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Hello,


I welcome you all into the first story of "Mask of Desire" series. A passionate, slow burning erotica between a beautiful mom and her son's manipulative high school bully. Here, you will witness the guy unravel the hidden cravings of her, peeling back her secrets one trembling confession at a time.


Expect a wild ride packed with creepy suspense, flirty games, relentless teasing, and darker taboo edges such as betrayal, bullying, abuse, manipulation, incest, cuckoldry, voyeurism, groping, consentual non-consent and delicious humiliation.


All the characters in this story are over 18 years of age. I don't intend to promote anything wicked. It's created by an adult for adults. Take it with a playful pinch of salt and don’t let it weigh too heavy on your mind. Sit back, relax, and sink into a thrilling, sexy escapade.


Let's dive in
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Character Introduction

 
Madhuri, a stunning woman in her mid-30s, is a normal desi wife on the surface, bound by marriage to her husband Ramesh. She's soft-spoken and poised in public, but beneath her lies a volcano of sexual hunger she is unaware of, stoked by years of unfulfilled need. She is the heart of the narrative. Her ego battles her lust as she later yearns to be taken without asking for it, that leaves her frustrated yet fuels her twisted moves.


Her innocent son, Abhi, a lanky, awkward and conflicted soul, clings to her like a shadow, making him an easy target to play. A momma's boy at heart, oblivious to the storm approaching.


And then there's Ishaan, a charming beast with a hunger that’s raw and untamed. Being Abhi's classmate, he sees Madhuri not as a friend's mother, not as someone's wife, but as a conquest, a MILF to break and claim. A master of manipulation, whose plans are meticulous, pulling Abhi into a role he never imagined.


Welcome to Mask of Desire, where the lines between right and wrong blur, and the shadows hold secrets too wild to resist.



 

  Chapter 0: The Shadows

The mirror in Madhuri's bedroom was her silent companion. One quiet night, she stood before it, adjusting the folds of her saree, the silk clinging to her thick, curvy figure like a lover's touch. “Ugh, what a day,” she sighed, exhaustion lacing her voice.


At 5' 7", she towered over most women in her luxury Banjara Hills neighborhood. Her sharp, elegant nose flared slightly as she removed her delicate silver kundan necklace, placing it on the dresser. 


She shook her hair loose, the dark, glossy waves tumbling over her shoulders. Her plump lips, juicy as petals. She knew she was beautiful.


"Still got it, don’t you?" she murmured to her reflection, a small, private smile touching her lips. Beauty was her armor against society’s whispers that demanded she be nothing more than just a devoted wife and mother.


Madhuri is also a driven consultant working at a multinational corporation. Earlier that morning, when a junior associate flirted over coffee, saying, “You make office worth showing up for, ma’am,” she shot back, “Focus on the reports, not me,” her tone sharp but composed.


Her job is intense with strategy presentations, market research and endless hours, but she thrived the grind.


Later that evening, she attended a dinner party with her husband, draped in a saree that radiated elegance. Ramesh, her balding, weary husband and a senior IT professional, felt like an obligation.


Her plumpy breasts pressed against her blouse, a sight that made his colleagues stutter during the party. Every man who stared too long, every jealous glance from her friends' husbands, warmed her with a soft awareness of her own attractiveness.


Yet, in the bedroom, Ramesh’s lackluster 4-inch efforts had long faded into a disappointment. She’d never been fully satisfied, but she convinced herself she didn’t need him to. Her allure was enough. Or so she told herself.


But the mirror in her bedroom saw it all. It knew the truth she couldn't admit. 


At 36, she was a volcano, waiting for the right spark to erupt. Across the city, a predator sharpened his claws. Madhuri thought she controlled her world, but she had no idea how wrong she was.



Abhi, her son, was her world, sweet, shy, and utterly dependent on her.


The next day, he hunched over his desk in the corner of his classroom, the windows casting shadows on his chubby, boyish face.


At 18, he was a tangle of awkward limbs and insecurities. High school was a battlefield, and he was its punching bag, too trusting, too soft, a momma's boy who'd rather hide behind her saree than face a fight.


His classmates mocked his stammer, his quietness, but none more than Ishaan, the bully who owned him. "Oi, Abhi, still sucking on your mom's milk?" Ishaan sneered, slamming Abhi's books off his desk.


The classroom erupted in laughter, and Abhi's cheeks burned as he scrambled to pick them up. Ishaan towered over him like a beast, 20yrs old, 6 feet of lean muscle, abs rippling under his shirt, a cocky grin splitting his face.


"You're pathetic, bro," his deep voice carried a menace that made Abhi shrink.


"Look at you, straight-up scurrying like a rat. Too bad there's no hole small enough to hide your sorry self from me!"


Abhi hated him. Hated how Ishaan's words stuck.


But he couldn't fight back. Ishaan was everything he wasn't, confident, handsome, the guy girls giggled over in the halls.


His 9-inch shaft was a legend whispered about in the locker room, a weapon he wielded with charisma that left Abhi feeling smaller than ever. And yet, Ishaan kept him close, like a puppet on a string.


"But, you're always my buddy," he'd say, slinging an arm around Abhi's shoulders, his grip too tight to be friendly, prompting an awkward smile from Abhi. “Hehe.. yeah,” Abhi mumbled.


Ishaan sprawled on Abhi's desk, flipping through a text book while Abhi sat stiffly. "Your mom’s getting home soon today?" Ishaan asked casually, his tone laced with something Abhi couldn't place.


"Huh...? maybe I dont know," Abhi mumbled, eyes darting outside the window. He didn't know why Ishaan cared. He didn't want to know.


But Ishaan knew plenty. He'd seen her last week when she'd dropped off Abhi.


Her lips glistened with gloss as she scolded Abhi gently, "Sweetie, your grades are falling bad, you need to study hard and turn this around!"


Ishaan observed the way her hips were swaying meticulously as she walked back in her sleeveless kurta, and his dick twitched right there in the high school courtyard.


She was looking ripe and untouched. Milfs were his kink, and Madhuri? She was the jackpot.


He glanced at Abhi "Tell me," Ishaan said, smirking. "Your mom. What do you like about her?"


Abhi blinked, confused, "My mom..? I mean she.. she’s nice, cooks good food. Why?"


Ishaan leaned closer, eyes glinting, "Just curious. Bet she's good at farming too."


Abhi squirmed, a flicker of confusion, "Huh?"


Ishaan grinned and laughed replying "You're like a glitch in a game nobody plays Abhi, you wouldn't understand it."


Abhi hated how he twisted it. "You're also lucky," Ishaan said, clapping him on the back. "Having a mom like that? Damn!" Abhi forced a smile, but something felt off as Ishaan's laugh echoed in the room.


   

 Chapter 1: First Threads

The sun dipped low over the city, painting the sky orange as Ishaan leaned against the exit gate, watching Abhi shuffle out with his backpack slung low.


The kid looked like a lost puppy, head down, avoiding the jeers of passing boys. Ishaan pushed off the wall, his sneakers scuffing the gravel as he fell into step beside him.


"Yo, Abhi, wait up," he called, voice slick with fake warmth. Abhi flinched but stopped, peering up through his bangs. "What do you want, Ishaan?"


"Chill dude, just wanna talk," Ishaan said, slinging an arm around Abhi's shoulders.


"You're coming over to my place tomorrow, right?" Abhi nodded hesitantly, he'd agreed last week for a group assignment, too scared to say no.


Ishaan grinned, "Good. Then you gotta bring something exciting."


Abhi raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t you say she cooks well? How about asking her to make something for us?”


“Er… sure, but-”


“What’s your favourite dish of hers?” Ishaan cut in before Abhi could finish.


Abhi scratched his head. “Her paneer curry, I’d say. That’s the best.”


"Oh yeah? Tell her to pack extra," Ishaan said. He didn't give a shit about the food. It was an excuse, a thread to pull her closer. He’d seen her again that morning, dropping Abhi off before heading to work in a navy saree that hugged every curve. His cock throbbed the moment the wind brushed the cloth aside, revealing her navel. He’d had to step behind a tree and adjust himself. She was a tease without even trying.


They walked in silence for a bit, the buzz of autorickshaws and street vendors filling the air.


Ishaan leaned closer, his voice dropping to a low, taunting whisper, "Your mom's too hot to be stuck with a boring old man, you know."


Abhi squirmed, the words sinking into him like poison. He'd never thought of his mom that way, she was his rock, his safe place.


"Stop talking nonsense Ishaan, my parents are happily married." He mumbled. Ishaan's eyes glinted.


"Marriage don't mean shit when a guy's got game dumbass." Ishaan clapped him on the back, hard enough to make him stumble as they reached Abhi's street.


"See you tomorrow. Don't forget the food, or I'll come get it myself," He winked and sauntered off, leaving Abhi staring after him.

“Huh… what did he mean by that?” He didn't know why, but Ishaan's words clung to him.


That night, Ishaan sat in his room, shirtless, as he scrolled through Instagram. He'd found Madhuri's profile weeks ago, but it was private. "Fucking tease," he muttered, brushing himself through his shorts.


He opened a burner account, DevilzMask, and typed her his first message: "Saw you today, Madhuri. That saree's a sin." and hit send.


Madhuri sat at her vanity, brushing her long, dark hair, the rhythmic strokes soothing her after a long day at the office.


Her phone buzzed on the table, and she glanced at it, an Instagram notification. She frowned, opening the app. A message from an unknown account DevilzMask. Her breath caught, fingers tightening around the brush as she read the message.


"Who's this idiot? Do I know him?" she muttered, her heart racing looking at the profile picture, which looked like an evil mask with a text DEVIL written on it.


She wanted to block him right away and tell Ramesh, but his snores from the bed reminded her how useless he'd be.


She glanced at the screen as her thumb hovered over the message, "A sin? My saree?"


She'd felt the eyes of men, always watching, and pretended it didn't thrill her. But this was different to her. Bold, creepy and wrong.


She typed back, "Who are you? Stop this nonsense."


The reply came fast: "I’m someone who sees you, the real you. Not the fake wife act, but the woman underneath."


Madhuri' cheeks flushed, her reflection in the mirror wide-eyed, lips parted. "Nasty fellow," she hissed, slamming the phone down.


But her nipples slightly hardened under her nightie. She stood, pacing the room. Ramesh hadn't touched her in months, his limp excuses left her cold and this stranger's words slithered under her skin, waking something she'd buried.


The phone buzzed again. Against her better judgment, she looked. "You're too gorgeous to waste on that old man. Tell me what you want and I'll give it to you."


A photo followed, It was her, leaving the office, captured from behind.


She gasped, dropping the phone like it burned. Someone was watching her. Stalking her. She should be scared. She was scared.


"Oh my God, who is this? Why is he doing this to me?" she whispered, clutching her chest.


She deleted the message, blocked the account, and climbed onto bed, willing her body to calm and slowly drifted off to sleep.







The next day, Madhuri woke up with shame warring in her chest.


Downstairs, Abhi shuffled into the kitchen, oblivious to her turmoil. "Maa, I'm heading over to Ishaan's for a group project. He umm.. He also asked for your paneer curry yesterday. Can you make it for us?" he said shyly, avoiding her eyes.


Madhuri forced a smile, smoothing her hair. "Ishaan? Oh your classmate? Sure sweetie, you go get ready." She'd met him once, tall, charming, too confident and built for a boy his age. His greetings lingered in her ears, his gaze too bold as she brushed it off.


Across town, Ishaan smirked at his phone. She'd blocked him, It was cute as he'd expected it. He had a dozen more plans brewing. The game was on, and Madhuri didn't even know she'd already lost the opening move.


Abhi showered, packed his bags and stood in the kitchen, the faint aroma of garlic and ginger wafting from the stove as Madhuri stirred a pot of paneer curry.


The morning light filtered through the window, catching the edges of her cream-colored nightie, outlining her curves in a way that made Abhi's throat tighten.


He didn't understand why he noticed her bare back, thick hips shifting as she moved, the way her hair fell off her hair bun as she tried to wipe off sweat on her forehead.


She was his mom, his safe harbor, the one who once sang sweet lullabies to him. But Ishaan's words from yesterday gnawed at him like a splinter he couldn't pull out.


"Here, Abhi, ask your friend how it is," Madhuri said, her voice warm as she spooned the spicy curry into a steel container.


She glanced at him, her brown eyes soft but sharp, catching his fidgeting hands. "What? You're so quiet today."


Abhi ducked his head, clutching the edge of the counter. "Nothing, maa. I'll be back." He hated lying to her, but how could he say it? Those taunts on his dad kept replaying in his head, making him see her differently.


Madhuri clicked her tongue, setting the spoon down. "Study properly, okay? No daydreaming with that boy," She ruffled his hair and Abhi's chest ached with a mix of comfort and guilt.


He nodded, forcing a smile, but his eyes lingered as she turned back to the stove. The nightie clung to her lower back, hinting at the swell of her ass, and he jerked his gaze away. He didn't know what was wrong with him.

At the campus, Ishaan was waiting. He lounged against the corridor wall, shirt unbuttoned at the top, exuding a lazy confidence.


"Got the goods?" Ishaan asked, smirking as Abhi handed over the container. He popped it open, inhaling deeply. "Fuck, smells like heaven."


Abhi shifted on his feet, uneasy. "Yeah... she made it for us." Ishaan's grin widened, a predator baring teeth. "That's sweet of her."


He scooped a spoonful of the curry into his mouth, tasting slowly, "Mmm… Damn! Your mom's a g0ddamn angel", eyes locked on Abhi.


"You know what they say? A woman who cooks food this spicy, often crave some real spice too."


Abhi's stomach twisted, a sick flutter he couldn't name. "She's not... like that," he mumbled, but his voice lacked conviction.


"Not like what?" Ishaan stepped closer, towering over him. "Are you saying she's not a woman? Come on, Abhi, don't be a fool. She's got needs, needs your dad's probably too old to handle."


He leaned in, voice dropping to a whisper. "Ever heard her moan at night?" Abhi's face burned, his fists clenching. "Shut up, Ishaan! That's disgusting!"


Ishaan laughed, clapping him on the shoulder. "Relax, bro, I'm messing with you. But seriously, keep an eye on her from now on. I want you to tell me everything she does when I text you."


Abhi blinked, confused. "What? Why?" Ishaan's eyes darkened, a glint of something dangerous. "Cause I'm curious. And you owe me... After I saved your ass from that locker prank last week."


Abhi swallowed hard. He owed Ishaan nothing, yet the memory of Ishaan shoving him into a locker, leaving him gasping in panic, only to free him moments before the girls could witness the humiliation, still burned.


"Fine," he muttered, barely audible.


Ishaan smirked, satisfied. "That's my guy right there. I'll text you tonight."


With a mocking flourish, "Oh, and these are yours," he pressed the assignment papers against Abhi's chest and sauntered off, leaving Abhi clutching the empty container like a puppet dangling on a string.








That night, Abhi sat on his bed, phone in hand, staring at the door to his room. His phone chimed with a text notification from Ishaan. "What is your mom doing? Also tell me what she's wearing."


Down the hall, Madhuri's voice floated, soft, scolding Ramesh about bills. But Ishaan's text echoed louder. "Go watch her," Abhi's fingers hovered over his door knob, a traitor's tremble in them.


He peeked out to see her and typed, "She's in her nightie, yelling at Dad." He hit send, heart pounding, and waited for the shadow to grow.


Madhuri leaned against the kitchen counter, a glass of water in her hand, the coolness grounding her after a pointless argument with her husband.


"Ramesh, you don't know anything about spending smart," she snapped at him, frustrated by his latest splurge on a tacky watch he'd never wear.


Ramesh just grunted, retreating to the TV. She sighed, sipping the water, her long nightie, soft and loose, brushed her thighs as she moved, a smooth contrast against the tight sarees and office pants she wore outside.


Ishaan's reply came fast: "Huh.. What else?" Abhi's palms sweated, guilt clawing at him. But he couldn't stop.


Abhi peeked out again, phone clutched tight, his breath shallow.


He watched his mom stretch her arms, turning her back towards him, the fabric pulling tight over her breasts, her melons and ass outlined for a second.


His mouth went dry, noticing how the cloth hugged her curves, a shameful jolt shooting through him. She was beautiful, always had been, but now it felt different and wrong.


He closed the door, typing with fingers shaking, "Nothing, she looks tired."


Ishaan's response buzzed back: "She's prolly pent-up with that greybeard. Now, go check her room, see if she’s got any secrets."


Abhi's heart thudded. "Secrets? Mom doesn't have any secrets," he whispered to himself. She was pure and perfect, the one who kissed his forehead when he came home crying after the locker prank last week. But Ishaan's words were like a worm, burrowing slowly, and Abhi couldn't unhear them.


Madhuri set the glass down, oblivious, and padded toward her bedroom. She paused at Abhi's door, knocking lightly. "Get to bed early, okay?" she called.


Abhi scrambled to hide his phone, cracking the door open. "Y-Yes, maa," he said, forcing a smile.


She smiled back, warm and trusting, then disappeared to her bedroom.


He waited, counting the minutes, until the house settled into silence. Then, he slowly crept to the door of his parent's bedroom above. It was slightly open, the glow of her bedside lamp spilling out.


Madhuri sat on the bed, brushing her hair, her nightie slipping off one shoulder. Ramesh snored beside her. Abhi's breath hitched as she looked lonely and vulnerable. Her fingers lingered at her collarbone, tracing it absently, and for a moment, her eyes fluttered shut, lips parting in a faint sigh.


"Was this what Ishaan meant?" Abhi's mind spun, a mix of awe and dread.


He texted: "I can't enter the room Ishaan."


Ishaan's reply: "Dude, come on. Even a jellyfish has more spine than you."


Abhi trembles and replies: "Man, but I can't.. Dad's asleep but she's awake brushing her hair. And.. she looks... sad? idk."


Ishaan replied instantly: "Ah! That's a good sign. Keep observing. You're doing great."


"No, I'm heading to bed," Abhi replied and sank against the wall, phone trembling in his hand. He didn't want to be great at this, didn't want to see her as anything but his mother. But the crack had formed, small, irreversible, and Ishaan was prying it wide open.


Back in his room, Abhi curled under his blanket, the image of his mom's sigh burned into him. In her bedroom, Madhuri lay awake on the bed, staring at the ceiling, her body restless in a way she refused to name. Neither knew the other's turmoil, nor the shadow orchestrating it from afar.









The next day evening, Abhi sat cross-legged on the living room floor, a math textbook open in front of him, next to the assignment papers, but his eyes kept drifting.


Madhuri bustled in the kitchen, her kurti swishing as she chopped onions for dinner while humming a tune from a melody.


Ishaan's text from last night buzzed in his mind: "Keep observing. You're doing great." Abhi's stomach churned every time he thought about it.


He'd crossed a line, spying on his mom, texting Ishaan like some creep. But the more he tried to shove it away, the more it stuck.


He glanced at her again, catching the way her dupatta slipped, baring the upper swell of her breasts. His breath hitched, and he dug his fingers into the textbook, tearing a corner of the page out of frustration.


"Abhi, done with your assignment?" Madhuri called, not turning around, her knife slicing through the onions with rhythmic thwacks.


Abhi jolted, guilt flooding him. "Almost, maa," he lied, his voice cracking.


She shook her head. "Don't be late, your father will nag me if you fail again," She wiped her hands on a towel, turning to face him, and Abhi dropped his gaze fast, pretending to scribble an equation.


Her footsteps padded closer, and he felt her shadow fall over him. "But also don't be too consumed with them," she teased, crouching beside him.


"I’m preparing a special meal for the night, so don’t forget to join me and Papa for dinner." Her perfume, rose and something earthy, hit him, and he froze, hyper-aware of her closeness.


The tight leggings hugged her thighs, her bust pressing against the fabric as she leaned in to check his work. "This is wrong," she said, tapping the page. "Add here and multiply there."


Abhi nodded mutely, but as she stood, brushing his hair back with a fond smile, his eyes betrayed him, flicking to the sway of her hips as she walked away. His dick twitched, faint but undeniable, and he slammed the book shut, horrified.


His phone vibrated under his leg, Ishaan. "What's she up to now?" Abhi's hands shook as he typed, each word a betrayal: "Nothing, She’s just cooking in the kitchen." He hit send, then stuffed the phone in his pocket, hating how it felt like a leash. Ishaan's reply came quick: "That’s boring. Dig deeper, bro. Find out the dirt."


Abhi squeezed his eyes shut, willing the words to vanish. "Dirt? There's no dirt. My mom is perfect," he told himself. But was she? Last night's sigh, the way she'd touched her collarbone, flashed in his mind. He'd never seen her like that before, unguarded, almost... needy.


He shook his head, trying to erase it, but Ishaan's voice was louder like a devil on his shoulder. Abhi grabbed his pencil, snapping it in half, the crack echoing in the quiet room. Madhuri glanced over, frowning. "What's that noise?" she asked with concern.


"Nothing," he mumbled, scrambling to his feet. "I'll finish in my room" He fled, heart pounding, leaving her puzzled.








The dining table was a battlefield of silence that night. Madhuri sat at one end, her dress swapped for a loose cotton pajama set.


Ramesh sat opposite, hunched over his plate, spooning dal into his mouth with mechanical grunts. The TV blared a news debate, a distraction none of them needed but all of them clung to.


Abhi picked at his rice, his appetite gone, every clink of cutlery amplifying the noise in his head.


She broke the silence, "Ramesh, you're eating like a machine. Still thinking about that client, aren't you?"


Ramesh didn't look up, just shrugged. "Work is work honey," he muttered.


Madhuri rolled her eyes, setting her spoon down with a clatter. "You're always zoned out. Talk to me like I'm a human, okay?"


Her tone softened at the end, a plea masked as frustration. But Ramesh only grunted again, reaching for more roti.


Abhi watched the exchange. He'd seen this before. Usually, he'd feel bad for her, maybe crack a joke to make her smile. Tonight, he couldn't.


She turned to him, catching his stare. "What's wrong sweetie? You're not eating." Her brown eyes searched his face, and he flinched, dropping his gaze to the plate.


"I'm fine, maa," he said, too quick, too hollow.


She frowned, reaching over to feel his forehead. "No fever... but you're off. Are you worried about anything?" Her hand lingered, warm and steady, and Abhi's throat closed up.


