them and once again noticed how large and powerful Javed looked as he walked alongside his bodyguards.

She felt as if he did not even need body guards. He was physically as strong as they were. He was tall, over 6 feet 2. He was muscular. She felt as if he was built like a bull.

Sheetal guided him on the podium. There were few chairs there. Sheetal guided Javed towards the chair and requested him to take a seat.

Meanwhile Priyanka walked back to the chair where Avinash sat and she sat down beside him.

Javed sat down on the chair and Sheetal stood in front of the mic. She tapped on the mic for a moment to make sure it was working.

Then she introduced Javed to the members of the society. But it was just formality as most of the members already knew Javed. After few moments, she requested Javed to make a speech.

Javed got up from the chair and came up to the mic. He tapped the mic perhaps out of sheer habit. He cleared his throat for a moment.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I stand before you today on this joyous occasion of Diwali to celebrate the triumph of light over darkness, good over evil.” He started on the subject of the Diwali and continued for few more minutes.

But Javed's eyes inadvertently searched for Priyanka amidst the sea of faces. When he finally found her, he felt a sudden surge of excitement and anticipation.

Javed listed down his social and development work, highlighting the projects and initiatives he has spearheaded for the betterment of the locality. However, his gaze kept gravitating towards Priyanka, captivated by her presence.

After that, he paused for a moment as his eyes were riveted on Priyanka.

“I must express my gratitude to a very special person among us today. Priyanka, thank you for the beautiful bouquet of flowers. It truly brightened my day.” He directed his hand towards Priyanka. Priyanka blushed feeling a mixture of flattery and curiosity at the attention she was receiving from Javed.

Avinash, seated beside her, noticed Javed's prolonged stares, and became visibly uncomfortable, his brows furrowing in annoyance.

“Why does he keep staring at you like that?” He leaned towards his wife and whispered.

“I am sure it is nothing, Avinash. He probably just appreciates the effort I put into the bouquet.” She whispered back.

Javed, unaware of the silent exchange, continued his speech with enthusiasm, yet his eyes wandered back to Priyanka time and again. The intensity of his gaze did not go unnoticed. Sheetal smiled as she thought about it.

Then he talked about the political party he was part of. He also talked about the various social as well as development related work he was doing. It was pure routine for him, but the effect of the speech on Priyanka was obvious. She was impressed enough yesterday but now she was impressed some more.

Finally, after few more minutes and more self-congratulatory words, Javed finally finished and sat down giving the mic back to Sheetal.

She once again thanked him and then allowed the program to go on as planned.

But Javed’s eyes got hold of Priyanka once again. She was sitting beside a man. Was he, her husband? Javed wondered. He remembered seeing a Mangal sutra. He probably was her husband. Javed could not help but observe him.

His thoughts wandered, thinking about the contrasting physical attributes of the couple. Avinash's frail physique and shorter stature stood in stark contrast to Priyanka's buxom and heavy-set figure. Javed let his mind wander into a realm of comparisons.

In his thoughts, Javed questioned whether Avinash, with his seemingly delicate frame, could even satisfy a woman like Priyanka. He contemplated the physical desires and needs that such a woman might have, envisioning the idea of a strong and robust man who could match her intensity.

A smile tugged at the corners of Javed's lips as he entertained these thoughts, pondering whether Avinash was truly capable of fulfilling Priyanka's desires.

What a wimpy little man! Was he even able to satisfy her? Priyanka was buxom and slightly heavy-set woman. Such woman needed a strong man in bed. Was he? Javed smiled to himself.

And right then, Priyanka looked at him and their eyes met. A smile effortlessly formed on Priyanka's lips as their eyes met. He smiled back at her.

Javed continued to hold her gaze as Priyanka nudged her husband and whispered something in his ears. He nodded and then both got up.

She was aware that Javed's gaze lingered upon her, and it sent a thrill coursing through her veins, even as she stood beside her husband.

With a subtle shift in her stance, Priyanka adjusted her saree, her fingers grazing the delicate fabric as she ensured it fell just right.

Then she started walking.

As Priyanka began to walk alongside Avinash, the path leading towards the club room where dinner awaited, she felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness, the awareness that she had caught the attention of a man so powerful and alluring.

With each step, Priyanka's heart fluttered in her chest, the anticipation growing with every passing moment. She could feel the weight of Javed's gaze upon her back, an invisible force that tugged at her senses.

Javed continued to ogle at her swaying hips and buttocks shamelessly.