He wanted to tell her about Ishaan, the texts and everything, but the words wouldn't come. "Nothing, I'm just full," he lied, pushing his plate away.


Madhuri sighed, pulling her hand back. "Fine, go rest then. But tomorrow, you will eat properly."


Later, as Madhuri washed the dishes, Abhi lingered in the hallway. The sink water splashed, her pajama top riding up slightly, exposing a sliver of her lower back. He shouldn't look. But his eyes disobeyed, tracing the curve, and his breath stuttered. Ishaan's voice hissed in his ear, "Dig deeper."


Before he could stop himself, he texted: "Mom is mad because Dad ignored her at the dinner."


The reply was instant: "What else can you expect from that old fart? Be a good son and don't ignore her tonight. Check her room again, look for real shit this time."


Abhi's fingers tightened around the phone, a mix of dread and curiosity churning inside thinking, "Real shit? Like what?"


Madhuri turned off the tap, drying her hands, and caught him standing there. "Have some water before bed," she said, a tired smile tugging at her lips.


Abhi nodded, mute, and watched her head to her room. The door clicked shut, and he waited, counting the seconds, the house settling into its nighttime hush. Then, like a thief, he crept closer to their bedroom, peeking through the door, again.


She was sitting on the bed, her back to him, untying her hair. Ramesh snored, oblivious, as always. Madhuri's shoulders slumped, and she rubbed her neck, a low groan escaping her. It wasn't a sound of pain, more like exhaustion, laced with something else.


Abhi’s heart pounded, his mind yelling at him to turn away, but his feet wouldn’t move. She slid under the covers, turning off the bed lamp, and in a few minutes, he forced himself to step forward with trembling legs and crept into the room, terrified of making a sound.


The spacious bedroom was dim, moonlight spilling through a window. He glanced around spotting an empty table by the door, a wardrobe tucked in the corner, its doors slightly ajar.


Heart racing, Abhi tiptoed to the wardrobe and peered inside, careful not to disturb his mother’s neatly folded sarees and clothes.


His eyes caught a bra dangling from a hook on the top-left rack. Flushing, he averted his gaze, moving to shut the wardrobe, but froze when he spotted a thin book tucked beneath a saree.


A strange thrill hit him as he lifted the soft fabric, hesitating, then pulled the book free.


Stepping toward the window for light, he saw it was a Debonair magazine, its cover featuring a provocative image of a woman.


As he turned the pages, he caught the scent of the same earthy rose perfume he’d noticed near her mother earlier that evening, suggesting she had been reading it that day.


His pulse hammered with dread. Keeping one ear on Ramesh’s steady snores, Abhi continued to check it, revealing a hazy image of a shirtless man embracing a partially nude woman, kissing her neck from behind in the editorial.


His breath caught, and he snapped the magazine shut, hastily slipping it back under the saree and retreated to his room, shaken.


Grabbing his phone, Abhi texted Ishaan: "There's nothing in the room. Now, please stop messing with me."


Ishaan’s reply buzzed: "Stop? We’re just warming up kiddo. I'm sure your mom's hiding something. Don't worry, we'll find out soon... Together.”


Abhi threw the phone across the room, curling into a ball on his bed. Regret clawed at him for stepping into that room.


“Warming up for what?” he thought, dread coiling in his gut.








Late afternoon the next day, Abhi slouched on the couch, stared blankly at the TV while playing a random Netflix show, but his mind was elsewhere, replaying last night.


The front door clicked open, and Madhuri swept in, her office bag slung over her shoulder, wearing a sheath dress till her feet with a deep neckline and sleek heels clinging to her frame.


She kicked off her heels with a tired huff, "No one's home yet?" she yelled, glancing around before spotting Abhi.


Her face softened into a smile. "Oh sweetie, you're here already? How was your day?"


Abhi straightened, brushing crumbs off his shirt. "It was fine, maa.." he said, quieter than usual.


Her eyes narrowed, catching the shift, but she didn't press. "Good. Are you hungry? I'll go make something quick for you."


She dropped her bag on the table and headed to the kitchen, her dress swishing with each step.


Abhi's gaze followed her, unwillingly, snagging instinctively on the way the fabric hugged her hips, spotting a faint outline of her bra strap through the dress. He clenched his jaw, as the memory of the bra from last night hanging free flickered in his mind. He forced his eyes back to the TV, but the damage was done.


His phone buzzed in his pocket, and he fished it out with shaky hands. Ishaan: "Is she home yet? Keep me updated." Abhi's throat tightened.


He didn't want to answer, didn't want to play this game, but his fingers moved anyway, like they belonged to someone else. "Yeah. She just got back." He hit send, then shoved the phone under a cushion, as if hiding it could erase what he'd done.


Madhuri returned with a plate of upma, setting it beside him. "Eat, you look pale," she said, her voice laced with concern.


She sat across from him, fanning herself with a news magazine, while setting the AC with the remote, the dress slipping slightly to reveal her collarbone.


Abhi's eyes darted there, smooth, golden skin glistening with a sheen of sweat, before he caught himself, shoving a spoonful of upma into his mouth to cover the flush creeping up his neck.


She didn't notice, too busy flipping pages of the magazine, but then the doorbell rang. Madhuri frowned, standing to answer it.


A delivery guy stood by the door, "Mrs. Madhuri?" he asked, handing her a parcel.


"Yes, who sent this?" she asked, turning it over in her hands searching for the label.


"No sender info, ma’am," The guy shrugged and left. Hesitantly, she opened it, revealing a single red rose and a folded note.
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Her brow furrowed as she read it, lips parting slightly, then she stuffed it back in the wrapping, her cheeks tinged pink.


"What's that, mom?" Abhi asked.


Madhuri waved a hand, too quickly. "Nothing, just... office stuff, wrong delivery." She tossed the parcel into her bag and forced a smile and retreated to the kitchen.

The rose's scent lingered in the air as she retreated to the kitchen.


Abhi quickly grabbed his phone and texted Ishaan: "She just got a parcel from some unknown sender. There's a rose along with a note... and she hid it."


Ishaan's reply was swift: "What? I told you she has secrets. Go read that note, bro. Find out what she is hiding."


Abhi's stomach dropped thinking, "Who sent it? Was it Ishaan? or someone else?"


Later, when Madhuri went to change, Abhi crept to her bag, guilt clawing at his chest. The parcel was there, crumpled but intact. He unfolded the note with trembling fingers.


"You're too beautiful to fade away, Madhuri. I see you"


No signature, just spiky handwriting that didn't match Ishaan's.


His mind spun, "What! Is someone watching her? Or was this Ishaan's trick?" He stuffed it back, heart hammering, and texted about the note.


Ishaan's response was a single word: "Interesting." Abhi sank onto the couch, the rose's echo haunting him.


Ishaan sprawled across his bed that evening, shirtless, the ceiling fan whirring lazily above him.


His room was a mess, cricket gear in one corner, a half-empty protein shake on the desk.


Ishaan grinned, scrolling through his burner account, DevilzMask, still blocked.


His phone pinged from Abhi. "Isn't that you with the rose?"


Ishaan chuckled, low and dark, thinking, "The kid was smarter than he looked, but not smart enough."


He typed back: "No Sherlock, someone's after her. You gonna let them beat me to it? Dig up more," He hit send.


Across the city that night, Madhuri sat in her vanity, hid the rose in a locked drawer using a small key, which she attached to her bracelet to ensure the note remained secret from Ramesh.


Her pajama top hung loose, but her hands fidgeted, smoothing her hair over and over. The note had shaken her, not just the words, but the violation.


Someone knew her, saw her, and it wasn't Ramesh's tired gaze. She'd almost told him, but his snoring had stopped her.


"What's the point? He'd call me dramatic, or worse, jealous that someone noticed me when he didn't," she sighed in disbelief.


"But why would someone send me a note?" she whispered to the mirror, but her reflection stared back, lips trembling, eyes glinting with something she refused to name.


The rose wasn't office junk, it was personal, invasive, and it stirred a heat she'd buried under years of duty. She locked the drawer tighter, as if that could lock away the feeling, then climbed into bed beside Ramesh, her body restless against the sheets.


Abhi watched through the door's narrow slit. He didn't trust Ishaan, not fully, but the rose wasn't his style. "Who could it be?"


He grabbed his phone, and typed: "Mom's asleep now, but she seemed frightened."


Ishaan's replied: "Then we must act quickly. Sneak me a pic of her tomorrow, something hot."


Abhi's breath caught gasping "A picture? That's too far." He couldn't, but his mind flashed to Madhuri in her dress that afternoon and the sweat on her collarbone.








The next morning, Madhuri got ready to work. Abhi watched her pack her bag, the tiny drawer key dangling on her wrist like a secret. "Have a good day, maa," he said, voice small, and she nodded absently, already halfway out the door.


He waited until both of them were gone, then crept to her room. The drawer was locked, but her perfume lingered, and he snapped a few quick pictures of her bedroom, vanity, lipstick, a comb, before fleeing back to his room, heart pounding.


He showed them to Ishaan in the class, "Her room and stuff. This is the best I could do."


Ishaan smacked him upside the head, "What is this dipshit? I asked a pic of her, not her fucking table. Try again tonight, it better be something hot or I'll come get it myself"


Abhi's stomach lurched. The thought of Ishaan in their house, smirking at his mom, made his skin crawl. "No no, ok I'll try," He replied with a clumsy voice.


Abhi sat on his bed that evening, his room felt smaller, the walls pressing in, as if they knew what he's going to do. He dragged himself to the kitchen, where his mom stood, flipping dosas.


She changed to a loose tropical kurti that shimmered under the bulb. Her hair was tied back, a few strands sticking to her neck from the heat, and Abhi's eyes lingered there, tracing the damp skin. She looked up, catching him mid-stare.


"What Abhi, standing there like a ghost? Sit," she said, sliding a dosa onto a plate. Her tone was brisk, but her smile was warm, and it twisted the knife in Abhi's gut deeper.


His phone burned a hole in his pocket. Abhi glanced at her again, watching the loose top dropping slightly as she bent, revealing the soft curve of her cleavage under it.


His breath hitched, and before he could stop himself, he slid the phone out, angling it from the top covertly at her. His thumb hovered over the shutter, trembling.


"This is wrong, so wrong," he grumbles but the fear of Ishaan's wrath outweighed the shame.


*Click*


The sound was faint, masked by the sizzle of the pan, but Abhi's heart stopped.


He'd caught her mid-motion, serving a dosa to his plate, head tilted downward, lips parted, the dress framing her figure like a painting.


He quickly sat, switched the phone off, pulse racing, picking at the food and shoved a piece into his mouth to hide the panic. Madhuri didn't notice, but humming as she flipped another, oblivious to the theft.


"Your friend Ishaan.. Did he like the curry?" she asked casually, wiping her hands on a towel.


Abhi choked, coughing into his fist. "Uh... yeah, maa. He loved it."


She nodded, pleased. "Good. Maybe I'll send more sometime. Looks like you finally made a good friend."


Abhi's throat tightened, "Good? If she only knew." He mumbled incoherently and bolted to his room as soon as he finished eating, locking the door behind him.


The photo glared up at him, his mom frozen in a moment he'd stolen. She was beautiful, too beautiful, and he hated how it stirred him, a flicker of heat he couldn't name. He sent it to Ishaan with a curt, "Here," then threw the phone onto his bed, pacing the room.


Ishaan's replied back: "Fuck, dude. Look at those big jugs. I guess you're more than just a marker of shame, hahaha.. good job!" Abhi's face burned with shame warring inside him. He felt like a traitor.


Abhi deleted the chat, but the image lingered in his mind, his mom, unaware and trapped in a frame Ishaan now owned.


He sank into the bed helplessly, head in his hands, the weight of his betrayal pressing down.


He didn't know how to stop, didn't know if he could. Ishaan had him, and every step pulled him further from the boy his mom thought he was.


Madhuri stood in her bedroom that night, the locked drawer a silent taunt as she slipped out of her dress. The rose incident gnawed at her, two days since it arrived, and no more after that.


She checked her Instagram after blocking that creepy stranger, expecting new messages, but her inbox was empty.


Silence felt worse, somehow, louder, heavier. She pulled on a nightie and sat at her vanity, brushing her hair with slow, deliberate strokes, trying to calm the jitter in her chest.


Ramesh shuffled in, already in his faded kurta, yawning as he climbed into bed. "Its surprising you're taking so long to sleep these days, honey," he grumbled, barely glancing at her before pulling the blanket up.


Madhuri's brush paused. "I'll be surprised too, if you cared about me," she shot back. He didn't respond, just rolled over, and the familiar sting of rejection settled in her bones.


She set the brush down, her reflection staring back and her fingers drifted to the key on her bracelet. The note had wormed its way under her skin, not for its creepiness, but for what it promised.


Someone’s creeping up on her. She hated how it thrilled her, how it woke a part of her she'd locked away. "This is so weird," she whispered, unlocking the drawer and pulling out the rose. It was wilting now, petals curling, but she held it to her nose, inhaling the faint sweetness.


"Who could it be? That junior associate who always lingered too long at the desk? That neighbour at the park who always seemed too eager to ask about my day? Or someone closer?"


Her pulse quickened, a mix of fear and something darker, something that made her thighs press together under the nightie. She tucked the rose back, relocking the drawer, but the thought stayed, coiling tighter.


Downstairs, she heard Abhi moving, probably sneaking a late-night snack, and it grounded her. Her sweet boy was her anchor. She couldn't let this nonsense unravel her.


Meanwhile, Abhi sat in the kitchen, a glass of water untouched as he stared at his phone. Ishaan's last message glowed on the screen. He'd crossed a line today, snapping that photo, and the guilt was a stone in his chest.


But worse was the flicker of something else, curiosity, maybe, or awe, at how Ishaan is seeing her. Not as his mother, but as... something else. Something raw and forbidden. Abhi stared at the ceiling, caught between loyalty and betrayal.


Across town, Ishaan saved the photo, his grin sharp in the dark.


Madhuri climbed into bed, cluched her pillow, turning off the lamp, but sleep didn't come easy. Her body hummed, restless, and when she finally drifted off, her dreams were hazy, faceless hands brushing her skin, and a voice whispering her name.


She was a puzzle, and Abhi was Ishaan's tool to solve it, piece by piece. The night deepened, the house quiet but alive with secrets.







The Sunday morning sun spilled into the living room. Abhi sat on the couch, knees pulled up, picking at a loose thread on his shorts as Madhuri vacuumed nearby in a simple kurti and comfortable palazzo pants.


Her hair was loose, tumbling over her shoulders.


To Abhi, though, she glowed, her movements graceful even in the mundane. He hated how he noticed, hated how Ishaan's voice made him see it.


His phone buzzed against his thigh, Ishaan's latest: "Ask about the rose. She's hiding something, and you're gonna find it."


Abhi's stomach twisted, a sick knot of dread and defiance.


He didn't want to ask. But the photo he'd sent, the note he'd read, are chains now, binding him to Ishaan's game. He glanced at her, her humming barely audible over the vacuum, and swallowed hard.


"M-Mom," he started, voice cracking. She didn't hear, too focused on a stubborn spot under the coffee table.


He tried again, louder. "Mom!" She switched off the vacuum, turning to him with a raised brow.


"What is it, Abhi? You look like you've seen a ghost." Abhi faltered, the question sticking in his throat.


"Uh... that rose," he blurted, cheeks flaming. "The one from the other day. Was it... really from work?" Madhuri froze, just for a second, her hand tightening on the vacuum handle.


Then she laughed, "Oh, that? I told you, wrong delivery. It was supposed to be for my colleague. So I gave it back. Why're you asking now?" She turned back to the vacuum, switching it on again, but Abhi saw the stiffness in her shoulders, the way her fingers fumbled with the cord.


He didn't push. Couldn't. Her lie hung between them, fragile but firm, and he let it stand, slumping deeper into the couch.


Madhuri finished vacuuming, brushing her hair back with a sigh. "Do you want to have some tea?" she asked, her voice softer now, like she sensed his unease.


Abhi shook his head, mumbling, "N-No, maa. I'm fine.."


She nodded, heading to the kitchen, but paused at the doorway, glancing back. "You're too quiet lately, sweetie. Tell me if something's wrong, okay?" Her smile was tender, and it cut him deeper than any of Ishaan's taunts.


He nodded, mute, and watched her go. The rose lingered in his mind like a red stain on her perfection, a question he hadn't dared to fully ask.


He texted with hands shaking: "I couldn't push her man. Sorry"


Ishaan's reply was a dagger with the meh emoji: "I've seen stray dogs with more swagger than you dude, sorry's for losers. She is playing you. Get me something real tonight. No excuses." Abhi tossed the phone aside, curling into the couch.


Down the hall, Madhuri leaned against the kitchen counter, staring at the drawer key on her wrist. Abhi's question had rattled her, too close, too sudden.


"Did he read the note? No, he wouldn't. He's my sweet boy, not a detective," she thought. But the rose burned in her thoughts. She gripped the counter, steadying herself, refusing to let it unravel her. Not yet.


Abhi sat at his desk, staring at the textbook he hadn't opened. Ishaan's words clawed at him, "She's playing you", and he hated how they made sense.


His mom had dodged his question too fast, her laugh felt too forced.


He crept to the stairs, peering down. Madhuri was in the kitchen, stirring dal. She looked tired, her movements slower than usual, and Abhi's chest tightened.


He wanted to hug her, tell her he was sorry, for what, he wasn't sure, but Ishaan's command loomed larger. "Get me something real."


"What did that even mean? Another photo?" His hands itched, torn between running to her and running from her.


The doorbell rang, snapping him out of it. Madhuri wiped her hands, opening the door.


Mrs. Sharma, a nosy neighbour entered with a loud laugh.


"Hey Madhuu, your saree that day was stunning!" Mrs. Sharma gushed, stepping inside.


"All the men at the reception were staring, one guy even asked me for your number. Ramesh is so lucky!" Madhuri laughed, brushing it off.


"Stop, you're too much!" she said, but her cheeks flushed. Abhi watched from the stairs, unseen, the way she'd stood a little taller at Mrs. Sharma's words stuck with him.


"Ishaan wasn't wrong. Even Mrs. Sharma saw it." he thought, slipping back to his room, texting Ishaan.


"You know what? The Neighbor auntie just came. I heard her tell my mom that men were staring at her in the reception, and she couldn't stop smiling."


Ishaan lounged on the high school bleachers that afternoon, a cricket bat balanced across his knees, the sun beating down on his bare shoulders.


"Fuck yeah, bro. I knew your mom was a slut inside, they love all the attention they get." He replied.


Abhi flinched, the word, slut, jarring against his mom's image.


His fingers shook as he typed, fury and fear twisting in his chest. "Stop it, Ishaan. You're crossing the line. I'm only doing this because of our deal. You need to back off now."


Ishaan's reply dripped with mockery. "Oh, please, Abhi. Not everyone's a gutless loser like you, backing off at the first sign of trouble. If you had any balls, you'd have found something juicy in your mom's room by now."


Abhi's throat tightened. "I checked her room thoroughly. There's nothing there," he texted, his heart pounding.


The lie burned, he couldn't mention the adult magazine he saw that night. Admitting it would only fuel Ishaan’s vile accusations.


Ishaan's response was instant: "Nothing? Sure, kid. If you can't find anything, I will."


Abhi's fingers froze over the screen, panic rising. "What?" he typed, faltering.


"Yeah," Ishaan shot back. "I'll swing by at 5 this evening. Be ready."


"No!" Abhi typed frantically. "Don't come here, please!"


Ishaan's words dripped with menace. "I've given you enough chances, kid. Tell your mom I'm coming. You don't want her caught off guard, do you? Oh, and tell her to whip up something tasty for me. See you."


Downstairs, Madhuri sent her off with a smile, closing the door and leaning against it. The compliment lingered, warming her. She shook her head, muttering, "Silly brain!," and returned to the kitchen, oblivious to Abhi's eyes.


Panic gripped Abhi, his legs felt heavy as he shuffled downstairs to the kitchen, where Madhuri was whisking batter, the aroma of spices filling the air. "Mom," he mumbled, voice barely steady, "uhh… Ishaan's coming over this evening. To… work on assignments."


Madhuri glanced up, smiling warmly, oblivious to the threat. "Okay, sweetie. I'll prepare something nice for you boys then."


Abhi was breaking, Madhuri was teetering. And the rose, whoever sent it, looming patiently for the devil to claim her innocence and turn to his advantage.


Cricket practice was over, but Ishaan stayed, staring at Madhuri's photo on his phone. "What a fucking prize you are! I'm coming to get you," he murmured with a slow grin spreading across his face.


He stood, stretching, his shadow long and sharp against the field, "Time to tighten the web."

(End of Chapter)


   

 Chapter 2: Wolf at the Door

The Sunday evening glow settled over Hyderabad. The city is known for its skyline of gleaming IT towers, the warm spice of Irani chai on every street, and the way all generations collide under the same golden light.

Abhi sat on a mat on the living room floor of their large, modern two-story home. Its spacious, landscaped yard is lush with tropical plants. Nestled in a well-maintained gated community, the house exuded luxury. A ceiling fan spun softly above him, casting cool air across the room, his math notebook open but untouched. Madhuri was in the kitchen, the clatter of steel plates mixing with the sizzle of oil as she promised chicken pakora for the boys.

Abhi's stomach churned at the thought of Ishaan coming into their home and meeting his mom. Her photo he'd sent, the one still burning in his memory, felt like a loaded gun waiting to fire back at him.

His phone buzzed, and he snatched it up. "On my way, bro. Tell her to look hot for me." Abhi's fingers froze over the keys, a mix of dread and something sharper twisting inside. He didn't reply, but the doorbell rang before he could think it through.

Madhuri wiped her hands on her apron, smoothing her hair as she crossed to the door. She changed into a reddish pink saree, simple but snug, the fabric catching her curves in the light, and Abhi's throat tightened, knowing Ishaan would see it too.

"Namaste, aunty!" Ishaan's voice boomed as the door swung open, bright and dripping with charm. He stepped inside, all 6 feet of lean muscle. His tee stretched over his arms, jeans hugging his thighs, a backpack slung over one shoulder.

His grin was wide, disarming, but his eyes are dark and piercing. They locked onto her like a hunter sizing up prey. Abhi shrank into the couch, wishing he could disappear. Madhuri smiled, polite but warm. "Ishaan?

Good to see you, Come in, sit." She gestured to the sofa, oblivious to the way Ishaan's gaze lingered on her saree's pleats, tracing the line of her hips. "Snacks are almost ready.

You guys keep talking. I'll be back," she said, closing the door.

"Thanks, aunty," Ishaan said, dropping his bag with a thud. "Smells amazing already, Abhi wasn't kidding about your cooking skills." He shot Abhi a wink, subtle but loaded, and Abhi's face burned. "Oh, it's nothing special," Madhuri said, brushing off the compliment, and turned back to the kitchen. Ishaan's grin widened, leaning toward Abhi as she left.

"Fuck bro, she's hotter up close. Just look at those hips," he whispered, voice low and hungry pointing to her swaying curves. "That saree's begging to come off." Abhi flinched, hissing, "Shh.. shut up!", but it was weak, drowned by the thud of his own pulse. Ishaan sprawled on the sofa, legs spread wide, owning the space.

"Relax, buddy. I'm just admiring the view" He pulled out a notebook, flipping it open like this was really about studying, but his eyes kept darting to the kitchen.








Madhuri returned with a tray of steaming chicken pakora, a bowl of mayonnaise, and two glasses of water, setting it on the table.

"Have it, boys," she said with a maternal smile when Ishaan met her gaze. "You're growing strong, Ishaan.. cricket, right?"

"Yeah aunty, just had a practice session this afternoon. Gotta stay fit," he said, stretching his arms casually, muscles rippling under his sleeve.

Abhi caught the way she lingered on Ishaan's frame.

"You look like you keep yourself active too," Ishaan said, checking her over from head to toe in a slow, appreciative sweep. Madhuri’s brow furrowed slightly, a look of mild, puzzled confusion crossing her features as she processed the unexpected remark. “I mean, being a consultant can’t be easy, right? Abhi’s always saying how hardworking you are.” He switched into a sweet smile, but Abhi saw the glint in his eyes as the bait is being dangled.

Madhuri laughed, waving a hand. "Oh enough, flattery won't get you extra snacks!" She turned away, but her step faltered, just for a second.

She retreated to the kitchen, and Ishaan smirked at Abhi, popping a handful of pakora into his mouth. "She likes me, bro. Did you see that?"

Abhi glared, whispering, "She's just being nice!"

Ishaan chuckled, leaning back. "Nice gets her wet. Keep watching."

Abhi's fists tightened, but said nothing. The wolf is now inside its den, and he was too tangled to stop it.

Madhuri stood at the sink, rinsing the tray, Ishaan's voice echoed in her ears, "You look like you keep yourself active too", and she hated how it lingered. "What did he mean by that?"

"He was just a boy, barely out of high school." she thought. But the way he'd said it, the confidence in his broad shoulders, she couldn't unsee it. Her fingers tightened around a spoon, scrubbing harder than necessary.

"Ugh, same old crappy thoughts again," she muttered, shaking her head.

From the living room, she heard Ishaan laugh, a deep, rolling sound that cut through the quiet house. Abhi's voice followed, soft and strained.

Her son had been off lately, quiet, jumpy, avoiding her eyes. She'd chalked it up to typical high school behavior, but now, with Ishaan here, she wondered.

He was loud and brash, like the kind of boy who'd drag Abhi into trouble if she wasn't careful. Yet he was polite, charming in a way that disarmed her. Too charming, maybe.









Back in the living room, Abhi sat rigid, watching Ishaan devour the pakora like it was a conquest. "Mmmm... Your mom's a fuckin' g0ddess bro." Ishaan said between bites. "Bet she gets every guy at work drooling." Abhi's jaw clenched, his voice barely a hiss. "Stop it, Ishaan. She's my mom."

Ishaan grinned, leaning closer. "Yea yeah, your mommy, and a damn fine one. You saw how she looked at me. She's starving for it." Abhi's hands shook, anger and shame boiling up, but before he could snap, Madhuri reappeared, wiping her hands on her pallu.

"How's it? Want some more?" she asked with a light tone as her eyes flicked between them.

Ishaan straightened, flashing that grin again. "I'm stuffed, aunty. Tasted incredible! No surprise coming from someone as beautiful as you I guess." A faint blush crept across Madhuri's cheeks.

"Gotta say this, you're spoiling me.. Better watch out, I might keep coming back." His voice was playful, but the edge under it is a challenge she didn't catch.

"Haha, you're always welcome here, Ishaan." she said, smiling despite herself. "Abhi needs good friends." She ruffled Abhi's hair and he ducked away, mumbling, "I'm fine, maa."

She frowned, sensing the tension, but let it go, heading upstairs. Ishaan watched her go, his gaze tracing her ass as she climbed, then turned to Abhi with a smirk. "She's inviting me in, bro. You're gonna help me make it stick."

Abhi's stomach dropped. "No way," he whispered, but Ishaan clapped him on the shoulder, hard.

"Yes way. Text me the update tonight." He stood, grabbing his bag, and sauntered to the door, pausing to glance back at Abhi.

"Bye, Aunty!" he shouted, then dropped his voice just enough for Abhi to catch, "You're the…" before raising it again, "best snack ever!" shooting Abhi a wink.

Madhuri's voice floated down, "Glad to hear, Ishaan! Take care," and he left, leaving Abhi staring at the empty tray, facepalming with regret, but the air is thick with something he couldn't name.









The house was still that night, broken only by Ramesh's snores drifting from their bedroom. Abhi sat on his bed, legs crossed. He'd tried to ignore Ishaan's taunts, tried to focus on his math assignment, but the memory of Ishaan's grin, the way he'd looked at his mom, dragged him back every time.

His phone buzzed, sharp and insistent. Ishaan: "Where's my update, kid? Don't make me come over again. Go and check if she still has the rose." Abhi's heart thudded, panic spiking. He couldn't let Ishaan show up again, not after what happened today.

He crept to his door, cracking it open, the hallway dim but alive with shadows. He took a breath, stepping into the dark. His parents room was upstairs, just beyond the staircase, its door slightly open.

Peering through the gap, he saw his mom and dad sleeping on the kind sized bed. Ramesh's snores rumbled steadily like a wall between her and the world. Abhi waited, counting their breaths until they evened out, then slipped inside.

The room smelled of her, rose perfume, a faint sweat, and his chest tightened. The drawer was in the vanity, locked, but the key glinted on her bracelet, dangling as she slept.

He hesitated, but his hand hovered on her hand, then gently slid the key off, his fingers brushing her skin. She stirred, murmuring something, and he froze, heart in his throat, but she settled, lost to dreams.

He quickly moved to the drawer and moved the key in and twisted quietly. The drawer clicked open, and there it was, the rose, wilted but potent, the note folded beside it.

He snapped a photo, and texted it to Ishaan: "She still has it." His hands shook as he tucked it back, relocking the drawer, slipping the key onto her wrist with a thief's care.

He fled to his room, locking the door, his breath ragged. Ishaan's reply buzzed: "I see, means she's still hooked. We need to pace up then."

Abhi sank onto his bed, the phone slipping from his grip. He curled into a ball, recalling the touch on her soft skin.









Madhuri woke up Monday morning with a start, her wrist tingling where the key rested. She sat up, Ramesh still snoring beside her, and rubbed her eyes, a vague unease settling in her chest.

It was last night's dream. It lingered before her eyes where faceless hands with a single deep voice repeatedly counting her name. She shook it off, blaming the heat. But as she swung her legs out of bed, her gaze fell to the vanity.

Something felt... off, but she couldn't place it. It was shut locked but the air in the room was heavier, like someone had been there.

"Ugh, these filthy dreams!" she muttered, standing to stretch, her nightie riding up her thighs.

She unlocked the drawer, checking the rose, petals curling inward. Relief washed over her, then guilt.

"Why do I even care about this? It was probably a stupid prank by a creep," she thought, tearing the note and throwing it in the bin along with the rose. She slammed the drawer shut, leaving the key there and dressed quickly.

Downstairs, Abhi was sitting idle at the dining table, hesitantly poking at his idlis with a fork.

"Morning sweetie! What, no appetite?" she asked, pouring herself tea.

He shrugged, mumbling, "Um.. Just tired, mom," but his voice was hollow.

She frowned, setting her cup down. "You're hiding something Abhi, did you get into any trouble in your class?"

He shook his head, and she sighed, brushing his hair back. "Tell me if anything’s bothering you, okay? I'm always here."

Abhi nodded, feeling her touch he didn't deserve, and watched her leave for work.

He noticed the key absent from her bracelet. "Oh no, did she notice me last night?" his anxiety flared.

Once his dad had left, he nervously crept into her room. The drawer was slightly open, the rose nowhere in sight. A quick glance around revealed it lying in the trash, petals mangled, the note shredded.

He grabbed his phone and messaged Ishaan: "Hey, she tore up the note. I told you, my mom's not like that." and received no reply.

At the office, Madhuri buried herself in reports. The junior associate dropped by her desk, leaning too close. "Morning ma'am, you're glowing today," he said.

She scoffed, "Thank you, can you work on your files?"

She pushed it down, focusing on her screen, but the note crept back, with the words "I see you", Ishaan's voice yesterday, and now this guy.

"Uhh.. What's going on?" she grumbled.

The day dragged, and when she got home, another parcel waited for her, a small box, no sender. Her hands trembled as she opened it while Abhi’s upstairs, oblivious.

Inside, a single petal, fresh, red, and a new note.
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"You can't hide, Madhuri. I'm closer than you think."

Her breath caught and she stuffed it into her bag, heart racing, and glanced at the stairs.

"Who is this creep? It has to be the guy from work, right? Or is it the weird client that I'm dealing with? No, it's probably the guy who took my number from Mrs. Sharma that night... Or is it someone else from the colony? Is it Ishaan? or Is it.. Abhi? Whatt, Noo..." she rushed straight to her room without a word to Abhi.

"Get your head straight girl, how did you even form that thought? He's your son. Step out of it," she cursed herself.

Madhuri tore the new note and threw it in the bin, her pride warring with a growing itch she couldn't scratch.

It was not a random prank. Someone was watching, even closer now, and she didn't know whether to run or wait.









The next afternoon, Abhi trudged out of the high school courtyard, backpack dragging his shoulders down. He'd barely slept, his mom's silence last night screamed louder than words.

Ishaan leaned against the gate, sweat glistening on his bare arms. His grin was sharp, predatory.

"Hey knucklehead, where are you running off to?" he called, voice carrying over the chatter of dispersing students.

Abhi froze, clutching his straps. "To the hospital, I got an appointment," he mumbled, but Ishaan stepped closer, towering over him.

"Not today. We're taking a detour to your place. I think I'm missing your mom."

Abhi's stomach flipped. "No, she'll be at work," he lied, and Ishaan's eyes narrowed, catching it.

"Bullshit. I saw her car parked when I passed by earlier. Come on, don't be a twat" He clapped Abhi on the back, steering him toward the road.

Abhi stumbled along and they reached the gate just as Madhuri's car pulled up, she'd gone shopping, a rare break from her work schedule.

She stepped out, a coral saree catching the sun, her hair loose and wild from the wind.

Abhi's breath hitched, but Ishaan whistled low, nudging him. "Jackpot"

Madhuri spotted them, waving with a tired smile. "Oh hey, Ishaan! What's this surprise visit?"

Ishaan flashed his charm, striding over.

"Couldn't stay away, aunty. Your treat's still on my mind," His voice was honey, but his eyes raked her saree, lingering on the way it clung to her chest.

Madhuri laughed, brushing her hair back.

"Enough, you'll make me cook all day!"

She didn't see the hunger in his stare, but Abhi did, his fists clenching as Ishaan leaned closer, offering to carry her bag.

"Here, let me help," Ishaan said, taking it before she could protest, his fingers brushing hers.

Madhuri blinked, a flicker of surprise crossing her face, but she nodded, leading them inside.

Abhi trailed behind, sensing the air thick with something he couldn't name, fear, anger, a shameful spark he buried deep.

Ishaan dropped the bag on the table, sprawling on the sofa like he owned it, and Madhuri disappeared to the kitchen, promising snacks.

"You saw that?" Ishaan whispered, smirking. "She's into me. That touch, she felt it."

Abhi glared and hissed, "Can you stop saying that?" He didn't see it, but the glint in Ishaan's eyes said trouble.









Madhuri returned with a plate of sandwiches, setting it down with a smile. "Have them, Ishaan, you're too skinny for cricket," she tried to tease him a little for the taunts he made on her.

Ishaan laughed and slowly rolled up his oversized t-shirt flexing his abs, grinning. "I'm only lean where it counts Aunty. Feel it if you don't believe me," He held his hand out, bold.

Madhuri laughed, swatting his hand away. "Cover it up Ishaan! You're a bad boy, you know that?" she said, but her eyes lingered on his abs, a flush creeping up her neck before she turned away.

Abhi's chest tightened with jealousy, maybe, or worse.

Ishaan caught it, whispering, "She's under my spell." he said, biting into a sandwich.

Abhi’s nerves spiked, and he muttered, "Wait till my dad catches you."

Ishaan just smirked, raising his voice to ask, "Aunty, where's uncle at? Didn't get a chance to meet him the last time." Abhi facepalmed.

"This house seems way too big for just you two," Ishaan added smoothly. Madhuri emerged with a coffee mug, smiling. "He's a busy man at work. Want some?" she offered.

"Nah, thanks, aunty. I'll have it next time with uncle," Ishaan replied, handing it over to Abhi, finishing the sandwiches and setting the plate down. He stood, thanking her with exaggerated charm, and left, his shadow stretching long behind.

Abhi stared at his sandwiches, which killed his appetite instantly.










Madhuri stood in her bedroom that night, the coral saree pooled on the floor, her reflection stark in the mirror. She'd changed into a nightie, traced her fingers along her collarbone, replaying Ishaan's visit.

His boldness, offering help and touching her , flexing abs like some hero, should've annoyed her. But it didn't. It stirred her, a ripple in the calm she'd clung to for years. "He's just a teenager... yet his confidence, his eyes, his body... they didn't feel like that," she thought.

Downstairs, Abhi paced the living room, he'd seen it, her flush, her laugh, the way she'd looked at Ishaan's abs. It wasn't just nice. It was something else, something that made his stomach churn and weirdly his dick twitch like betrayal he couldn't face.

His phone buzzed, Ishaan: "Hey, show me what she's doing."

Abhi's breath hitched, cursing himself, "I'm an idiot, swear to G0d, I might as well carve my own tombstone." He crept upstairs, the house creaking under him, and paused at her door.

It was ajar, the mirror angled just right, he saw her, nightie slipping off one shoulder, slightly showing off her cleavage, her hand sliding down her neck, eyes half-closed, her dress revealing bit of her inner thighs.

His mouth went dry looking at her. A jolt shot through him with a mix of shame and thrill.

She was lost in her own world, and he fumbled his phone, snapping a blurry shot before bolting back downstairs.

He sent it, hands shaking: "Here. Don't ask anymore."

Ishaan's response was a firebomb: "Damn! your mom's looking like a slut."

"Congrats, dummy, you didn't screw it up, miracles do happen after all."

Abhi deleted the pic and the chats, curling into the couch. But the image seared into him, his mom, vulnerable, alive in a way he'd never seen. He hated Ishaan, hated himself, but the thrill lingered, dark and addictive.

Upstairs, Madhuri caught a shadow in the mirror, a flicker, gone fast, and froze.

"Who's there?" she whispered, but the room was empty.

She stood up and locked the door, but the crack was widening, her pride splintering under eyes she couldn't see.

Across town, Ishaan grinned at the photo, stroking himself through his shorts. Madhuri was crumbling, faster than he'd hoped.









Wednesday evening hit like a freight train, Abhi bolted from high school, dodging Ishaan's usual gate ambush, his phone silent for once. He'd muted it after the latest photo of his mom haunted him all night.

He darted home, head down, but the streets buzzed louder than his thoughts, autorickshaws honking, vendors shouting, and he didn't see Ishaan until it was too late.

"Oi, Abhi!" Ishaan's voice cut through the chaos, sharp and commanding.

He lounged against a fruit cart near the market, an apple in hand, peeling it with a pocketknife.

"Where you running again? Missed you at the gate," His grin was casual, but his eyes glinted, pinning Abhi in place.

"I... need to go," Abhi mumbled, clutching his bag. Ishaan tossed the peel aside, stepping closer.

"Bullshit. Are you dodging me? After that pic? You're in too deep to back out now."

Before Abhi could protest, Ishaan's gaze flicked past him, sharpening. "Well, fuck me, look who's here."

Abhi turned, spotting his mom at the vegetable stall, haggling over tomatoes fiercely with the shopkeeper in a fitted kurti and pants, her hair tied back, a basket on her arm.

She hadn't seen them yet, and Ishaan was already moving, dragging Abhi along. "Time to play, bro," he muttered.

"Maa!" Abhi called, voice cracking, a weak attempt to warn her, but Ishaan reached her first.

"Hello aunty, fancy seeing you here!" he boomed, flashing that grin.

Madhuri looked up, startled, then smiled. "Ishaan? What are you doing here?" Her tone was light, but her eyes flicked to Abhi, questioning.

Ishaan stepped closer, grabbing a tomato from her basket. "Just helping out, Abhi said you'd be here. Isn't it heavy, let me carry that."

He took the basket before she could argue, his arm brushing hers, deliberate and bold. Madhuri blinked, a faint flush creeping up her neck.

"Um.. its ok Ishaan, I'll manage," she said, reaching to take it back, but Ishaan held firm, flexing subtly.

"It's ok, aunty, I've got it, strong arms, remember?"

He winked, and she laughed, soft and unguarded, before catching herself, glancing at Abhi.

"You're a cheeky one huh? But don't spoil my son," she teased, nodding at her son.

Abhi stood frozen, the air thickening around him.

Ishaan's charm was a blade, slicing through her defenses, and he couldn't stop it, didn't know if he wanted to.

As they walked back home, Madhuri chatted ahead, oblivious, praising Ishaan's manners.

Abhi trailed behind, the market's noise fading into a dull roar in his head.

Ishaan dumped the basket inside and lingered by the door.

"Thanks aunty, talking to you felt nice. See you soon," he said, his gaze locking with hers, slow and heavy.

Madhuri nodded, smiling, and shut the door while Abhi sank onto the couch.

Madhuri paced her bedroom that night, Ishaan's visit replayed in her mind, his arm brushing hers, and that wink.

"Could it be him? No, he's just an attractive teenager. I can't spoil my son’s friendship.. I won't." she assured herself, yet the doubt stuck, a thorn in her chest.

Her breath uneven, and caught her reflection in the mirror, flushed, wild-eyed, a woman teetering on an edge she didn't want to name.

Downstairs, Ishaan's text hit Abhi with a punch: "What a kind son you are bro, serving your mom up on a platter."

Abhi hunched over his phone with shame flooding him, but couldn't stop doubting his mom.











Morning came quick.

Madhuri dressed sharp, black Y-neck button-up shirt and matching wide leg trousers. At breakfast, Abhi's voice broke the silence, small and forced.

"Maa, umm... What do you think about Ishaan?" he asked, in a desperate attempt to clear his cluttered mind.

She paused, spoon halfway to her mouth, her eyes narrowing.

"Ishaan? He's sweet.. Why?" Her tone was casual, but her grip tightened, suspicion flickering.

Abhi shrugged, mumbling, "Just asking," and bolted, leaving her staring after him and confused.

At work, a colleague flirted again before her presentation, "Black suits you, Ma'am", but she brushed him off, distracted.

The petal, Ishaan, Abhi's question, colleagues taunts, they all swirled a storm she couldn't outrun. All of a sudden in the middle of her presentation, she stood still, eyes open and sharp, as if she'd just pieced together a mysterious, tangled puzzle.

She quickly got back home that evening leaving few unimportant tasks for the next day and rushed to her bedroom, locked it, grabbed her phone, scrolling to DevilzMask, blocked weeks ago. Her thumb hovered, heart pounding. "Was it him? The stalker?"

She didn't know, but the itch was unbearable. "It has to be."

She unblocked the account, typing fast: "Who are you? Stop this, or I'll find you out" She held her breath and hit send.

Across town, Ishaan's phone pinged and his grin split wide. "Game fuckin' on," he muttered, typing back from DevilzMask: "You're already looking, Madhuri. Keep me close, I'll show you more."


Her heart raced reading it with a mix of fury and thrill she couldn't shake. Thrill danced down her spine with a forbidden shiver she hasn't felt in years.

She clutched her pants tighter, scolding herself, "This ain't right, get a grip girl, you're spiraling," but her fingers moved, driven by something deeper.

Her husband's face flashed in her mind, but her body hummed with something alive. She couldn't use her real account to talk which felt too risky and exposed. She wanted to play the stalker giving the taste of his own medicine.

She hasn't replied yet. Instead, she walked up to her wardrobe, grabbed an old unused phone under the sheets which she stopped using several months back as they stalled the updates.

She quickly got back on her bed, switched it on, installed and opened Instagram, swiped to create a new profile, ShyVelvet, her hands trembling as she set it all up. Her chest tightened as she created that account. No display picture, no description and no hints.

She wanted to turn the tables, taste the power he's been wielding over her. Even though she's never done this, even though her husband's snores echoed from the past, the thrill drowned her guilt.

She thought it through until night, finally resolving to act. As soon as the family had their dinner, she got back to her room, took her old phone from her handbag, opened the stalker's profile and entered his DM.

She typed, slow and deliberate, breathing shallow: "You think you know me, Creep?" she hit send. She waited, the silence stretching.

Ishaan's brow arched slightly with a hint of surprise as he gets a notification from an unknown account named ShyVelvet and his fingers hover over the keys.

He knew he was always the one in control, the charmer who makes girls blush, and this felt different. "Is it her?" Ishaan wonders as his heart kicks up a notch, intrigued.

Then it buzzed "Madhuri? Is that you?" A nervous laugh escaped her lips, quickly muffled by her hand.

"He's sharp, damn him," she mutters, her palms sweat, but she leans into the role texting, "Guess again stalker, I'm not who you think I am." She sent it.

Ishaan chuckled, leaning forward "I'm used to girls throwing themselves at me. But this? This could be a puzzle. I love it," he thought, ignited by the chase.