As they neared the entrance of the club room, Priyanka could not resist stealing a quick glance over her shoulder. And there he was, Javed, his eyes locked onto her figure, seemingly entranced by her presence. A flush of excitement spread across her cheeks; she entered the club house as she gently clasped Avinash’s hand.

“Can I offer you a drink?” He was brought back by a sudden question from Sheetal.

“Oh no. No. It is ok. But if you can direct me to the club house, I will try to grab a dink myself.” Javed hoped to talk to Priyanka before he left.

“I can get it here if you want” Sheetal offered but Javed got up with a wave of his hand,

“Oh no. I will get it myself. Anyway, I must be going now. Thanks, Sheetal for giving me this opportunity.” He stood up and extended his hand.

“Thank you, sir. The club house is just over there.” It was not far. Javed had already seen Priyanka and her husband go inside.

He thanked Sheetal again and then started walking towards the club house. He reached the small glass door and pushed it to get inside.

And there she was.

Priyanka sat on a small chair with her husband. Her gaze was drawn to him the moment he entered. She smiled at him involuntarily and Javed smiled back.

Then, he strode over to her.

“Hello, Priyanka.” He stood tall over her.

“Oh Hello, Javed sir.” She purposefully did not get up.

“May I join you?” Javed’s voice was laced with a hint of anticipation.

“Of course.” A lovely smile graced her lips. She gestured her husband to get Javed a chair. Avinash looked around but unfortunately there were no chairs.

Finally, with a sense of resignation, Avinash offered Javed his chair. He hoped that Javed would decline.

Instead, he pulled up the chair and sat down beside her ignoring Avinash completely.

Disappointment and unease washed over him, creating a knot in the pit of his stomach. Avinash's eyes shifted between Javed and Priyanka, unable to ignore the proximity between them. A twinge of jealousy stirred within him, as if a silent battle was waging within his heart.

He shuffled his feet uneasily.

“Avinash, can you get Javed sir a drink?” Priyanka smoothly suggested hoping to get rid of him for few moments. However, she forgot that the trey of drinks was right next to them.

Avinash picked one up and handed to Javed. Javed thanked Avinash and collected the glass of drink.

“I must say, Priyanka you look very beautiful today. This saree really becomes you.” The effect of these words on Priyanka was immediate. She blushed and just smiled.

“Oh really? Why, thank you.” Priyanka giggled,

"Oh absolutely. You are the most beautiful woman in this room tonight," he said smoothly as he leaned in closer to Priyanka, a charming smile on his face.

“Oh, that is not good. Just in this room, huh?” Priyanka teased him.

“Well, I can go as far as the most beautiful woman in the entire celebration.” Javed leaned in even closer, his breath hot on her neck.

“That’s much better.” Priyanka laughed musically and then looked at her husband. The effect of this conversation was not very subtle.

His face flushed with anger and helplessness. But he could not create a scene in front of everyone here. So, he rolled his eyes and looked angrily at Priyanka.

But her response angered him even more. She shook her head and turned her attention towards Javed.

“You are very kind, sir. But I think you are just saying that.” She coyly.

Javed chuckled. "I promise you; I'm not just saying that. I've been watching you all evening, and I can't take my eyes off of you."

Priyanka's heart skipped a beat at his words, but she tried to keep her composure.

Javed looked at the way her lovely black hair was pulled in a bun exposing the bare expanse of her back tantalizingly.

His eyes wandered over to her fair naked arms exposed by her sleeveless blouse. His heart raced as he imagined what it would be like to touch and feel them.

Javed reached out and brushed a strand of hair away from her face. "No, I'm serious. You are absolutely stunning," he said, his voice low and intimate.

Priyanka felt a shiver run down her spine at his touch, but she tried to stay composed. "Thank you," she said softly.

Javed leaned in even closer, his breath hot on her neck. "You know, Priyanka, I can't help but feel drawn to you. There's something about you that's simply irresistible."

Priyanka felt a flutter in her stomach at his words, but she pointed towards her Mangal Sutra and waived it.

"Javed sir, do you see this?" she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

Javed smiled. "I know, I know. But that does not mean we can't be friends, does it?"

Priyanka hesitated for a moment before nodding slowly. "I suppose not," she said, feeling a sense of excitement and danger creeping into her mind.

Javed leaned back, a twinkle in his eye. "Excellent. I look forward to getting to know you better, Priyanka," he said, taking another sip of his drink.

Then he looked at Avinash who was gawking at him. He could not believe that this man had the audacity to flirt with his wife right in front of his eyes.

“By the way, you did not introduce me you your husband.” Javed smiled charmingly at Priyanka.

“Oh, I am sorry. This is Avinash, my husband.” She formally introduced Avinash.