"Oh, alright, mystery girl. Let's see... you're someone who's troubled by me, huh?" His grin widened, eyes glinting with challenge.

A reply came from ShyVelvet: "Maybe, or maybe I'm just here to mess with you. Guess who would do that."

He typed and sent "Oh, I've had my share of admirers. One girl tried to push me in a pool, after I refused a kiss. Another punctured my tire when I refused to walk her home, all mushy. But you seem different, who are you?"

A flush crept up her neck reading it as her jealousy stung her sharp and sudden. He is the kind she had always avoided.

Her fingers shook as she typed: "No, as you said, I'm a mystery. Keep guessing" hiding her shock behind.

He's still betting it's Madhuri, that shy little housewife he's been unraveling all week. Ishaan's enjoying this game more than he expected.

"You've got me hooked, keep playing, Velvet. I'll figure you out."

"Hah! Maybe I'll let you try. But don't think you're gonna win this," the reply popped. He laughed softly, running a hand through his hair.

Ishaan replied back "Oh, I love a fight. Keep hiding, I'll trace and unmask you."

She bit her lip with a thrill zipping through her veins. The heat pooling in her belly scared her, she should stop, delete the chat then and , go back to her quiet life.

But she could't. Not yet. She replied, "Keep dreaming, stalker. I'm a ghost you'll never catch. Prepare to get haunted.. in your own way."

Across town, Ishaan sprawled on his bed, shirtless, the phone's glow catching the sweat on his abs. The message from ShyVelvet stopped him cold.

Ishaan froze, rereading her message. "What the fuck?" he muttered. "This doesn't sound like Madhuri. Who else, if not her?" His mind spun with excitement and confusion tangling together.

"The girl next door? The girl from the library? Who could it be?"

A laugh escaped him, awed and unsteady. "Shit," he breathed, staring at the screen with his shaken cocky edge.

DevilzMask: "You're good, I'll bite you soon." He hit send, his mind racing. Someone was fucking with him, and he didn't know the board yet.

Madhuri read it, but she didn't answer. "Haha... I'll let him squirm," she muttered as a sly smile tugged at her lips.

She locked her phone, and slid into bed. Her body hummed, alive in a way it hadn't been in years. She'd stepped into the abyss, not as prey, but as a player and felt dangerously good.


 






Abhi jolted awake next morning, his phone buzzing like a swarm of angry bees. A barrage of texts from Ishaan lit up the screen, sharp and relentless:

"Dude, someone's on my stalker account. I doubt it's your slutty mom. Find out NOW."

He blinked, groggy, the words sinking in slow. "Stalker account? My... mom?" His stomach twisted. "He must be lying," he thought, shoving off the covers.

But doubt gnawed at him as he stumbled to the living room, heart hammering.

Madhuri stood at the stove, flipping parathas, the sizzle of oil filling the kitchen. She'd swapped her usual black blouse and pants for a loose red kurta, casual but striking. She hummed softly, a faint smile curling her lips, and Abhi froze. She looked... different. Lighter. Too light for their usual mornings.

He cleared his throat, voice small. "Maa, uh... did you sleep okay?"

She glanced over, nodding. "Yes, sweetie," she said breezily. "A lot better than usual." Her tone was happy, but her eyes flicked away, a secret dancing in them.

He sat, picking at his breakfast, "Anyone... called you or anything yesterday?" he ventured, clumsy, fishing.

Madhuri's hand paused mid-flip, her brow creasing. "Why are you asking?" she asked sharply. Abhi shrank under her gaze. "Just... wondering," he mumbled, looking down.

She stared, then shrugged. "No, Abhi. Eat quickly and go to your classes." She turned back to the stove. Her guard was up, and he felt it.

At school, Ishaan cornered him in a corridor. "Spill it, bro, is she the one texting me?" His voice was low, urgent, cracking his usual swagger.

Abhi blinked, confused. "Texting? I don't know, she didn't say anything."

Ishaan cut him off, leaning in. "Some chick's stalking me back, someone with the username ShyVelvet. I seriously doubt it's your mom! You understand?"

Abhi shook his head, panic rising. "No, Ishaan. I don't think its her!"

Ishaan's eyes narrowed, then softened, a grin creeping back. "Fine. You're gonna find out then. Check her phone tonight. I need a proof." He clapped Abhi's shoulder, hard, and walked off, leaving him reeling.

"Mom's really texting someone?" Abhi's mind spun. She'd been off lately. "I don't get it."



Late that evening, Madhuri sat in the living room, scrolling her main phone while Ramesh lazed on the recliner watching a boring debate. Abhi lingered nearby, pretending to read, darting his eyes.

She took a device from her handbag, laughed softly, typing fast, and he edged closer. Then he saw it, a second phone in her hand with a cracked screen, the one he used to play temple run with, tucked beside her on the couch.

His breath caught. "From when is mom reusing her old phone?"

He waited, heart pounding, until she stood, leaving it behind to grab water. He lunged, snatched it, swiping to Instagram, ShyVelvet, logged in, and saw a chat open with DevilzMask. He scanned fast, at the conversation they had, and saw an unsent draft waiting in the text box.
His hands shook. "It was her," he muttered, "playing him back." He snapped a photo of the screen, shoving the phone back as she returned, oblivious, humming again.

Ishaan's text came late, sharp and demanding: "What's taking you so long, you little schmuck."

Abhi fingers trembling as he typed: "Wait. I got it, it's her. ShyVelvet. She's the one messing with you." He sent the photo as a proof.

Across town, Ishaan froze, his phone lighting up his grin. "Holy fuck," he laughed, a low, wicked sound, running a hand through his hair.

"Crazy to think a dimwit's mom pulled that off! Your innocent little mommy's been hiding well." he sent to Abhi.

Abhi's reply came shaky: "Ishaan, this is all messed up. Why'd you make me do this? I didn't want to know this crap."

Ishaan: "Relax, dumbass. You did what I asked. She playing a game with me, but the ball is my court now, and you're gonna watch me win."

Ishaan leaned back, smirking. "Didn't think she had it in her. Guess she's not so boring after all."

Abhi held his head, the pull of this dark thrill was undeniable like a drug he couldn't quit.

But then the thought hit: "She'd kill me if she knew I'm behind this."

Upstairs that night, Madhuri smirked at her alt phone, finally sending that draft to DevilzMask: "Maybe I'm closer than you think, stalker. Guess me quick." A subtle jab tying back to his earlier taunt. She then proudly locked it away in her drawer.

She'd turned the tables, or so she thought. Across town, Ishaan's grin widened too. Her game. Her moves. And now, he held the strings. The mask was fully on now, grinning in the dark, ready to strike back.

(End of Chapter)




   

 Chapter 3: Digital Dance


Abhi's screenshot blew Ishaan's mind. She was clever, juggling two accounts simultaneously, but he held both strings now, more cruel than ever.

Madhuri woke up fresh, Ramesh's snores rumbled on, oblivious to the storm brewing next to him. She opened her drawer, her hands toggling between two phones.

She picked up her old phone and stared at her last message. No reply yet. She then opened her main where she unblocked him, his reply left unanswered.

She savoured the upper hand, but now the itch started growing on her.

She typed slowly, deliberately. "Hello stalker, good morning. You've been quiet lately. Is someone scared of the challenge?" Her thumb hovered, then pressed send and leaned back, waiting.

Ishaan reclined on his bed, fingers drumming the sheets in anticipation. The taunt popped up on Ishaan’s phone, and his dick twitched.

"No one's gonna stop me from doing what I'm about to do to you, Aunty," he laughed under his breath.

Texting her main account from DevilzMask, he typed fast. "Good morning Madhuri, sorry to disturb you, just couldn't keep quiet. Especially after watching you in that kurta the other day. Bet it feels nice hugging you tight." He hit send, leaning back with a predator's patience.

Madhuri's main phone buzzed, the sound sharp in the quiet room. "Idiot! Why's he texting my main again? and how does he know what I'm wearing everyday?" she muttered and fired back quickly.

"Don't you understand. This is harassment. Leave me alone."

Her alt stayed silent without a reply, and the ache in her sharpened, a hunger she couldn't voice on her main.

She switched again, typing. "Ignoring me, huh? Guess you're not worth my time." She sent it, leaning back, thighs pressing together under the nightie as the humid air clung tighter.

Ishaan ignored her alt entirely. "Perfect, let her stew," he thought, picturing her frustration.

He fired back at her main instead. "Leave you? I'm afraid I can't. You're in my head, all day, yet all that beauty, wasted on a snoring fool."

Madhuri read it, the truth in his words hit her like a cruel jab she couldn't dodge, and she typed back, furious. "Shut up! You know nothing about my life."

But her fingers lingered on her alt, waiting for his reply there. Silence greeted her instead, leaving her confused, dangling on his hook.


Downstairs, Abhi sank into the bed, staring at a wall. Ishaan's smug face flashed in his mind. He'd handed his mom over to Ishaan, and the thrill of it, dark and undeniable, mixed with a gnawing dread.

Upstairs, Madhuri's smirk returned as she stared at her alt. Though he'd gone quiet, she felt the power and control.

The morning spilled soft light into the kitchen as Abhi shuffled in and sat near a table with bleary eyes. Madhuri stood at the stove, flipping dosas.

She hummed a playful tune with light movements, like some invisible weight had slipped off her shoulders.

He watched her with her secret burning in his gut.

"Had a good sleep, Maa?" he asked with a tight voice.

She nodded, flashing a smile. "Yeah, sweetie, you?"

He shrugged, avoiding her eyes, "Me too."

The doorbell cut through the moment, sharp and sudden. Madhuri wiped her hands on a towel and opened it to Ishaan, his grin wide and unannounced.

"Hello, aunty! Abhi said you're free today, thought I'd drop by," he chirped, stepping in.

His tee clung to his chest, and Madhuri blinked, caught off-guard. "Ohh hi, Ishaan, come in," she said, stepping aside, her smile polite but edged with wariness.

Abhi glared, hissing under his breath, "I didn't say that!" But Ishaan just winked, striding past like he owned the place.

"Smells like heaven again," Ishaan said entering the dining area, sniffing the air, his gaze sliding over her kurta, subtle, but hungry. "You're spoiling us."

Madhuri laughed, brushing it off. "Don't you start again. Sit, wanna have a dosa?" She plated one and handed it over, his fingers grazing hers, deliberate, slow.

"Thanks, aunty. You're too good to us," he said, his voice dipping into a thrilling edge that made her hand falter, a flicker of heat sparking in her chest.

She hid it fast, turning back to the stove.

Abhi watched with fists clenched under the table. Ishaan's charm, his mom's flush, right before his eyes, it was too much. "We've got to complete our assignment," he blurted, standing abruptly, but Ishaan waved him off.

"Chill, bro, let me enjoy this first." He bit into the dosa, moaning loud and exaggerated. "Fuck! Oops, sorry, aunty, but this is the best thing I've tasted."

Madhuri swatted his arm, laughing despite herself. "Watch that mouth!" But her eyes lingered a beat too long, catching the flex of his biceps under her touch, and Abhi's stomach twisted.


Ishaan stayed an hour, filling the kitchen with chatter, praising her cooking, dropping flirty jabs she deflected with playful scolds.

"You're a trouble, Ishaan," she said as he headed for the door, her tone teasing, light.

"Only the good kind, aunty, Byee" he grinned back, stepping out slowly.

She shook her head and followed him to the patia, waved at him and took out few bills from the mail box, bringing them inside the home along with the daily newspaper. The door clicked shut, and Madhuri leaned against it with uneven breath. Ishaan's energy lingered, bold, young, stirring her. It reminded her of the stalker, that same electric pull but too sweet.

Her alt buzzed in her mind, silent, ignored, and the ache grew, her fingers itching to break free.

She pulled out the old phone, and typed fast. "Still scared, stalker? I'm waiting." She sent it, her pride bending under a need she couldn't name, pulsing hot beneath her skin.

Ishaan on the way back saw the message pop up and smirked.

He flipped to her main account, where she'd last snapped, "You know nothing about my life."

"I know everything, dear, you're really gorgeous in blue today." Madhuri's main buzzed, and she scoffed, the sound sharp in the empty kitchen.

"How'd he know?" she wondered and quickly scanned her surroundings, looked outside the windows to find no one. "Ughh.. I shouldn't have stepped out. He must be somewhere around here."

A secret smile tugged at her lips, buried fast under a scowl as she stared at the screen, window left opened, and she was caught between fury and a flicker of something darker, something alive.









The sun dipped low, painting Hyderabad's streets in long, lazy shadows as Madhuri sat in the verandah, knitting a table runner with a rhythm that mirrored her racing thoughts.

She'd scolded herself all day, she's a mother, a wife, not some giddy girl, but the heat wouldn't fade.

Her phones sat on the counter, two lives staring back at her, and she glanced at them every few minutes, half-expecting, half-dreading the buzz.

Downstairs, Abhi sprawled on his bed, his textbook open on his study table, but untouched for an hour.

He'd seen it, her laugh when Ishaan teased her, the way her hand lingered on his arm, her eyes sparking with something alive. It wasn't just politeness; it was electric, and it twisted him up.

Guilt choked him, but a dark thrill sparked every time he pictured Ishaan closer.

His phone buzzed, Ishaan's name lighting up the screen. "What's she doing, fucker? Feed me."

Abhi's hands moved quickly, typing back. "I think she is in the veranda, knitting a cloth." He hit send and sank deeper into the mattress, a traitor's weight settling heavy in his bones.

Ishaan's reply snapped back quickly. "Good, you’re my watchman from here on."

Ishaan leaned against his bedframe, as he texted her main:  "The way your fingers dance with that needle, got me imagining how you'd handle longer pointy tools."

Madhuri's main buzzed mid-stitch, the knit tangled as she grabbed it. His words glared up at her, and her breath caught, a flush creeping hot up her neck.


She quickly scanned her surroundings, the servant tending the lawn’s sprinklers below, the neighbor’s house wide open but lifeless, no one shady in sight.

"This is driving me crazy, who's behind it?" she muttered under her breath, slamming the table with a flash of defiance.

She typed back, furious and fast. "Who are you?! You're disgusting. Stay away or I'll block you again." and sent. Her finger hovered over the block button, trembling with intent. But she couldn't press it.

His words hit too close, stirring a heat she'd buried under years of duty, and she hated how it thrilled her, quick and alive.

She switched to ShyVelvet, the silence there felt like a slap. Her resolve cracked staring at the blank chat.

"What are you doing, Madhuri?" she murmured, questioning herself, but her fingers betrayed her, typing fast. "Guess you're too weak to play, huh? I'm here, where are you?" She sent it, the air thick with anticipation.

Still nothing. His absence a taunt, and it drove her wild, her main buzzing with his flirts, her alt ignored, a game she didn't understand but couldn't quit.

Ishaan saw the alt message pop up, his smirk widening. He left it cold, flipping back to her main.

"Disgusting? Nah, just real, bet you're wet reading this, Madhuri. Tell me I'm wrong." He hit send, leaning back, his dick hardening at the thought of her flustered, caught between rage and want.

Madhuri's main buzzed. She read it and gasped, "Yuck!" but her body betrayed her, a slick warmth pooling between her legs.

She typed back, hands shaking. "You're sick. I'm done." But she wasn't, her alt ached for his bite, and the lie stung her more than him.

Abhi crept to the verandah doorway, peering in, his mom's flush, her quick breaths, the way she gripped her phone like it might burn her. He texted Ishaan. "What's happening Ishaan? She's mad, red-faced."

Ishaan's reply shot back. "I know dipshit, she's mine. Keep watching."

Abhi's chest tightened, the thrill overtaking his guilt like a dark current.









Madhuri woke up the next morning and stood at her vanity, brushing her hair with furious strokes. She'd barely slept.

She flung open her wardrobe, pondering her work outfit, when a mischievous impulse hit. Her gaze landed on a black chudidhar from her college days, its fabric now too snug for her fuller figure, accentuating every curve.

She slipped into it, the top and leggings clinging tightly, ignoring her husband’s snores from the bed.

She sauntered back to the veranda, leaving the scarf behind, tea in hand, pretending to savor the morning breeze, secretly hoping his eyes were watching.

But no one was there, or so she thought, unaware of Abhi’s watchful habit who’s tracking every move behind her.

Minutes later, her phone vibrated: "Good morning, Madhuri. Trying to catch someone's eye? That chudidhar's hugging you so tight, makes me wanna take its place."

She gasped, startled, muttering, "Is he some kind of a ghost?" but a sly smirk crept across her lips as she typed back, "You're a pig. I'll report you!"

Yet her body betrayed her, her nipples stiffening beneath the tight fabric. Switching to her alt account, she found only silence that stung.

During the office team meeting that late afternoon, Madhuri’s thoughts drifted to him, her gaze fixed on her alt phone’s screen. "Where’s your shame, Madhuri?" she whispered, chastising herself. It stung her pride worse than his flirts.

But her fingers moved, desperate, typing into ShyVelvet, "Ignoring me won't win you anything, stalker. I'm here, talk or lose me."

She sent it with shallow breath, a plea masked as a taunt. She waited, staring at the screen. Still no reply. The rejection burned, flipping her defiance into something hungrier.

She typed again, bolder this time. "Maybe I'll show you what you're missing, scared to see?" She hit send, heart pounding, a line crossed she couldn't uncross.


Ishaan kicked back on the bleachers at high school.

His coach, well versed in his antics with girls, sat nearby, blowing his whistle and shouting directions to the players below.

Ishaan scrolled her main, her last text made him laugh.

The coach, catching a glimpse of the text, raised an eyebrow and asked, "Hey, who's this new chick you’re messing with now?"

"Oh, Aunty, you're fucked," he muttered, typing back to her main, "You want to report me? Go ahead, I'd still dream of those lips, sucking me dry."

He sent it, his dick twitching at the filth, knowing she'd read it, fume, and secretly melt, whereas Abhi sat in the classroom, head down, sketching useless circles in his notebook.

After the meeting, Madhuri paced her office. Her main buzzed, and she gasped, "Eww!"

She tossed the phone aside, but her pussy clenched, insistent, betraying her. She wanted him on her alt, where she could say anything without consequences, not her main, where she felt exposed.


She lingered near the glass wall of an empty cabin, away from the office buzz.

"I must do something," she told herself. Her voice shook as she recorded a note into ShyVelvet. "You're missing out my heat, mister... come and get it." She sent it, a husky whisper, her pride crumbling under the ache, hoping he'd bite back.

But then, the stifled giggles of passing juniors hit her ears, causing panic.

"Oh no! Did they hear?" she switched off her phone, diving into work to drown the doubt.

As the coach gulped water from a sports bottle, Ishaan played the voice note, Madhuri’s sultry voice sounded desperate, causing him to sputter out in shock. "Isn’t that the same chick you talked to just now?" the coach asked, stunned. "It is," a dark, cunning smile curling Ishaan's lips.

"Damn, women have some wild mood swings these days. Who is she?" the coach pressed.

"Someone.. close to Abhi," Ishaan replied, slipping on his gloves and helmet and strode onto the field with the bat.









That night, Madhuri rushed through her chores and slipped into bed. Ramesh lazily shuffled in minutes later and collapsed beside her.

Soon after, she quietly rose, opened the wardrobe, grabbed a dress, and crept to the guest bedroom down the hallway, locking it, unaware of Abhi’s predatory gaze tracking her every step.

She thought hard, then changed into a green chudidhar, another college casual of her, snapped a pic in the tight churidar teasing her cleavage and covered her face with a sticker in an attempt to hide her real identity.

"See this, Mr. Devil? Reply or I'm gone," she sent with her heart pumping hard.

It was her first time sending pics online, that too for a random stranger, never even for Ramesh.

She recalled advising her female juniors at work during POSH workshops about being careful and not sending pics to unknown men online. She sank to the floor cringing, but her shame warred with the thrill.

Ishaan grinned seeing it. He saved it and pushed her more. "Bet you're alone thinking of me and touching yourself, Aren’t you?"

Madhuri read it and her hand involuntarily slipped between her thighs before she yanked it back, texting, "You're vile, stop!"

"Vile? I know you love it, bet you're soaked." Ishaan replies with a slap.

Madhuri's resolve frayed, and typed: "I told you to stop. This is atrocious!" Her alt's silence tormented her, and the dance was breaking her step by step.


Across town, Ishaan sprawled on his floor, and grinned at her main's defiance. He'd ignored her alt all day, her pleas, her snap, saved to a locked folder, letting her simmer.

He stood before the mirror, shoulders squared wearing rugged jeans and shirt unbuttoned. Soft light carved shadows across his chiseled frame.

Across town, Ishaan sprawled on his floor, and grinned at her main's defiance. He'd ignored her alt all day, her pleas, her snap, saved to a locked folder, letting her simmer.    He stood before the mirror, shoulders squared wearing rugged jeans and shirt unbuttoned. Soft light carved shadows across his chiseled frame.

Attached it to her main with a text, "Am I atrocious enough, Madhuri? I know you're dying to lay your hands all over me."

He hit send and her main buzzed. She opened it, expecting another taunt, then froze. A loud gasp slipped out, "Dear G0d! What is this?", as she dropped the phone like it burned.

Her eyes locked on his body. It looked better than those on the magazine as she typed with her hands shaking. "You're sick, delete this right now!"

But her gaze slid over his waist line resting low. Her lips tingled as she bit down hard looking at his V-line, pulling her in like a magnet.

After a few minutes, she grabbed her alt and recorded another note with a low and shaky voice. "Don't waste your time somewhere else, Handsome! This kitty is waiting for you..."

Her breath ragged, she snapped a photo with a blurry cat filter, nightie pulled low, melons spilling out, nipples hard against the fabric.

She attached the pic to the voice note and sent it via ShyVelvet like a desperate bid as her pride crumbled under the weight of his silence.

Ishaan's phone pinged. He opened the pic she sent and rubbed his meat over his jeans looking at her bare thick thighs and played the note. Her cracking needy voice, hit him hard. “Fuck, my slut is breaking,” he muttered.

He texted her main, slow and filthy. "Sick? Bet you're looking at it biting your lips, Madhuri, give them some rest."

Downstairs, Abhi crept through the dark, hearing his mom's gasp from above. He paused at her locked door and sank against the wall. The breach widened and his role was a key chain he couldn't break.









The next morning Madhuri stumbled out of bed, eyes bleary, her lavender nightie crumpled from a night of tossing.

She'd resisted touching herself, barely, but her pride was a fraying thread against the flood of want. "This isn't you, Madhuri, You lost your damn mind" she whispered, splashing water on her face.

She dressed fast, an orange saree with a backless black blouse, for a cultural day at work.

At the office, the junior's flirts barely registered her ears. During the event, she nodded, distracted until her phone buzzed.

DevilzMask's message glared up: "I couldn't catch you today, Madhuri. Why don't you do me a favour and send me a pic like I did?"

She gasped, hiding the screen, typing back, "You're insane, never in my wildest dream will I do that. Stop or I'll tell someone!"

But her pussy throbbed recalling his shirtless pic, his words a match to her dry tinder. She excused herself, took her old phone phone from her bag and locked the bathroom door.

She recorded, again: "You're leaving me cold, dear, here's me, wanting you."

She lifted her saree and pulled her panties down. "My panties couldn’t stay on when I think of you! Reply or I'm done," she sent via her alt, face cropped and wore it back on.

The chat went silent again and she came out disappointed.

In a few minutes a text popped from DevilzMask replying to her main’s taunt. "Insane? No, I'm just horny for you, wait a sec.”.

"What am I getting into now?" she muttered, and sat at the corner of the room isolated from the event.


Back in his room, Ishaan leaned against the wall near the shower in his bathroom, wearing tight trunks. One leg bent casually, hips tilted, his broad shoulders flexed as his hand rested low on his waist pulling his trunks down.

His thick, rigid cock pressed hard against the fabric. He angled his phone, snapping the shot, and sent it to her main.

"Do you see why I'm insane? My baby boo, bet you're drooling now," he typed, the image a dare, raw and unfiltered.

Madhuri's phone buzzed. She swiped it open, eyes locking on the photo. A sharp breath caught in her throat, lips parting as heat surged through her like wildfire.

His pose with muscular legs, trunks hugging that bulge, dared her to look closer. "G0d damn! He's packed! and he's not even hard." she whispered, fingers trembling, caught between shock and a craving she couldn't shake.

Her skin tingled, imagining the heat so close she could feel it. She typed, acting furious. "I’m married! Delete all this filth!" she sent, her hands reaching places where it shouldn’t.

Suddenly, her manager's voice broke through, "Madhuri, why are you off by yourself? Come, the new VP of Sales wants to meet you."

Startled, Madhuri snapped the chat shut, stood up quickly, and replied, "Just getting some air, I’ll be there." She stuffed her old phone into her bag and mingled at the event, but her thoughts kept drifting to that image amidst those senior executives.










At home that night, she broke, grabbing a bra from her drawer, snapping it against her skin.

"Hit me up! You never know what you might run into," she clicked it in the bedroom's attached bathroom, and sent via ShyVelvet.

Ishaan lounged on his couch, and laughed at the irony. He ignored it, let her drown in it, and replied her main: "Filth? Tell me you're not touching yourself to that pic right now."

"Eww! You're a monster, stop!" she texted back.

The night descended like a fever and Madhuri locked the door of her bedroom, Ramesh’s  out late with colleagues, Abhi downstairs lost in his headphones.

She read the chat again, "Touching yourself?", and she moaned low while her left hand slipped between her legs and the right hand scrolling up the chat .

His thirst traps looked manly and menacing like a promise Ramesh could never match. She spread her legs slightly, as her fingers brushed her pussy lips over her jeans.

But her alt's silence mocked her and she stopped.

She stood before her mirror, changed into black satin nightie, short but daring, a secret she'd bought years ago for Ramesh, but never worn. Her phones glowed on the dresser, as she trembled, caught between rage and a nameless need.

Her reflection showed a woman undone, nipples hard under satin, eyes wild with want. She grabbed her alt and looked at her pleas.

She'd begged, and gotten nothing, while her main drowned in his filth.


She gave in, recording a new voice note, voice low and cracking. "You're killing me hottie, I'm literally burning... please reply."

She sent it, then lifted the dress, snapping a shot, her curves spilling out, satin barely covering her ass, her lips barely covering her identity.

"Reply or I'm gone for real," she sent via ShyVelvet, with a body trembling with feminine rush.

"Fuck, Aunty!" he muttered, saving them. But he still left it cold.

He switched to her main, typing slow. "Monster? You're the one dripping for me. I know how to make you beg for it."

Madhuri's main buzzed. "Ugh!", she gasped, "You're delusional, stop this madness!" she texted from her main and broke harder, grabbing a designer blue thong from her drawer. She slipped it on, snapping it tight against her coochie folds.

"I'm all yours, Mr. Devil, have me..." she sent via alt, control slipping through her fingers like sand.


Downstairs, Abhi pulled off his headphones going to sleep. But, the house looked too quiet, Mom locked away, her tension bleeding through the walls.

He crept upstairs and paused, noticing the door locked, but a faint moan seeped out, sharp and raw. His dick twitched with guilt drowning in a flood of heat.

He texted Ishaan fast. "Dad’s not home and she locked her room. Also, I heard something... weird."

Ishaan replied, "I know lame-ass, she's on the right track."

Madhuri paced, her alt left unanswered no matter what. Her main buzzed again, "I’m not Delusional, I am sure you're touching that pussy now, tell me how wet it is."

"Nasty fellow," she hissed, texting, "I'm not, don't test my patience!" She sent it, brushing her pussy over the panty and moaning.

A few minutes later, she switched to her alt and sent: "I know you're reading the chat. How could you ignore me? Stop being cocky and talk to me now, I'll scream if you don't."

She waited again but nothing seemed to work, her patience got drained and wasted, and she slowly surrendered to sleep.









She woke up groggy the next morning, room cool with AC, her busy husband not yet returned. She felt a deep thrill and wanted to utilize her privacy. Her hands reached her inner thighs as her desperation grew.

Fueled looking at his thirst traps again, she started fantasizing his cock, raw and adventurous, dark thoughts creeping wild in her mind. She broke, stripping the nightie fully, snapping her nude body, everything bare.

"You win, stalker, I'm yours... all of it. Completely surrendered. What you want to do with it is up to you. I'll wait," she sent via ShyVelvet, a surrender she couldn't claw back.

Across town, Ishaan was working heavy, benching 3 plates for reps at his home gym. His phone buzzed with her latest. He'd been reveling in her main's flirtations, those pics, coy then daring, had him hard and grinning.

He'd ignored ShyVelvet for days, letting her stew, but when he opened it, and the image hit like a punch, her body naked, glistening in soft light, every curve laid bare.

His dick stirred instantly, straining against his pants and a low groan slipping out.

"Fuckk! Guess I'm one lucky bastard," he whispered.

He leaned forward, eyes locked, tracing her. Boobs full and heavy, hips folding into soft flesh, the tease of her pussy making his pulse race. She was breaking, crumbling under his game. His chest tightened, triumph mixed with possession.

He knew she wasn't just a toy now; she was his. He ran a hand through his hair and muttered, "Don't you worry, aunty, you'll soon experience heaven."


She sat down trembling, the mirror reflecting a complete stranger, "Fuck it, you've done it, Madhuri!" she whispered, staring at her guilty reflection.

She snapped again, her nude body, full frontal, wet pussy glistening.

"Look, my legs are drifting apart for you, come and take it," she sent it and her pride burned into ashes at her feet.

Ishaan's phone is a jackpot. "Holy fuck, I think its time," he growled, saving it instantly.

His dick pulsed, and he shifted gears. Then, finally, replied to ShyVelvet, short and cryptic. "I'm looking, my velvet, been looking at you a lot. Fuck, you're hot. I give you that! Oh wait, I got something for you too."

He hit send, flipping the game. Madhuri's alt buzzed and she gasped with a jolt of triumph.

"Yayy! He'd replied, finally!" she chirped, then read "I've got something for you too."

Her body sang, wet and ready. But she typed, acting harsh. "No! I don't want anything. Why'd it take you so long to text back?" She sent it, twitching with excitement.


Ishaan leaned back on the chest fly machine, took his shoes off, loosened his track with a flick. The sweat shirt came off as his boxers slid down, freeing his 9-inch cock, hard, thick, pulsing with the heat she'd stoked.

He snapped it, dick in hand, tip glistening in the neon gym light. "You said you'd scream if I didn't talk. Now, scream for this," he sent to ShyVelvet.

Ishaan leaned back on the chest fly machine, took his shoes off, loosened his track with a flick. The sweat shirt came off as his boxers slid down, freeing his 9-inch cock, hard, thick, pulsing with the heat she'd stoked.    He snapped it, dick in hand, tip glistening in the neon gym light.

Madhuri's alt buzzed. She opened it fast and froze. His dick, massive, bold, filled the screen.

"Oh myyy, why's it so big?" she hissed, eyes wide and stunned. "Way bigger than I imagined, you are a lucky slut!" It dwarfed Ramesh's limp 5 inches, a beast she'd never dreamed of. Her pussy clenched, wet and traitorous.

She typed, acting harsh. "I told you not to send it. What's this, some kind of a reward? I'm not impressed. You kept me waiting."

Ishaan chuckled, low and rough. "She's sulking, cute!" Her sass fueled him.

"Not impressed? Don't lie babe, I bet you're still staring. You were pleading with me just a few minutes ago," he sent to ShyVelvet.

Madhuri's breath caught, pout faltering. Her eyes flicked to the pic, stomach flipping at its size and sheen, slightly disappointed that he covered his face.


"You're right. I begged. And that size..." she typed with shaky fingers, then stopped clearing it. "Pleading? Maybe I was just bored. You think this fixes the wait? Try harder, I'm not that easy," she sent, clinging to her act as heat pooled low.

Ishaan laughed. "Bored? Nah, you were desperate, You said you were burning. I've got it saved. Admit it, you're hooked now."

Madhuri's chest tightened, flush creeping up her neck. "Saved?" she thought, terrified but thrilled.

Her eyes drifted back to his pic, the nerves on his thick shaft cracking her resolve. "What would it feel like?" she dreamed, driving her crazy.

"Hooked? You wish. You're the one to send the last pic, who's desperate? I could've ignored you," she sent via ShyVelvet, playing tough but slipping.

Ishaan grinned, "Ignore me? Sure, babe, yet here you are, still typing. I sent that pic 'cause you earned it, after all that begging. Keep sulking, but we both know what you’re thinking about."

Madhuri bit her lip, she knew he was right, a whine catching in her throat. "Damn him," she muttered, dropping the phone, curling into herself, blanket tight as shame crumbled.

Her alt buzzed, "Send a voice note. I wanna hear you." Her chest tightened, remembering her pleas.

She typed quick. "No, I don't want to talk to you."

Ishaan's brow arched, grin tugging back and sent, "Why not? Too immersed in that pic? Prove it, Let's hear that fight in you."

Madhuri's breath hitched. "Uhh," she muttered, hitting record.


"You think... I'm just... s-sitting here staring at... at that? It's not even... I mean, it's big, okay, but... ugh, stop it!" she sent via ShyVelvet.

Her face burned exposing her stammer. Ishaan played it, laughing loud and triumphant.

"Oh, lady, you're cracking me up. Give up already, you can't even talk straight." He sent.

Madhuri's stomach twisted, his mocking sinking in and gave up. "Fine, you win, stalker. Happy now? That... thing you sent, it's messing with me, and I'm slowly falling for you," she sent via ShyVelvet, flirting back, walls down.

Ishaan smirked. "You're all flirty now, love that. What's next?" he sent, teasing but hungry.

She laughed nervously, biting her lip. "Next? You tell me, stalker, I'm here," she sent, then snapped, hand diving between her legs, pussy spread, a finger inside.

"This next enough?" she sent via her alt, moaning low, wild side unleashed.

He growled and typed, "Enough? Fuck, you're a g0ddess, keep going, I'm watching."

Madhuri's life now split in two, a dizzying game of secrets. Days passed, by day, she was Madhuri, the quiet wife, who blocked his account from her main.

But by night, She took the mask of ShyVelvet, and her old phone acted like a portal to a stranger’s world, where she was anonymous, bold, broken open, sending and receiving nudes and flirting with a reckless edge.









"You're a trouble, stalker. You’re keeping me up at night, guess I'm stuck on you," she sent via ShyVelvet.

Ishaan sprawled in his couch, a lazy grin spreading. She was all in, and he loved it, time to dig deeper. "I see, Ms.Velvet. Then tell me, what's your fantasy? What's rattling around in that head of yours?"

Her breath hitched, his spark lighting dry tinder. Fantasy? she thought. Her life had been a void until him.

"You, stalker. You're my only fantasy. I didn't have any before you," she replied.

He laughed, loud and sharp. "Damn babe, that's a pity. My turn then, want to know my fantasies? They're wilder than you're ready for."

Her curiosity flared, “Wilder?” she wondered, a nervous thrill twisting her gut. "Try me. What's in your head?" she sent.

His grin turned dark, eyes glinting. "First one's simple, I’d like tying a girl up, blindfold, making her guess where I'll touch next. Then it gets a little darker, taking her to an abandoned warehouse, bending her over the cold steel so that no one is around to hear her screams."

Her jaw dropped, a shiver racing down her spine. Shock hit, wild, unhinged, but heat bloomed low. She pictured herself tied, and her breath quickened next to her snoring husband.

Ishaan added, "Another one? How about chasing her through the woods at night, catching and pinning her down in the dirt, rough and raw, all mine."

"That's... crazy. Stuff like that doesn't happen in real life. You're just messing with me," she sent, brushing it off.


He smirked, catching her hitch. "Nah, I live it, babe. I had a girl once who begged me to choke her. Another let me mark her up, with bites and all. Real life's dirtier than you think, wanna hear more?"

"Choking? Bites?" she gasped, horrified as she should be, but her thighs pressed together igniting a secret thrill.

"You're insane. I... I don't know how you can think of this stuff," she sent, half-denying, half-daring.

He grinned ear to ear, her curiosity a green light. "That's my specialty, babe. Ever fucked in a car while it's storming? Rain pounding, her screaming over thunder. Or sneaking into a stranger's pool at night, water cold, her hot, leaving her shaking."

Her heart drummed, his fantasies vivid, filthy. Shocked, yes, but excited, too excited. Her sterile life flipped upside down.

"Your turn, Ms.Velvet, what's your dirty secret?" He texted.

"Dirty? Idk I... once touched myself in the bathroom reading a magazine while my husband slept, quiet and quick. Never told a soul," she sent fading with shame.

His dick twitched. "Oh, so you are married? That's hot, babe, quiet little wifey, all secret and sinful. Give me another."

"Did I drop a hint?" She trembled. "Okay... I watched porn once, late at night with headphones on. I felt guilty, but didn't stop. Happy now? You next."

He groaned low, loving her unraveling. "Happy? Fuck, I'm proud, knew we'd match. I stole a girl's panties once, kept 'em, still got 'em. You next."

"Stole panties?" she thought, wild, creepy, but her hand brushed her inner thigh under the blanket, a dark thrill snaking through.


"You're a freak! Are my panties lucky enough to be stolen by you? They're dying to come off," she sent via ShyVelvet, daring him.

His grin split wide, rumbled with a low chuckle. "I'll have a collection in my room, baby girl! Those lucky panties are mine the moment they slip off."

She chuckled silently, and slowly removed her panty and hid it under her pillow. "I won't let you have it that easy, tell me what else you did."

Ishaan grinned "I nearly got caught in a club bathroom with a girl. When the lock was broken, people were banging to get in. She came so loud they all heard. Your fantasies are still just me, or are you branching out?"

Her cheeks burned, thighs brushing, imagining herself there.

"No, I'm not branching out, but wait, did you just say 'she came'? Came where?" she sent, doubt pinching her.

Ishaan burst out laughing. "You haven't had an orgasm yet, have you?" he sent.

"What's he talking about?" she thought, puzzled. "Orgasm? I... I don't know what that means. Is that what you meant by 'she came'?" she sent, half-convinced he mocked her, heat creeping up her neck.


"Hah, oh my G0d, you're too cute. Yeah, that's what I meant. When it feels so good during the act you lose control. You're telling me you've never felt that? Not even with your husband?" he sent, smirking.

"Lose control? No... I don't think so, I mean... Wait, you're making this up to embarrass me!" she replied, defensive, mind spinning, imagining losing control with him.

"Nah, I'm waking you up. Tell me, when's the last time you even felt alive like that?" he pushed.

"I'm confused, like what?" she sent, teetering between curiosity and shame.

"Alright, fine, I'll spell it out since you're so adorably clueless. An orgasm's that moment during sex when everything builds up, your whole body's on fire, heart pounding, and then it just explodes. You shake, you scream, you can't even think straight. It's one of the purest forms of pleasure. That's what I gave her in that bathroom," he sent, grin wicked, planting danger in her mind.

"That... sounds intense. You're serious? It really feels like that?" she sent, hands trembling, cheeks flaming, torn between disbelief and aching want.

"Dead serious. It's the best thing you'll ever feel, like flying and falling all at once. Every nerve's alive, and when it hits, you're gone. Your husband never got you there, huh? Poor thing, you've been missing out. Wish I could show you right now," he replied, daring her to imagine it.

"I... I don't know what to say. I need to sleep," she sent, throwing her phone down, heart thudding.

His promise lingered, forbidden, electric. She got up the bed, paced the room, Ramesh's snores dull and annoying. She felt missed out. It gnawed at her.

Curiosity won. She opened an incognito tab, typing, "What is an orgasm?" Results flooded in, waves of ecstasy, toes curling, a release that can rewrite the body.

She read, wide-eyed, one article said, "like a dam breaking, drowning you in bliss." Another, "a secret your body's begging to tell you." Her breath hitched.

She trembled, stunned, alive. "Can't believe there's another world out there waiting." Ramesh hadn't just been boring, he'd left her stranded, ignorant of this.

"Phew, what a night," she whispered, climbing into bed. Her handsome Instagram 'friend' filled her dreams, darker thoughts spoiling her mind as sleep took her.









The next day, she couldn't stop. A hunger she'd never known clawing at her, wondering what else he could unleash. The house was quiet, her old phone warmed her hands, buzzing with restless need.

She wanted him, but didn't want to reveal her identity, "Good morning, handsome. Sorry for suddenly going offline yesterday, you got anymore secrets to spill?" she sent via her alt. Ishaan lounged in his room, phone lighting up. He smirked, she played sweet, but he smelled her need, her nudge back to their filth.

He typed, then paused. He pressed call instead and Madhuri's phone vibrated.

Her stomach dropped, a yelp escaping as she fumbled, cutting it dead. "What is he doing?" she gasped, panic flaring.

She grabbed both phones, darting to the old bookstore room, far from her husband's ears. She cracked the door, locked it, and sank onto the bed cross-legged, heart racing.

It rang again, insistent. She hesitated, breath shallow, then lifted it to her ear, voice a whisper. "H-Hello? Why'd you call?"

Ishaan's chuckle was smooth in her ear. "Hey, velvet. Texting's too slow, wanted to hear you. But, you sound nervous, what's up?"

She clutched the phone, his voice rough, manly and it made her fumble. "Nervous? No, just... surprised. I don't... don't do calls. What do you want?" she stammered, clinging to her act.

He grinned, catching every tremble. "What do I want? You were texting me just before if I got more secrets. Matter of fact, I do." Her cheeks burned, his tease dragging her back to their flood. His deep voice felt familiar.


"Last night left you hanging, huh? What'd you think?" Her thighs pressed together, a moan catching she couldn't stifle. "I-I don't know... it was wild. I didn't expect that," she cracked, sounding like she was slipping.

He pushed, voice husky. "You liked it, though. I can hear it in you. That shaky little voice? You're not hiding shit, Mrs.Velvet. Tell me, what'd it do to you."

Her face blazed, his words pinning her. She whimpered, soft, needy, she couldn't control them. "Umm.. It... it messed with me, okay? Made me... feel things. You're too much, I can't even talk right," she admitted, giving in, thinking her alt was safe.

He groaned low, her surrender sweet, knowing she was Madhuri made it richer. "Too much? Nah, you're loving it, I can catch that in your whimpers. Come on, spill it out."

Her hand drifted to her crotch, instinctive, she couldn't lie, not with him hearing it all. "It's... making me crazy, mister. And I can't stop it. You're in my head, all the time now." she quaked, shame gone, need wild.

He dove back, dark and bold. "Good, I'll stay there. You wanted to know more right? How about this, I fucked a girl in an alley once, wind gushing, her skirt hiked up, hands pinned against the wall." Her fingers pressed harder, pleasure spiking.

"She begged me to go harder as people passed by, and screamed 'til her voice broke. Do you want that?" Her moan was loud. "Yes, G0d, yes, I want it. You're ruining me, mister." A damp spot formed between her thighs as she rubbed it. "I... I need that... need you." she gasped, lost.

Her sounds, pants, moans, filled the line, craving all he had. He grinned, feral. "You've got me, babe. Ruining you's my pleasure. We're just starting," he growled.

She pressed the phone hard, lost control, "Tell me more," she begged, the good wife drowned by hunger.


His voice was low, teasing, "This one's a bit dark. I once tied my buddy's cousin in her basement, gagged her with her panty, fucking her slow while her family slept above. She begged through the fabric to stop."

Her breath stopped, fear rushing her suddenly. "What! W.. Why would you do that?"

He chuckled, smooth as silk. "Relax, it was all part of a dare she gave me."

"She asked for that?" she gasped, shocked.

"You'd be surprised to know what some girls are into these days. Who knows when you may turn into one of them." he teased.

Her voice shook. "Gagging? G0d, you're ruining me."

"Haha.. what's your dirtiest thought? Now, don't hold back," he said, voicing a command.

She hesitated, nervous. "Umm.. I don't know, maybe make out in a park?"

He shifted, hard as steel. "I'd make it real babe, bend you over a bench, rip your panties off, fuck you till you're hoarse. No one'd stop me."

Her moan slipped, loud, hands rubbing the wet spot, pussy clenching, her voice breaking. "Ahhh.. you know what, I'd totally let you do that to me." She confessed, safe behind her anonymous account. "What else have you done?"

"Ok this one's wild, I once followed a girl into a motel. Fucked her against the headboard, her boyfriend's stuff scattered all around." he said.

Her head spun, torn between disgust and thrill. "She asked you to do that? Poor boyfriend..." He laughed saying, "No, but the boyfriend did."