“Avinash, I must say that you are very lucky to have a wonderful woman like Priyanka as your wife.” Javed got up and extended his hand. Avinash had no choice but to shake it even though he hated Javed’s guts.

“By the way, thanks for the drink.” Javed sipped the last drop and thanked Avinash. Then he held his glass towards Avinash. Instinctively, Avinash picked it up.

Then he put it on the trey from which he had picked it up. Javed smiled at Avinash, nodded, and then turned towards Priyanka who was still sitting.

“Well, I will see you around, Priyanka.” He extended his hand towards Priyanka.

Their hands met, the touch sending a tingle through both. Priyanka's fingers instinctively intertwined with Javed's, their grasp lingering for a fraction longer than a customary handshake.

Avinash, who had been observing the interaction with a watchful eye, felt a surge of anger, frustration, and jealousy surge within him. The sight of Javed holding Priyanka's hand for a prolonged moment ignited a fierce wave of emotions. His face contorted with a mix of disbelief, hurt, and resentment.

Avinash's grip on his own chair tightened as his jaw clenched, his knuckles turning white. The scene before him struck a nerve, puncturing the bubble of security he had sought to maintain. In that fleeting touch, he felt a boundary being crossed, an intrusion upon the sanctity of their relationship.

“Sure. See you around.” Priyanka smiled as Javed turned around and walked away leaving Avinash in a strange state of mind.

His mind raced with doubts and insecurities, questioning whether Priyanka's attraction to Javed was reciprocated. The image of Javed's lingering hold on Priyanka's hand replayed in his mind, each second stretching into an eternity. The sting of jealousy cut through him, fuelling his anger, and amplifying his sense of betrayal.

He shot a piercing gaze towards Javed’s receding frame. His eyes flashed with a mix of anger and vulnerability, his heart aching with the weight of the situation.

“What does he mean by see you around? Why do you need to see him?” Avinash turned to his wife as they both sat down.

“Oh, come on Avinash. I am sure it was just a figure of speech.” Priyanka tried to pass it off but in heart she knew that Javed meant it. He wanted to see her again.

“I do not think so. Look at how shamelessly he was flirting with you right in front of me.” Priyanka laughed heartily.

“He was just being polite. Besides, now you will value me as your wife and maybe praise and flatter me a little. Otherwise, you know charming and beautiful Javed sir finds me.” She crudely slapped his arms and broke into another chuckle.

Avinash chaffed but ignored her comment. He did not want to prolong the distasteful topic. He just hoped that it was over.

How wrong he would be!

“Anyway, it is getting late. Let us go home now.” Avinash looked at the clock hung on a wall in the club room.

“All, right, can you put this plate away for me?” Priyanka got up from the chair and held her plate. Avinash picked it up and put it on his plate and walked towards the left wall.

Priyanka smiled as she watched her morose husband coming back after putting the plate in a bin.

She could not help but laugh at expression on his face.

She held his hand they both walked in their flat after few moments even though the celebration continued for quite some time.

As they lay in bed, tired after the celebration, Avinash started snoring as soon as they hit the bed.

But Priyanka could not help but think about Javed’s audacity and dare-do as he flirted with her in front of Avinash. And then her thoughts turned back towards her husband.

She knew what had annoyed him most was the audacity and guts of Javed. Javed did not even care that Avinash was right there and flirted with Priyanka right before his eyes.

But it was exactly this aspect of their interaction that Priyanka found fascinating. The fact that Javed felt confident and strong enough to flirt with her right in front of her husband turned her on.

She felt a strange thrill thinking about how Javed was flirting with her right in front of Avinash.

It was an intoxicating rush, a validation of her attractiveness and desirability. The attention he bestowed upon her awakened a dormant part of her, filling her with a sense of allure and power she had not felt in a long time.

The intensity of Javed's gaze on her throughout the celebration, the way he held her hand for longer than necessary, ignited a spark within Priyanka.

It was as if a magnetic force had pulled them together, generating a palpable connection that was difficult to ignore. In those fleeting moments, she allowed herself to indulge in the fantasies and possibilities that Javed's attention presented.

In this whirlwind of emotions, Priyanka could not help but acknowledge the undeniable attraction she felt towards Javed. His charisma, power, and the way he had singled her out amidst the crowd ignited a fire within her.

She wondered what it would be like to explore a connection with him, to experience the thrill and excitement she believed her life was missing.

Priyanka could not help but feel drawn to his charming smile and his smooth words. But deep down, she knew that she was playing with fire, and that nothing good could come from flirting with a man like Javed.

But she did not know that Javed was going to play a big part in her life.
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