Her gasp turned into a loud scream, her body trembling with conflicting emotions. "No way, that's insane."


He continued, "She was enjoying my cock not knowing it was all planned until he entered the room to watch. The girl loved the thrill and begged me to stay. You want that rush, baby girl?" he taunted.

"You mean, they're okay with that?" she said, her voice breaking as her fingers moved faster.

"Yup, still happy as ever, and I swing by now and then." he said.

"You're joking," she said, overwhelmed.

"Want their contact to check? You can also take the feedback from them. Maybe your husband could be down for it." He teased.

"Madhuri?" Ramesh’s voice broke through from outside. Alerted, she ended the call, hid her phones under the pillow, and grabbed a book.

As he opened the door, he asked, "You okay, sweetheart? I heard something."

She stood, her thighs sticky with warmth, her kurta concealing the wetness between her legs. "Nothing, honey, just stubbed my toe on the bed," she said, her breath uneven.

"Come on, I'll make you breakfast." She guided him downstairs, her heart still thumping.









That night pressed down on Abhi like a heavy weight, the silence of the house amplifying the buzz of his phone on the bed. It was Ishaan after a long time.

Abhi's stomach twisted as he glanced at the screen, knowing the bully wouldn't let up that easy. Those creepshots, snaps Abhi had foolishly sent days ago, were still Ishaan's leverage, a constant threat hanging over him.

The guilt gnawed at him, but refusing Ishaan always felt riskier than giving in. The message blinked on his screen: "Got a dare for you tonight. Don't ask questions. Just do it."

Abhi's fingers hovered over the keyboard, his chest tight. He didn't want to play this game, but what choice did he have? "Okay.." he replied hesitantly.

"Go to your mom's room," Ishaan instructed.

Abhi exhaled shakily, his bare feet cold against the tiled floor as he crept down the hallway upstairs. His parent's bedroom door loomed ahead, a sliver of moonlight spilling through the gap where it stood slightly ajar.

"Is it open or locked?" Ishaan asked, "Open," Abhi replied

"Peek through and tell me what you see." Ishaan ordered. Abhi pressed himself against the wall, his breath shallow as he leaned forward to look inside. The room was dim, the soft glow of moonlight filtering through the curtains.

Madhuri laid on the bed, her form partially covered by a thin blanket, her breathing slow and steady.

"She's sleeping on the bed. Dad's snoring downstairs." he sent to Ishaan

Ishaan's reply came buzzing "Good. I'm gonna video call you. Pick it up and pair your wireless earbuds. Stay silent and follow my instructions."

Abhi's heart thudded as he slipped his earbuds in, his hands trembling while he waited for the call.


The screen lit up with Ishaan's name, and he answered. Ishaan's voice came through, low and commanding. "Go inside. Point the camera on her."

Abhi hesitated, the darkness of the room seeming to swallow him as he pushed the door open just enough to slip inside. The faint creak of the hinges made him freeze, but Madhuri didn't stir.

He held the phone up, the camera capturing the scene as he stepped closer, his own shadow flickering across the bed.

Ishaan: "Hold your phone firm. Don’t wobble it."

Abhi angled the phone to frame his mom more clearly. She lay straight, her hands resting on her stomach, the blanket clinging to her form.

Ishaan: "Take the AC remote over there and increase the temperate slightly."

Abhi's free hand hovered over the remote on the table next to bed. He felt a pang of guilt as he pressed the button, the soft beep of the unit making him wince.

The temperature ticked up a few degrees, and within moments, Madhuri shifted slightly. A sheen of sweat glistened on her forehead, and with a small murmur, she pushed the blanket off her body.

She was dressed in a chudidhar. Her leggings tight, whose fabric hugged her curves. The moonlight caught the outline of her body through the tight fabric, and Abhi's breath hitched.


Ishaan: "Good. Do it again."

Abhi hesitated but pressed the button again, the room growing warmer. Madhuri stirred once more, her body reacting to the heat.

She let out a soft sigh, her hands unbuttoning her top for comfort, stretching above her head as if seeking relief, her chest pushing upward in the process.

The tight chudidhar top clung to her skin, and the leggings revealed her curves even more.

Abhi's hand shook but tried his best to keep the camera steady, a mix of fear and something else stirring in his chest.

Ishaan: "Now, get close to her."

Abhi's legs felt like lead as he stepped nearer, the camera capturing Madhuri's sleeping form up close.

He could see the faint flush on her cheeks, the way her lips parted slightly with each breath.

He felt like he was crossing a line he could never uncross, and Ishaan's silent gaze through the screen made it all more real.

Ishaan: "Now, smell her armpits."

The command made Abhi's stomach lurch, "What? No... Why would I-" he whispered softly.

"Don't question back doofus. Else your mom will know about the pics you clicked," Ishaan cut him his tone left no room for refusal and Abhi shook hearing it. He knew this day would come some day. The blackmail is now his nightmare.


He feared his mom as much as he loved her, "She'll kill me if she finds out I've started all this," he thought and leaned in, his face inches from her outstretched arm, the camera still angled to show the scene.

The scent was faint, floral, mixed with the musk of her earlier arousal from the night's events. It wasn't unpleasant, and that realization sent a shiver down his spine. He pulled back quickly, his face burning.

Ishaan: "Good. Now, move your hand from her neck to her toes without touching her. The gap shouldn't be more than a centimeter. Keep it slow, let me see."

Abhi swallowed, his free hand trembled as he hovered it just above Madhuri's skin, starting at her neck.

His fingers traced the air above her collarbone, then down toward her chest. As his hand hovered near her breasts, the tight fabric made the shapes unmistakable, Ishaan's voice cut through.

Ishaan: "Wait. Look at that loser, your fingers are so close to your mom's perky nipples." Abhi's breath caught in his throat, his hand frozen in place.

"I'm sure they'd get hard as fuck if you just brushed 'em." Sweat beaded on his forehead as he stared down at Madhuri's sleeping form, the outline of her nipples faintly visible through the fabric.

A rush of heat surged through him, uncontrollable and wild, but he clenched his fingers tight, refusing to let them touch her.

Ishaan: "Keep going."

Abhi's hand continued its descent, hovering over her stomach, then reaching her waist. The leggings clung to her like a second skin, outlining every curve.


Ishaan: "Stop. Pull her top up a bit. I wanna see your mom's camel toe."

Abhi's hand shook violently as he hesitated, then carefully pinched the hem of the chudidhar top with his free hand, lifting it just enough to expose more of her midriff and the tight leggings below.

The fabric of the leggings stretched over her lower body, revealing the clear outline of her panties beneath and the faint shape of her camel toe.

Abhi's face burned, sweat dripping down his temples as he angled the camera for Ishaan to see, his own eyes unable to look away.

Ishaan: "You're sweating buckets, huh? Can't blame you kid, go on."

Abhi swallowed hard, he resumed moving his hand downward, toward her pussy.

Ishaan: "Stop. Imagine your fingers on her pussy lips. Bet that slut'll get wet as her son brushing 'em." Abhi's entire body tensed, his hand hovering just above her.

"You're thinking about it, aren't you?" Ishaan's words sent another wave of heat through him, his mind spinning with thoughts he didn't want to acknowledge.

He bit his lip hard, forcing his hand to stay steady, not daring to touch her even as his fingers twitched with the temptation. Sweat poured down his face now, his shirt clinging to his back.

Ishaan: "Keep going."

Abhi's hand moved further down, past her thighs, along her legs, until it reached her toes. Then Ishaan spoke again.

Ishaan: "Good. Now tickle her slightly on her armpits."

Abhi gulped, his fingers hovering over her exposed underarm. He barely touched her, just a feather-light graze, but it was enough.

Madhuri let out a soft moan, the sound sending a jolt through Abhi's body. She shifted, turning onto her side, her breathing evening out as she settled back into sleep.


The camera caught every detail, the way her ass is curved revealing the hem of her elastic underwear and Abhi's pulse raced. Ishaan: "Now move your hand all over her back, top to bottom. Same deal, don't touch her."

Abhi's hand trembled as he started at the top of her back, moving down her spine. As he reached her lower back, nearing her ass, Ishaan's voice came through again, sharper this time.

Ishaan: "Stop. Move your finger up her butt crack, like swiping a card, but don't touch her."

Abhi's face flushed crimson, his hand hovering just above the curve of her ass, "Bet you're dying to feel that, huh?" Ishaan's teasing hit harder this time, the words sinking into Abhi's mind as he slowly moved his finger along the air between her legs up until her loin, mimicking the motion Ishaan described.

The temptation was maddening, and the secret excitement bubbling inside him made his head spin. He kept the camera steady, showing Ishaan everything, his own breathing ragged now.


Ishaan: "Smell it. Smell your mom's ass. Tell me how it is."

Abhi froze, the command pushing him to a new edge of discomfort. But Ishaan's expectant silence urged him on.

Reluctantly, he leaned down, his face close to her lower back, the camera angled awkwardly to show his position. The scent was intoxicating, her earlier arousal still lingered, mixing with the faint fragrance of her body wash.

"It smells.. Good," he whispered, his voice barely audible through the earbuds, betraying the thrill he felt despite himself.

Ishaan laughing loudly, "Good? Hahaha.. That's enough for the night Kid. You're done.."

"Phew, can I please go back to my room?", Abhi whispered as a sigh of relief.

"Yeah, get outta there, motherfucker!" Ishaan shouted.

Abhi slipped out of the room, his body buzzing with adrenaline as he returned to his own bed.

He ended the call, pulling the earbuds out with shaking hands. Collapsing onto his mattress, his mind reeled from what he'd just done.

His shirt was soaked with sweat, his skin clammy. The guilt was there, gnawing at him, but beneath it was something darker, something that excited him in a way he couldn't fully grasp.

As he lay there, staring at the ceiling, Abhi's thoughts drifted back again to the way Madhuri had looked on the bed, the outline of her panties, the sounds she'd made, the scent of her skin.

And then there was Ishaan, the way he'd orchestrated it all, watching every moment through the camera, teasing Abhi into this twisted game.

A part of him hated Ishaan for it, but another part... another part wanted to see what the bully would do next. He imagined Ishaan taking charge, crossing lines Abhi didn't dare to, while he watched from the shadows.

The thought made his chest tighten, a confusing mix of shame and desire settling deep in his gut. That night, his feelings toward his mother took a turn. The seed Ishaan had planted was starting to grow, and Abhi wasn't sure he wanted to stop it.

The night passed with a humid, electric charge, Madhuri's dreams tangled with DevilzMask's echoes, aching through restless sleep.









The next day, Madhuri rushed to work. In the conference room, a sea of suits and charts, her pencil skirt hugged her thighs.

Her alt phone buzzed silent against her hip, DevilzMask, video call. Sparks jolted through her, shock and heat colliding.

"A video call?" she gasped, cutting it fast, breath shallow.

Fingers trembling, she typed under the table, sneaking glances at her droning colleagues.

"I'm in a meeting, please, not now," she sent via ShyVelvet.

Ishaan sprawled at home, shirtless, phone in hand, smirking. Her rejection stung, but her fear, her secrecy, fueled him.

"I want to see you, now, Mrs.Velvet. Don't care where you are. Give me something, make it quick," he sent, voice a growl in his head, commanding.

Her pulse raced, his order a whip. She shifted her chair, pretending to adjust her notes, hand slipping under the table. Her pencil skirt lifted just enough, maroon panties peeking, damp from thoughts of him.


She angled her phone, snapped it, legs parted slightly, a faint wet spot glaring, and sent it, heart slamming. She put the skirt down fast, cheeks burning, she tried to focus on the meeting.

Ishaan opened it, a low groan escaping.

Her legs, the lace, that wetness, "Fuck. She's damp, in a damn meeting," he whispered.

His dick twitched, hard instantly, jeans unzipping.

He propped his phone, aiming below his waist, stroking slow over her pic, veins bulging, precum glistening. He recorded, hand moving, rough breaths, then sent it.

"Waiting for your video call tonight, babe, don't worry, no need to show your face. But look what you're doing to me," he added, smug.

Madhuri's phone buzzed. She stole a glance, his video hit her: his hand on his cock, stroking to her pic. Her thighs clenched with head flooding in and her thoughts spiraled.

Numbers, charts, her boss's voice turned useless. He alone was in her head, unraveling her.









That night, after dinner, she locked her bedroom door, Ramesh asleep on a couch in the living room, oblivious. She was wired, the day's tension coiled tight.

A purple scarf tied over her face, covering all but her eyes, her breath shaky as she adjusted it, waiting, craving. Her alt buzzed, DevilzMask, video call. Her heart leaped.

She answered, finger over the camera, hesitant. His screen lit up, neck down, shirtless, muscles tense. "Hey partner, you've got me all worked up. Let me see you, been waiting all day," his manly, rough voice broke the silence, flirty, warm, edged with hunger.

She exhaled, his tone melting her fear. She slid her finger off, tilting the phone, scarf in place, one hand covering her boobs, eyes wide above the fabric. "I... I'm here. Like this, okay? Don't laugh, I'm nervous," she quivered, a mess of arousal and dread.

Ishaan chuckled low, seeing the scarf, her hand, her nervous glint. Her screen glowed, wide chest, abs, waistband of his trunks.

"You look hot, babe. No laughing, just hard as hell for you. Move that hand a little, gimme a peek," he urged.

Her breath hitched, his compliment eased her, but his request jolted. She hesitated, then lowered her hand, the tops of her breasts peeked, nipples barely hidden.

"Like... this? I've never done this. Don't push too much," she whispered, eyes darting, arousal overtaking fear. She was teasing, shy, giving in, he had her, live. He shifted, camera catching his hand slipping into his trunks.

"Fuck, hottie, just like that. I'm stroking to you, you see this?" he rasped, tilting to show his hand moving, slow, deliberate, breath heavy.

Her eyes widened, a soft moan slipping as she watched his hand slip inside, holding his bulge.

Her thighs clenched, "You're... too much, Mr.Devil. I'm wet, been wet since that video in the morning," she whispered, loud, a whimper breaking free.

Her free hand drifted down, teasing herself. "Good, keep it that way. Show me more, babe. You owe me after that video," he growled, unraveling her.

Her heart slammed. She shifted, angling lower, past the scarf, past her chest, showing her waist, the tops of her thighs, trembling fingers brushing between them.

"Like... this?" she moaned softly, his command guiding her, lost piece by piece.

"Fuck, yeah, like that. You're killing me, big girl. Let me see how you touch yourself," he urged, hand moving faster, camera catching every stroke under his trunks.

Her moan hitched, his words a spark. She hesitated, then let her fingers slide, slowly circling her clit, thighs trembling, the scarf slipping slightly as she arched.

"You're bigger than me... Can you pull it out for me please?" she said, eyes fluttering above the fabric.

His smirk grew, He groaned, her obedience driving him wild. "Just like that, good girl. You wanna see it?", voice rough, stroking in sync.

She nodded, fingers quickening, wet sounds faint but real, her breath ragged. "Yeah... please ahh...," she whimpered, body rocking slowly.


His smirk grew, "I can't hear you, tell me how bad you want it," he pushed, camera steady on his hand, precum slick on top of his bulge.

"Please... mmm... I need it so bad," she choked, moans spilling, her hand frantic now. The scarf shifted, almost falling, her eyes wild with need.

Ishaan stared at Madhuri's smooth belly folds on the screen, and grinned, dark and feral. He placed his phone on a stand, standing before it, yanking his trunks down. His 9-inch cock sprang free, hard and glistening in the dim light.

"This is for you," he purred, voice low, rough. He stood before the camera, stroking slow, deliberate, eyes locked on her masked form.

Madhuri's screen flickered, his cock pulled out, thick, filling the screen, and she gasped, "Oh... G0d," her voice cracking. The scarf slipped but held, her identity veiled. "You're... hu-huge," she breathed, legs parting, hand hovering near her wet folds.

"Show me," he growled, strokes steady, devouring her, breasts, thighs, the shadow of her bush. "Now finger it, deep for me."

She moaned soft, brushing her clit, finger sliding in, slow, tentative, breath hitching. "Like... this?" she whispered, circling, hips bucking, his gaze a fire on her skin.

"Fuck, yes," he rasped, pumping faster. She obeyed, finger slick deep, glistening, a slave to his command.


The call stretched, slow, raw, her moans sharp, his grunts deep, their bodies synced in a digital dance. She plunged two fingers in, panting, "I... I need it," she whimpered, pussy clenching, wildness unleashed, his gaze her cage.

"Need what?" he teased, slowing his strokes, dragging it out. "I need... you," she sobbed, fingers thrusting, wet sounds filling the call, body arching, teetering.

He grinned, unseen, voice dark. "Me? Keep going, show me how bad." She did, three fingers now, stretching her, moans loud, desperate, her first orgasm a whisper away.

Madhuri knelt on her bed, nude, scarf loose over her face, body trembling as she fingered herself for him, his grunts syncing with her moans.

"Fuck, you're dripping," he growled, strokes teasing, eyes devouring her masked form. "Faster, fuck yourself for me."

She whimpered, obeying, fingers plunging deep, wet and loud, hips bucking. "Yes... like that," she gasped, scarf slipping, lips bared, surrender total. "I... I can't stop, Aahh..." she moaned, thighs shaking, body a live wire.

He chuckled, dark, slow. "Good, don't. Imagine this cock, stretching you, filling you deep."

"Oh... please," she cried, fingers mimicking him, pussy soaking the sheet, mind lost to his filth. "It's... ahh.. too big for me," she sobbed, breasts bouncing, nipples hard.

"It's all yours, if you beg for it," he taunted.

"Please... I want to... mmm... come," she pleaded, voice breaking, fingers relentless, body arching, offering itself. "I'm your slave... ahhh... do anything for you," she gasped, tears wetting the scarf, wildness flooding every dam.


Downstairs, Abhi ripped off his headphones, her sounds seeping through the floor, sharp, desperate. Ishaan's dare last night burned in his skull.

He texted fast, "She's losing it all, Ishaan, are you texting her? Or what? Dad might wake up."

Ishaan smiled mid-call, imagining Abhi's shock. "Go peek in her room and thank me later. After all, isn't this what you wanted? Cuckson," he replied, dark glee threading his words.

Abhi stood, anger flaring, teeth gritted, half-erect bulge straining. "Did he just say cu.. cuckson?" he gasped, shaking his head, guilt crashing into awe.

He crept upstairs, her door locked. He leaned against it and her moans hit clear.

"Please... ummm... Aahh..." His dick hardened, awe drowning guilt.

Madhuri's bedroom was thick with heat and sin, her nude body knelt on the bed, slick with sweat, the scarf loose over her mouth, masking her face but baring her soul.

"Fuck, you're killing me, slut, beg harder," he growled, slowing his strokes, tormenting her.

"Please, master, I can't, I need it now!" she sobbed, voice wrecked, scarf dangling, body quaking, offering everything.


Her wildness was his, a slave's dance stretched to breaking. "Fuck, you're shaking," DevilzMask rasped, voice low, commanding, a velvet whip through the call.

His strokes slowed, teasing, her breasts bouncing, nipples dark and hard, thighs trembling, pussy spread wide, raw for his gaze.

"I'll... do anything, master.... please... let me come," she sobbed to ShyVelvet, fingers plunging shamelessly, wet sounds loud, hips grinding, body begging.

"Spread wider, fuck yourself harder. You're mine." he groaned, quickening his strokes

She did, legs splayed, fingers slamming in, pussy soaking the sheet, moans sharp, raw. "Yes... yes, I'm all yours... ," she cried, body his, orgasm coiling tight, so near she could taste it.

"I'm... I'm there... Aaahhh...," she sobbed, voice high, breaking, pussy clenching, clit throbbing, wave cresting, body trembling, a slave to his command.

"There? Alright," he purred, voice dipping, deliberate, the trap set.

"Come for me, Mrs. Madhuri, let me hear you scream."

Her world froze, "Madhuri", a lightning bolt piercing the haze. Her orgasm crashed through as her mind reeled. "What... what did you," she gasped, heart slamming, terror drowning pleasure.


"You heard it right, my dear. Go ahead, did I tell you to stop?"

"Y-You... know me?" she choked, scarf falling off her chin, face bare, eyes wide, staring at his cock, his hand.

Ishaan grinned, unseen, stroking quick, "Know? I've known all along, Madhuri. You're mine from the first chat. Ahh.." He grunted and came hard. His thick white cum splurted out of his cock.

Her breath stopped, body trembled with humiliation, raw and searing. "No... no, you can't," she stammered, hands clutching the sheet, covering herself, wildness collapsing into shame.

"How... how did you do this?" she whispered, tears streaking, pussy still wet, body betrayed, mind blindsided.

"Hahaha... you vicious hoe! Just wanted to play with you. So you can think twice before tying to fool me," he said, loud, cruel, victorious. "Every snap you sent, is safe in my locker, haha..."

She sobbed, loud, hands shaking, phone slipping. "You bastard!" she choked, pride shattered, her first orgasm a gift he'd stolen, her ruin his trophy.

"Who are you? Tell me!" she demanded, voice wrecked, body curling in, video still live, his cock mocking her, embarrassment a knife twisting deep.

"I'm your fan, Madhuri, a hardcore one, and you're mine forever now," he chuckled, low.

The call ended, black screen, silence. Madhuri collapsed, sobbing, body shaking, pussy pulsing, mind a chaos of shock and shame. "Who in the hell are you?" she cried, voice lost in the dark, regretting her alt, a trap she'd walked into blind.

Across town, Ishaan groaned, the reveal, timed to her peak, was a bomb he'd detonated perfectly, her dance his to end.

Outside her room, Abhi heard her scream pierced the house, raw, shattering. He texted fast, "Mom's crying and freaking out bad. What's going on?? Please tell me!"

Ishaan replied, "She'll be fine, you piece of shit. Give her some time. Now, get your ass to bed."

Abhi sank against her door, her cry echoing, shock, pleasure, ruin. His dick throbbed, awe and dread tangling, his pull a chain forged in her fall.

(End of chapter)




   

 Chapter 4: Devil's Touch


Morning broke over Hyderabad like a heavy shroud, the air thick with humidity and the weight of Madhuri's unraveling. She sat hunched on her bed, still nude from last night's video call, the purple scarf crumpled beside her, her alt phone, a silent accuser on the sheets.

DevilzMask's reveal left a bitter memory tainted by shock and embarrassment as her body still trembled, her pussy faintly pulsing from the near climax, but her mind was a storm of regret, shame flooding every corner of her being.

"This better be a nightmare," she whispered, her voice hoarse, tears streaking her face as she replayed the call, his voice, his cock, her surrender, and that final devastating blow: her name on his lips.

She grabbed her phones, hands shaking, and opened ShyVelvet, nudes, voice notes, videos of her fingering herself, all sent to him, all seen by a stranger who knew her.

"What have I done!?" she sobbed, deleting everything, every snap, every plea, her wildness erased with frantic taps, but the damage was done, burned into his hands.

Her main phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "You've worked up a lot last night, Madhuri, hope you had a great sleep. Good Morning!"

She shouted in despair, "Aaahh!" tossing it across the room, but her thighs clenched, a lingering need stabbing through her shame.

"You're in a big trouble, girl" she muttered, pulling on a loose nightie, but her body betrayed her, nipples hardening at his taunt, her regret warring with a dark, unquenchable crave. She couldn't face it, couldn't face him, but deep inside, she waited, her heart whispering for something wild, despite the ruin.


Downstairs, Ramesh shuffled in, bleary-eyed from a late night, oblivious to her chaos. "I'm leaving for a short business trip, US, two weeks," he grunted, tossing his suitcase by the door. "Leaving tonight."

Madhuri nodded, mute, her mind spinning, alone again, vulnerable, the stalker's playground widening. "Travel safe, honey!" she said, her voice flat, and he left to pack, leaving her staring at the empty kitchen, her shame a cage, her need a key she couldn't throw away.

Abhi emerged, headphones dangling, his eyes flicking to her, red-eyed, shaken, a shadow of his mom. He'd heard her scream last night, raw, shattering, and Ishaan's "More tomorrow" burned in his skull.

"Maa... u okay?" he asked, voice small, testing.

She flinched, forcing a smile. "Yea sweetie.. just tired.." Her lie hung thin, her tremble visible, and Abhi's chest tightened, guilt, awe, a thrill he couldn't name.

He texted Ishaan, fast: "She's off and quiet Ishaan, also dad's leaving for US tonight"

Ishaan's reply buzzed: "That's perfect timing, my guy, Your busy dad's gonna regret this big time!"

Ishaan grinned across town, sprawled shirtless on his bed, her deleted pics still safe in his locked folder, her shock, his triumph. Ramesh's trip was a gift, he'd creep closer now, tease her shame and stoke her need.









Later that night, after Ramesh left, he texted as DevilzMask, slow, taunting: "Feeling alone? I understand a woman's dread when she's exposed without a protector, Let me take his place. I'll keep you safe."

Madhuri's main buzzed on the floor, she read it, sobbing, "How did he find out!? G0d, I hope this doesn't stretch any further.", but her pussy throbbed, her regret a fragile dam against a flood she couldn't stop.

She deleted it, but the echo stayed, her shame loud, her need secretly louder.

Tuesday afternoon simmered with tension, Ramesh gone, the house a hollow shell, Madhuri alone in her kitchen, chopping vegetables with a trembling hand. She'd dressed conservative, a blue saree, blouse buttoned high, but her mind churned, stalker's taunts she'd deleted but couldn't erase.

Her shame was a weight, every snap, every moan replayed, his wit a blade, but beneath it, her need lingered, a dark pulse she couldn't kill. "G0dd... give me the strength to hold back," she prayed, gripping the knife, but her resolve was glass, cracking with every breath.

The doorbell rang, sharp and sudden, she froze, heart slamming, then opened it to Ishaan, grinning wide, Abhi trailing behind.

"Hey, aunty!" Ishaan boomed, his tight tee hugging his arms, his eyes glinting, predatory, bold.

"Abhi said you're cooking, couldn't miss it"

Madhuri forced a smile, "Hey Ishaan! Done with classes already? Come in, both of you.. sit," but her voice wavered, his presence a jolt, his charm too familiar.

Abhi mumbled, "I didn't... He wanted to..," avoiding her eyes.

Ishaan sprawled on the sofa, legs wide, owning the space. "Mmm.. Smells good already," he purred, his voice silky and dangerous. His gaze sliding over her saree, subtle, but piercing.

"High school's out for Pongal holidays starting tomorrow, Aunty. Thought Abhi would've told you by now."

Abhi fidgeted in the corner, looking confused. "How could I tell her when I only found out hours ago?" he thought, biting his lip. "And how the hell did he sweet-talk Dean Miss Sherley into giving us both such a long break before dragging me back here... I'll never figure him out."


Madhuri forced a soft smile. "Oh... that's lovely," she murmured, her voice trembling just a little. "Make the most of your holidays, boys." Her fingers twisted nervously in her saree's pallu, betraying her fragile calm.

"Sure Aunty, I'll make sure we won't waste a day." Ishaan replied, adjusting his watch, his voice casual but sharp, "By the way, where's Uncle? Thought I'd say hi" he looked at her suddenly with a charming smile catching her eyes staring at him with innocence and guilt.

She flinched, turning to the kitchen, "He... he's on a short work trip," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "He'll be back soon." The stalker's taunts slithered into her mind, dark, thrilling, and shameful, making her cheeks burn.

"I-I'll... I'll go get some snacks," she mumbled, retreating with a flustered sway of her hips, desperate to escape Ishaan's piercing stare.

Ishaan sighed, "Oh.. guess I'm unlucky then.." loud enough for Madhuri to hear. He pulled out his phone, flashing a photo Abhi had sent him last week, Madhuri's vanity cupboard, with the rose inside.
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"Go grab it," he muttered under his breath, smirking. "I'll keep her busy here, lighten her up a bit."

Abhi questioned "Did you really think she kept the rose till now? She threw it in the bin many days back."

Ishaan pointed to a key with a tag: Bedroom Spare written upside down. "This idiot! The key, not the rose. Now go," he ordered.

Abhi's eyes widened, a jolt of shock freezing him. "W-what? That's my parents bedroom spare key.. Why..."

"Just do it," Ishaan hissed, handing him a fake key from his pocket. "Swap it quick. She won't notice." His grin was all teeth, daring Abhi to hesitate.

Abhi swallowed hard, nodding, his legs shaky as he slipped toward the stairs, "I screwed up, basically gave him the way in. How could I be so dumb and careless?" heart pounding with a mix of guilt and strange excitement.

Ishaan turned back to Madhuri, leaning closer as she fumbled with a plate of samosas.

Meanwhile Ishaan followed her, to the kitchen, casual, leaning against the doorway. "Need help, aunty? I'm good with my hands," he said, folding his arms, his biceps bulging, innocent, but loaded.

She turned and smiled, brittle, "Thanks Ishaan. I'm good, sit down," but her eyes lingered, as she fumbled with a plate of steamed momos.









Upstairs, Abhi pushed open his parents' bedroom door, the air thick with her scent, sandalwood and faint jasmine. His eyes darted over the bed, neatly made, the wardrobe half-open with Madhuri's sarees spilling out, a glimpse of her blouse hanging loose.


At one end of the spacious room, beside a wall, there was also an attached bathroom, luxurious, with glass doors gleaming faintly in the dim light. His hands trembled as he crept to the vanity, fingers brushing the cool wood, steadying himself as he spotted the key.

In the kitchen, Ishaan leaned against the counter, watching Madhuri's nervous movements. "You've got this glow today, aunty, like you're hiding something special. Makes a guy wonder what's under all that calm." His words dripped with suggestion, his eyes tracing the curve of her neck as she blushed, dropping a spoon.

Abhi's breath hitched as he took the spare key, its chain glinting in the dim light. He fumbled with the fake key Ishaan gave, exchanging the tags and swapping them with clumsy precision, his fingers grazed a silk scarf on the vanity, soft and intimate, and his stomach twisted with guilt and something darker. He slid the real key into his pocket, the weight of it burning against his thigh.

Back downstairs, Ishaan chuckled softly, picking up the spoon Madhuri dropped and handing it to her, his fingers brushing hers. "Careful now, aunty, those hands are too pretty to be so shaky." His smile was disarmingly warm, but his eyes held a glint of control, watching her squirm.

Madhuri stammered, "T-thanks, Ishaan... I'm fine, really," her voice a fragile thread, her cheeks flaming as she turned back to the snacks, her heart racing from his closeness. The shame from the video call pulsed beneath her skin, warring with a flicker of flattered heat she couldn't douse.

Abhi shuffled back into the living room, the key swapped, his face pale but his pulse thundering. Ishaan caught his eye, flashing a quick, triumphant grin before turning to Madhuri one last time. "You're too good to us, aunty, feeding us, looking out for us. Makes me wanna stick around longer, keep you company." His tone was playful, but the edge in it lingered, a tease that landed like a spark on dry grass.

Madhuri forced a laugh, "Oh, you are... always welcome," but her voice cracked, her hands clutching the tray as Ishaan sauntered back to the sofa, Abhi already there sitting calmly, the air between them thick with unspoken plans.

That evening, the house settled into an uneasy quiet after Ishaan polished off the last momo, wiping his hands with a smug grin.

He leaned close to Abhi, his breath hot against his ear. "Tomorrow's the day, my guy, don't screw it up," he hissed, voice low and commanding.

Abhi nodded, hesitant, his throat tight with a mix of fear and something he couldn't name.

Ishaan clapped his shoulder and left, the door clicking shut like a trap springing closed.

Night draped over the city, thick and heavy. Madhuri lay in bed, her nightie clinging to her restless body, trying to drown out the chaos in her skull. Her main phone buzzed, Ramesh: "Landed safe. How's it back there?"

She glanced at the screen, disappointment curling her lip, like she'd been expecting someone else.

With a sigh, she dropped the phone face-down, guilt prickling her chest. In a few minutes, it buzzed again, DevilzMask: "All alone now, huh? Hubby's off on his little trip, bet it's lonely in that spacious bed."

Her breath caught, a shiver of unknown excitement racing down her spine. She stared at the words, fingers hovering, but didn't reply, couldn't.

His next text rolled in, sharp and teasing: "Not replying? I know how to make you talk, watch out for a surprise tomorrow."

Her breath caught, eyes widening with an unknown thrill. "No... control yourself," she muttered, opening her husband's chat, typing a quick, guilty reply to Ramesh: "All good here. Sleep well."

She tossed the phone aside, curling under the sheets, her heart racing with secret fear and a shameful spark she couldn't snuff out.

Wednesday morning broke late, the holiday hush letting her sleep past dawn.

Madhuri woke up groggy, her body craving a reset. "A deep cleanse... that's what I need," she murmured, locking her bedroom door with a soft click.

She peeled off her nightie and inners, letting them pool on the floor, and wrapped a towel around her curves, her skin prickling in the cool air.

She padded to the attached bathroom, leaving its door unlocked, careless, trusting, and stepped into the shower. Hot water cascaded over her, steam rising, the hum of an old melody slipping from her lips as she lathered soap over her skin.

Outside, Abhi pressed his ear to the bedroom door, the muffled rush of water and her faint melody seeping through.

His palms sweated, pulse hammering as he texted Ishaan: "She's in the shower now."

Ishaan's reply buzzed fast: "Stick to the plan. No distractions, or I'll make you regret it." The threat sank into Abhi's gut, Ishaan's shadow looming even from miles away.

He fished the spare key from his pocket, hands trembling as he slid it into the lock. He swallowed, unlocked the door with a faint click, and slipped inside. The room was cool, scented with her presence, jasmine and soap.


The shower's rhythm and her humming filled the room, tugging at his nerves. He glanced at the bathroom door, unlocked, ajar, a sliver of steam curling out, and his feet moved before his mind could stop them.

He nudged it wider, eyes locking on the glass shower, mist blurred her form, but he caught her outline, curves swaying, wet skin glistening under soap suds, her hair a foamy cascade.

She was oblivious, eyes closed, lost in her song.

Abhi took two steps closer, the air thick with heat and her scent, before Ishaan's voice barked in his skull: "No distractions."

He froze, heart slamming, and backed off, easing the door shut with a shaky hand. Turning to the wardrobe, he worked fast, quietly yanking sarees, blouses, office wear, inners into a bag, her clothes soft and intimate against his fingers.

He left a single saree and blouse, new, slightly sheer, a gift from Ishaan's twisted game. alongside a face mask Ishaan had slipped him last night, its dark design resembling DevilzMask's Instagram display picture.

His legs brushed her nightie on the floor; he hesitated, then stuffed it in too after sniffing her used inners.

Moving to the windows, he slid them open slow and silent, a breeze slipping in, then darted back to the door, locking it behind him, bag slung over his shoulder.


Madhuri stepped out of the shower, towel clinging to her damp skin, hair dripping. She froze, her wardrobe gaped empty, save for the strange, unfamiliar cloth and a mask that's staring back at her.

She took a closer look at the mask and her stomach dropped. The windows yawned wide, curtains fluttering. "What the, " she gasped, rushing to shut them, her hands trembling as she grabbed her phone and fired off a furious text to DevilzMask: "Who the hell do you think you are? You were HERE?"

His reply came swift, "That humming, Madhuri... so pleasant to ears, like a siren calling me to join you in the shower. Took a bit longer, didn't you? Bet you feel like all your sins have been washed away."

Her eyes widened, he'd been in her room, the realization sinking claws into her. She checked the vanity, jewelry untouched, glinting mockingly. No theft, just... her clothes. A weird sensation twisted in her gut, not fear, not quite anger, but something hotter, murkier. He didn't want money, he wanted her, and she knew it.

"You sick bastard, invading my room, stealing my clothes? This is too far!" she texted, trying to muster rage, but her fingers shook with a thrill she couldn't name.


His reply came cool, taunting: "Don't worry, gorgeous, I left you something pretty. Wear it. You'll look divine."

She glared at the saree, fabric slightly transparent, blouse thin enough to hint at what lay beneath.

"Pervert," she muttered, but her eyes lingered, torn.

She rushed to a hidden drawer in the wardrobe, "Thank G0d," a few bras and panties remained.

Relief washed over her, shaky and brief. She could've asked a neighbor for clothes, aired her shame, but pride, or something darker, kept her silent.

Hesitant, she slipped on the bra and panties, then the saree, its translucence whispering against her skin. Up close, anyone could see the faint outline beneath if they looked hard enough.

She stared in the mirror, cheeks burning, vulnerable, exposed, yet oddly alive.

She grabbed her phone, texting her boss: "Need a few days off, family emergency." Then ordered clothes online, fingers trembling, cursing the wait, knowing she couldn't step out like this. Not yet.

Wednesday noon crept up slow and heavy, the house silent save for Madhuri's racing thoughts. She paced her locked room, the sheer saree clinging to her skin, its translucence a constant taunt.

Abhi would need lunch soon, she couldn't order out, not when she'd always prided herself on feeding him healthy, home-cooked meals. But stepping out like this? Her mind churned for solutions, drape a shawl, borrow something, anything, but time slipped away, but couldn't find any. With a shaky breath, she unlocked the door, the latch clicking like a gunshot in her ears.









She tiptoed down the stairs, bare feet silent on the cool wood, clutching the saree's pallu to shield herself. Voices hit her, Ishaan's loud, brash tone cutting through Abhi's quieter mumbles.

Her stomach lurched; "Is Ishaan here?" She froze mid-step, heart hammering, then darted toward the kitchen, hoping to slip by unnoticed. But Ishaan's head snapped up, catching her shadow like a hawk.

"Hey, aunty!" he called, voice warm but edged with something sly. "Looking sneaky today!"

Madhuri flinched, forcing a tight smile. "Hey, hey, Ishaan... Abhi, lunch'll be ready soon, just wait a bit," she stammered, tugging the saree tighter around her chest, her arms crossing to hide the faint outlines beneath. She hurried past, head down.

Ishaan grinned, leaning back. "That saree's a killer, aunty, fits you like it was made for you. Right, Abhi?" His eyes flicked to Abhi, who trembled, nodding fast, his gaze fixed on the floor, too scared to meet hers.

"Ya, yeah, Maa... its nice," Abhi muttered, his voice barely audible, fear and guilt twisting in his chest.

Ishaan stood, stretching lazily. "I'll help you in the kitchen, aunty, can't let you do all the work."

"No, no!" Madhuri stumbled over her words, panic flaring. "I'm fine, really, stay there!" She imagined him closer, his sharp eyes tracing the thin fabric, seeing too much, and her cheeks burned as she rushed into the kitchen, heart hammering.


She grabbed a pan, hands shaking as she tossed vegetables in, desperate to finish fast. But Ishaan sauntered in, interrupting her frantic rhythm, his presence filling the space.

"Had a cricket match this morning, Aunty," he started, voice smooth and flirtatious.

"I was swinging hard out there, kept the team on their toes. You'd have liked watching me move." He tossed an apple up, catching it mid-air, his gaze sliding over her back as she chopped onions, the saree's faint sheen revealing soft skin beneath.

Madhuri's breath hitched, his charm disarming her despite herself. "That's... nice, Ishaan," she managed, trying to shut it down, but he stepped closer, the apple arcing again, his eyes lingering where the fabric hugged her hips.

She fumbled for a dish towel, draping it over her hips, a flimsy shield against his stare, but it slipped, leaving her helpless as she stirred the pot.

He edged nearer, close enough to see the faint outline of her bra strap through the blouse. "Damn it, Abhi," he cursed inwardly, realizing some inners had escaped the purge.

Still, he smirked, leaning in. "You're a natural in here, aunty, everything you touch turns hot." His voice dipped, suggestive, and her spine stiffened, heat flooding her face.


She finished the curry quickly, spinning around to snatch the apple from his hand. "Go wash up, lunch is ready," she said, firm but flustered, nudging him toward the door.

Ishaan smirked wider. "Oh, my hands are dirty, been handling all kinds of things today." The double meaning hung thick, and he sauntered out, leaving her breathless.

In the living room, he smacked Abhi's head lightly, hissing, "You didn't empty the closet, idiot, almost blew it." Abhi winced, rubbing his scalp, guilt gnawing deeper as Madhuri emerged with plates.

She served the boys, their eyes tracking her, Abhi's stolen glances catching the bra's outline, the curve of her panties shaping her meaty folds through the saree as she neared him.

He savored it secretly, struggling to see her semi naked body, doing his best to imagine her without the saree, shame twisting with a dark thrill. Ishaan stared openly, casual and bold, and she caught him, her embarrassment surging as his grin widened.

She packed a small bowl of food, muttered, "Eat well, there're some parottas in the kitchen for dinner, have some work to do.. Don't forget to lock the doors before heading to bed Abhi" and fled upstairs, locking her door with a trembling hand, her chest tight with humiliation.









Back in her room, her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "How's your day going, gorgeous?" Her fingers hovered, then typed, "I'm so embarrassed. Ishaan, my son's friend, wouldn't stop staring. Please end it."

His reply came fast, flirty and unrepentant: "I don’t blame him. How can guys stop staring at a woman like you wearing that?" She read it, Ishaan's kitchen antics, his bold gaze, had stirred something she didn't want to feel. It felt good.

"Hold on to it, more's coming soon." he texted, a spark of thrill igniting in her despite her shame

She shook her head, shoving the phone aside, and ate her food, opening her laptop to bury herself in work.

Evening crept in, and her phone buzzed again, a thirst trap, his shirtless frame taut and teasing. She didn't reply, just stared, thoughts tangling around him, but forced her eyes to screen preparing her presentation.

Another buzz: "Remember how desperate you sounded on those calls? Bet you're aching for it now."

She bit her lip, heat pooling low, his voice, his games, until Ramesh's message popped up: "How's office today?" She snapped out of it, typed a curt "It's fine... was a little busy today," and crawled into bed, sleep pulling her under with a restless edge, staring at the closed window.

Madhuri drifted into sleep early, the stalker's dark secrets replaying in her mind, whispers of control, shame, and need that now clicked into place.

She saw herself in them, trapped in his web, and fought to push it all away, curling tighter under the sheets. Rest eluded her, her body restless with echoes of his voice.

She clenched her eyes shut, willing sleep to take her, but the memories clung like damp heat.


Downstairs, Abhi lay awake, his pulse racing. Her image burned in his mind, her saree clinging to her curves, the bra straps peeking through, the faint outline of her panties hugging her thick thighs.

His imagination spiraled, dark and vivid: the times he'd slipped into her room, fingers brushing her clothes, the stolen whiff of her used panties while the shower hissed in the background.

Shame gnawed at him, but the thrill pulsed stronger. He grabbed his phone, hands trembling, and texted Ishaan: "What's next?" Fear laced every word.

Ishaan's reply buzzed back fast, a cackle, "Well, well, look who's turning into a little freak for his sweet mommy." The mockery stung, sharp and relentless.

"Your screw-up yesterday left her half-covered, but don't worry, I've got a plan. She'll strip those inners off herself. Be ready tomorrow morning. I'll be at your door early."

Abhi's stomach twisted, guilt flooding in as he pictured Ishaan's sneer, but he couldn't stop now.









Morning broke, gray and quiet. Ishaan slipped by Abhi's house before the sun fully rose, his grin wicked as he handed over a small vial of clear gel. "This'll crank her up, healthy stuff, don't worry. Spread it on her panties. She won't know what hit her."

Abhi's hands shook as he took it, the plan sinking in, Ishaan's bullying loomed like a shadow, and he nodded, too scared to back out. Ishaan left with a laugh, and Abhi stood there, heart pounding.

Upstairs, Madhuri stirred, her dreams fading into the dull ache of reality. She shuffled to her wardrobe, half-hoping the stalker had slipped her clothes back, some twisted gift, but it was empty of his touch.

With a sigh, she shed her saree, her blouse, her panties, everything pooling on the bed. She grabbed a towel, glaring at the locked window as she headed to the bathroom, the shower's steam a brief escape.

Abhi crept in again, quieter than before, the spare key cold in his hand. Ishaan's plan pulsed in his skull. He edged toward her bed, her discarded panties lying there like a dare.

His fingers fumbled with the vial, popping it open, and he smeared the gel along the crotch, thin, even, invisible. His breath hitched; "What am I even doing?" he couldn't believe how he is playing Ishaan's puppet, but his voice drowned out Abhi's conscience.

He pocketed the vial, darted to the window, locked tight from last night, and froze as the shower cut off. Hearing footsteps, he bolted, slipping out just as the bathroom door creaked open.


Madhuri stepped out, towel clutched tight, her eyes darting to the window. She'd heard something, a scrape, a shuffle, but the room was still, her clothes untouched. She peeked through the window, but saw nothing.

Disappointment flickered; she imagined confronting him, her shy voice cracking under the weight of it, yet part of her craved the clash.

She dressed again, sliding the panties on, sticky, warm against her skin. "Last night's fault," she thought, brushing it off.

In the mirror, her reflection stared back, serene at first. Then it hit, her shyness melting, a slow burn spreading through her. The gel was waking up.

Abhi slumped in the living room, his escape too close, his breath still ragged. Her door clicked open, and she descended, radiant, her face glowing, her saree clinging tighter as she moved.

He stole glances, her thighs sharper through the fabric. His excitement coiled, dark and secret. "G.. Good morning maa.. work done?" he mumbled, forcing normalcy.

"Yes, all done," she chirped, her mood electric.

She scanned the room. "Where's Ishaan?" Abhi's eyes traced her, the panties molding to her ass as she walks by, the transparency bolder now, her curves free and unhindered. He froze, lost in it.

"I am talking to you, Abhi," she asked again, sharper, searching for him everywhere.

"He.. hasn't come today, maa.. Told he was busy" he stammered, snapping back.


Her face fell, a flicker of disappointment breaking through. "Oh... I see," She straightened and murmured trying to play the mother, but the gel hummed louder in her veins, tugging at her edges.

She turned, climbing the stairs, her hips swaying with a new looseness. Abhi watched, transfixed, shame and desire warring inside him.

In her room, she locked the door, grabbed her phone, and fired off a text to DevilzMask: "I'm stuck in here all day because of you."

Ishaan stood in Ms. Sherley's balcony across the town. His reply buzzed back, teasing, unrelenting: "I know what you'd do if you went out, gorgeous."

She bristled, caught, but her pride wouldn't bend. He pushed harder: "Bet you're squirming already." The gel surged, her body heating, her thoughts tangling around him, his voice, his games.

Lust crept in, slow and thick, pulling her under his grip.

Madhuri sat locked in her room, the air heavy with her own heartbeat. His words, DevilzMask's taunts, swirled in her head, every memory of his voice, his boldness, crashing together like a fever dream.


Her phone buzzed again, and she snatched it up, her fingers trembling. Another thirst trap: his shirtless torso, sweat gleaming on tight muscle, a smirk just out of frame.

Her breath caught. She wanted him, badly. She pressed her thighs together, fighting it, but the gel pulsed in her blood, unraveling her control.

His next text popped up: "Send me a pic in that saree. You know I've been dying to see it." Her heart thudded, a mix of shame and thrill.

She stood, swaying to the mirror, the saree clinging to her like a second skin, her bra straps sharp, her panties tracing every curve.

She angled the phone, pouted her lips soft and needy, and snapped the shot. Her transparent body stared back from the screen, vulnerable, daring. She hit send before she could think twice.

Ishaan, sprawled on his bed, grinned wide as the photo loaded. "Oh, damn," he muttered, saving it to his stash. His fingers flew: "Look at you, mommy, too hot to handle."

He leaned into it, typing fast. "Wanna peel that dress off completely."

Madhuri's phone buzzed, and she bit her lip looking at the word "mommy", someone younger, more bolder than her, heat flooding her cheeks. "Stop calling me that," she typed back.

She waited for his reply but couldn't wait any longer. Her thumbs betrayed her. "Hey Stalker? are you there? Listen, I want to see you again... naked," she typed, hesitating, then sent.

A few more minutes later, "I need that feeling back, the one you took away last time." Her words spilled out, raw and desperate. "Please, I'm begging you."

Ishaan chuckled, low and dark. "Begging already? Love that." He paused, letting her squirm, then texted: "Alright, gorgeous. How about a dare?"

She gasped, the word dare hanging in the air like a spark. "What's he up to now?" she murmured, her voice shaky with suspense. "What dare?" she replied, her pulse racing.

He fired back: "You'll see. Something to make you scream my name." Her eyes widened, her body tingling as she imagined it.

"Oh G0d, what is going to be?" she breathed, but the gel hummed louder, drowning her doubts. She stared at the screen, waiting, hooked.

Downstairs, Abhi paced the living room, his own guilt gnawing at him. He'd seen her earlier, her glow, her sway, and it twisted something deep inside.

He didn't know she was upstairs, unraveling for Ishaan, but he felt the pull, the dark thread tying them all together.

His phone stayed silent; Ishaan hadn't texted him back. He sank onto the couch, restless, trapped in his own spiral.

Madhuri's room was a cage now, her breath shallow as she clutched the phone. "Come on, tell me," she whispered, the wait clawing at her.

Another buzz: "Patience, mommy. It's gonna be worth it." She groaned softly, her resistance crumbling, the dare looming like a promise she couldn't refuse.

Madhuri's phone buzzed in her hand, the screen glowing with his reply: "Go to the terrace. Walk to the end, into the store room. You'll see a bag there, take off your bra and panties, drop them in, and walk back without them."

Her jaw dropped, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. "No way," she whispered, her heart slamming against her ribs. "The terrace? In broad daylight?" The neighbors' windows loomed in her mind, eyes she couldn't see but could feel.

She typed fast, fingers shaky: "Please, don't make me do this. Everyone will see!", her plea hung there, desperate.

His response came quick, smooth as silk: "Come on, Madhuri, you want that orgasm, don't you? Trust me, no one's looking. It's just you and me."

She stared at the words, her breath hitching. "He's crazy," she muttered, but the gel thrummed in her veins, tugging at her resolve.

"Please, something else," she texted, bargaining. "Anything but this."

He shot back: "This is it, gorgeous. You want to feel it? Then do it." Back and forth they went, her protests weakening, his coaxing relentless.

Finally, she caved, a shaky Okay slipping from her thumbs. "G0d, what am I doing?" she breathed, setting the phone down.


She cracked her bedroom door, peering out. Abhi's voice drifted faintly from the living room, safe, distracted. She slipped out, her saree swishing soft against her legs, and crept upstairs.

The terrace door loomed ahead, sunlight spilling through the cracks.

She pushed it open, stepping into the glare, and froze. The brightness hit her like a spotlight, her skin faintly visible through the thin fabric, bra straps, panty lines, all teasing the edges.

Her hands flew, clutching the saree over her chest and hips, a flimsy shield against the open air.

She shuffled forward, head low, the neighbors' houses towering around her. Every window felt like a stare, every rustle a gasp.

She reached the store room at the end of terrace, ducking inside, her breath ragged. The bag sat there, plain and waiting. Her fingers hesitated at her blouse, trembling as she unhooked her bra, sliding it off. The panties followed, the gel's sticky warmth lingering as she dropped them in.

She stood there, bare beneath the saree, the fabric clinging to her unprotected curves.

Her phone buzzed, jolting her. "Don't cover yourself," he texted. "Walk back slow, free, like no one's watching." She gaped at the screen, a flush creeping up her neck.

"He's insane," she hissed, but his command sank in, daring her. shoved the terrace door open, frustration boiling over as she stepped back into the blinding sunlight.

Her bare skin prickled beneath the saree, no bra, no panties, just the thin fabric brushing her raw curves.

Her arms twitched, itching to shield herself, but she forced them down, shoulders stiff. Each step felt eternal, slow, exposed, the breeze brushing where fabric met flesh.

She knew the neighbors could see her, their windows like silent judges. Her shapes weren't crystal clear, but the hint of her body, soft, unguarded, tightened her nipples against the cloth.

"Why does this feel... good?" she muttered, confused, a flush creeping up her chest.

The idea of being watched publicly sparking something wild, a fantasy she didn't know slept inside her.









Downstairs, Abhi glanced up from the couch, oblivious, his own tension simmering. He didn't hear her soft footsteps overhead, didn't see the way the sunlight caught her silhouette.

Madhuri's heart pounded, her body a live wire, shame and thrill twisting tighter with every move. She reached the door, slipping back inside, her chest heaving. Her phone buzzed again, but she didn't look yet. She just stood there, leaning against a wall, trembling, caught in the rush of what she'd done.

Madhuri's mind spun, someone forcing her to walk semi-naked in public, exposed, helpless. The thought sent a shiver through her, her emotions surging, hard to rein in. She shook her head hard.

"This isn't real, it's a dream," she whispered, forcing herself back to reality, her feet dragging toward the stairs. She needed her room, her lock, her safety.

Halfway down, she froze. Abhi stood there, mid-step, his eyes wide with shock.

He'd been in her room, restless, no word from Ishaan, he'd gone looking for her. Finding nothing, he'd shut her door and started back, only to crash into her now.


Time stopped, both of them caught, her desperate to hide her nakedness beneath the saree, him scrambling for an excuse to escape.

"Abhi?" Her voice cracked, high and tight, as she yanked the pallu higher, shielding her hardened nipples.

"What's wrong, sweetie? You look so tense." She forced a casual tone, her eyes locked on his face, praying he wouldn't glance down.

He stared back, fear and thrill flickering in his gaze, words tripping over themselves.

"I-I..." His peripheral vision betrayed him, her bare silhouette, the saree clinging where inners should've been.

He stepped closer, unthinking, drawn in, his breath shallow. "I was... uh..."

She cut in, desperate to keep his eyes up. "Were you looking for me?" Her hands fumbled, adjusting the fabric, pretending normalcy even as her heart raced.

"Ye-yes... I mean, no, I..." He swallowed hard, his mind blanking.

She was different, off, unguarded, and he felt it, the shift in her. His body moved before his brain caught up, closing the gap.

Madhuri's pulse spiked as he neared, her arms twitching to cover more. "Do you need any help, sweetie?" she pressed, her voice softer now, maternal instinct kicking in despite her panic.

She clocked his tension, mistaking it for something innocent.


"Help? Uh, ye-yeah, help..." He latched onto the lifeline, scrambling. "There's a spider in my room! I freaked out and ran, I came to find you." His eyes stayed glued to her face, but the edges of his vision screamed the transparent truth.

She blinked, relief mixing with disbelief. "A spider?" She tilted her head, softening. "Oh, Abhi, you're 18.. still scared of those little things?" She tried to smile, to play the doting mom, even as her own nerves jangled.

"Yeah, you know I hate them," he mumbled, forcing the lie deeper.

"Please, Maa, do something." He couldn't look away, but he couldn't look down either, not when she is watching him, hints of her body teased his senses, Ishaan's plan pulsing in his skull.

He knew it worked. "Come with me, I'll show you," he blurted, turning fast, beckoning her downstairs.

Madhuri hesitated, her every instinct screaming to bolt to her room and lock the door. But he was trembling, her eighteen-year-old son, afraid of a harmless spider, and she couldn't say no.

"Alright, let's go," she sighed, trailing him reluctantly, the saree swaying against her bare skin with every step. Her mind churned, torn between shielding herself and soothing him, oblivious to the darker current pulling them both.


Madhuri stepped into Abhi's room, her bare skin prickling beneath the saree as she waved him back. "Wait outside by the door, okay? Let me handle this," she said, her voice firm but shaky, desperate to keep him at a distance.

The room was a mess, books strewn across the floor, bedsheets crumpled in a heap. She clicked her tongue, scanning for the spider. "Abhi, you need to clean this place properly, it's a jungle in here."

She bent low, brushing aside a pile of clothes, when her fingers grazed a notebook tucked under the bed. Curiosity tugged at her; she flipped it open.

There, in his messy scrawl: Mom with a little heart doodled beside it. Her breath caught, a soft warmth blooming in her chest. "Aww, Abhi," she murmured, a smile tugging at her lips. "You're such a sweet boy." She started to turn the pages, her heart swelling with his quiet affection.

Abhi, hovering near the door, caught her words, and the notebook in her hands. His stomach lurched. "Oh no," he hissed under his breath. Those pages held more, sketches, secrets, things she shouldn't see. "Maa, look!" he blurted, pointing wildly. "There's a cobweb, up by the AC!"

She paused, glancing over her shoulder, the notebook still in hand. "Where?" she asked, setting it down half-open, her focus shifting.

Abhi's pulse hammered; he'd dodged a bullet, but only just. She stepped toward the AC, squinting up at the faint web dangling high above. "It's too high," she muttered, brushing her hands on her saree.

"Here, use this," Abhi said quick, dragging a ladder over. "Step up, I'll hold it." He shoved it into place, his voice tight with urgency.

Madhuri hesitated, eyeing him. "No, you go back, it's a spider, you'll freak out. I'll manage." She waved him off, her tone softening despite her nerves.


He grinned, shaky but earnest. "I won't be scared with you here, Maa, you're too sweet for that. Besides, the ladder's wobbly. I'll hold it steady." A lie, but it spilled out smooth.

Her cheeks warmed at his words, his care piercing through her unease. "Oh, you..." she sighed, flattered but wary. She didn't want him close, not like this, not now, but his pleading eyes won.

"Fine," she relented, climbing onto the ladder with a cleaning brush. "Just hold it, and keep your eyes down, okay?"

"Yeah, got it," he mumbled, gripping the ladder with trembling hands. It didn't wobble, solid as stone, but he held tight anyway, anchoring himself beneath her.

She stretched up, brushing at the web, her focus on the ceiling.

His gaze, though, drifted. Slow, guilty, it climbed, her bare feet, her knees, her thighs, and her ass, the saree clinging tight.

No panties, no bra, just her shapes, sharp and raw under the dim light. His breath hitched, mind flashing to nights when Ishaan made him crept into her room, fingers grazing her sleeping form.

Higher still, her waist curved into view, then her boobs shifting free under the blouse, nipples pressing hard against the thin fabric.

He swallowed, imagining her stripped bare, the image searing into him. She was oblivious, muttering, "You've got to keep this room neat, Abhi, spiders love a mess like this."

Her voice snapped him half-back, and she tilted her head down mid-sentence. He jerked his eyes to the floor, heart slamming against his ribs. "Ye-yeah, Maa, I will," he stammered, the picture of her still blazing in his skull.


"Did she notice?" Doubt gnawed at him, but her tone stayed steady.

"Alright, I think that's it," she said, stepping down, brushing her hands. "No spider, just dust." She adjusted her saree, avoiding his gaze, her own tension simmering beneath the surface. "Let's go, I need some air."

Abhi nodded fast, forcing a smile. "Yeah.. It probably escaped the room.. Thanks, Maa," he croaked, trailing her out, the ladder abandoned, his secret still teetering on the edge of exposure.

Abhi's hands shook as he fumbled with his phone, the rush still buzzing in his veins. He had to tell Ishaan, couldn't keep it in.

"Ishaan, I saw her without inners in that saree... up close, your plan worked!" he texted, thumbs flying. "The spider thing I came up with worked, she was right there above me" His chest tightened, excitement spilling over as he relived it: her bare shapes, the ladder, her voice.

Ishaan's reply buzzed back fast. "You cheeky little bastard! Taking your own decisions, huh? How'd you like her up close?"

Abhi hesitated, his fingers hovering. "That was so unintentional.. Things just fell in place.. Don't tell anyone, okay?" he typed, slow and careful.

He didn't want his secret out, but Ishaan, he'd earned it, hadn't he? Ishaan's next text rolled in, sharp and gleeful: "Knew it, you're a fine cuck son! All your moves got her there, wait till you see what's next." A grin stretched across Ishaan's face as he typed, savoring the taunt.

Abhi sank into the couch, shame flooding him, guilt clawing at his gut, but that thrill, sharp and dark, wouldn't fade. Her closeness had been heaven, a stolen moment, and right or wrong didn't matter anymore. "When you coming over?" he texted, voice trembling in his head, eager for more.


Ishaan's reply was smug: "Busy right now, bro. I'll hit you up tonight, got a reward for your brave little spider act." Abhi's pulse jumped, a secret grin tugging at his lips. He clutched the phone, buzzing with anticipation.

Upstairs, Madhuri bolted her door, her breath uneven as she collapsed onto the bed. The terrace replayed in her mind, sunlight on her skin, eyes she couldn't see but felt, the strange rush of exposure. It was new, raw, unsettlingly alive.

She grabbed her phone, texting DevilzMask: "I did it, made it across."

His reply slithered back: "You were gorgeous out there, strutting in that see-through saree for everyone." Her hidden desires flared, heat pooling low, but she shoved it down.

"Where's that orgasm you promised?" she shot back, needy, insistent.

"Soon, Madhuri," he texted. "For now, you get your clothes back. Leave the window open tonight, check your wardrobe tomorrow."

She frowned, frustration spiking. "Ugh, you tease," she muttered, typing: "Damn you, stop leaving me hanging!" His flirty Patience, gorgeous winked back.

She tossed the phone aside, glaring at the closed window, willing night to hurry.









That night, Abhi's impatience cracked. "What's the reward? Been waiting all day," he texted Ishaan. The reply lagged, stretching his nerves thin.

"Why you so busy today?" he added.

Ishaan finally answered: "Was at the high school, man."

Abhi frowned. "High School? Why?

Ishaan's grin bled through the screen: "Had a long private sesh with Mrs. Sherley, the dean."

Abhi blinked, confused. "What do you mean?"

Ishaan's next text hit like a punch: "How'd you think we got these long holidays? She wanted favors, I delivered, right there in her office."

Abhi's jaw dropped, his mind reeling. Mrs. Sherley, prim, stern, suddenly clicked: the way she'd eyed Ishaan before they'd left school.

"No way," he whispered, texting: "Why'd you tell me that? Should've lied, I can't unsee it now!"

Ishaan fired back: "What's the big deal? You're a cuck, thought you'd get a kick out of it." Abhi clenched his fists, guilt surging as the day crashed back, his mom, the ladder, her bare skin. He stared at the screen, trapped in the mess of it all, Ishaan's mocking laughter echoing in his head.

Abhi's phone buzzed late, Ishaan's text slicing through the quiet: "Oh yeah, you wanted a reward, right? How about seeing your mom stark naked?" Abhi jolted upright, heart slamming against his ribs.

He'd been haunted by her in that saree, every curve teasing his imagination, and a clear shot of her bare? It'd fill every gap his mind couldn't. "Please, dude, I need that," he texted, hands trembling with want.


Ishaan's reply was a gut punch: "Say it then, admit you're a cuck son and you want me fucking her." Abhi froze, shock and rage spiking through him, but his body betrayed him, a twitch, a heat he couldn't deny.

"What are you talking Ishaan? that's.. that's messed up," he fired back, weak and flailing.

Ishaan pressed: "Say it, or no pic." The image of them, her and Ishaan, flickered in his head, twisted and vivid.

His resistance crumbled. "Fine... I agree," he texted, voice in his skull barely a whisper.

Ishaan's grin stretched wide as he sent a one-time-view shot, her nude mirror selfie, face cropped out, body bare from neck to toes. Abhi's breath hitched as it loaded: her soft curves, her breasts, the dip of her waist, gone in five seconds.

"No, no, come on!" he hissed, texting: "Send it again, please!"

Silence. Ishaan ghosted him. Abhi tossed all night, that fleeting glimpse burning behind his eyes, the day's thrill crashing into restless dreams.


Upstairs, Madhuri perched on her bed, eyes flicking to the cracked window. Cool air slipped in, teasing her skin as she waited for the stalker, her clothes, and the confrontation.

She wanted to catch him, end this game. But the day weighed heavy, her legs still hummed from the terrace, her mind tangled in that strange rush. Her eye lids drooped, sleep pulling her under despite her fight to stay awake.

Deep in the night, a touch grazed her leg, slow and deliberate, creeping up her thigh. A shiver rippled through her, tingling, electric. She clawed at consciousness, eyes fluttering against the haze.

The touch vanished. Darkness pressed in as she squinted, nothing. Then it returned, hands sliding to her waist, climbing higher, cupping her breasts. She gasped, voiceless, gripping the sheets tight.

A wolf's howl echoed, eerie and unreal, as a male silhouette loomed in the shadows, kneading her chest. Fear, excitement, lust, she trembled under it all, wordless, trapped. The figure stepped forward, shadows peeling back, Ishaan's face, grinning wicked and sharp.

"No!!!" she screamed, bolting upright, sweat slicking her skin. The room was still, empty, the window ajar but silent. It was all a dream.

Footsteps pounded, Abhi burst in, voice tight. "Maa, you okay? What happened?"

She forced a shaky smile, brushing damp hair from her face. "Nothing, sweetie, just a silly nightmare. Go back to sleep." He lingered, then nodded, retreating.

Alone again, she cursed herself. "Ishaan!? He could be a charmer, but he's a good kid, get your mind straight, Madhuri," she muttered, glaring at the dark. "This is all you, you damn stalker, twisting my head." She shoved the thought down, collapsing back into uneasy sleep, tightly hugging her bedsheet.


Morning broke in Hyderabad, sunlight spilling through a wide-open window. Madhuri blinked awake, the brightness jarring. "He was here," she whispered, stumbling to the wardrobe.

She flung it open, her clothes, all back, neatly hung. Relief washed over her, tinged with grim satisfaction. "That terrace hell was worth something," she sighed, slamming the window shut and locking it tight.

Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "You must've been exhausted last night, slept like a rock" She froze, staring at her reflection in the vanity mirror, last night's dream flashing back, Ishaan's hands, his grin.

"What's wrong with me?" she breathed, the taunt sinking in, her pulse quickening as the line between nightmare and reality blurred.

(End of Chapter)




   

 Chapter 5: First Encounter


Madhuri woke to the harsh glare of Hyderabad's morning sun, her head throbbing with the echoes of last night's dream, Ishaan's grin, his hands, the wolf's howl still clawing at her senses.

She rubbed her temples, the weight of it all pressing down: the stalker's taunts, the terrace humiliation, the way her own body betrayed her with shivers she couldn't control. Her reflection in the vanity mirror stared back, hollow-eyed and accusing. "What's wrong with me?" she whispered, voice cracking.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, snapping her out of the spiral. A text from Ramesh, glowed on the screen: "Hey love, been missing you. Work's moving fast here, so I might be back home earlier than expected. How's everything going over there?" Her chest tightened, guilt surging like a tide. Ramesh, steady and kind, halfway across the world, oblivious to the mess she'd stumbled into.

She clutched the phone, thumbs hovering over the keys, but no reply came. How could she tell him? How could she even hint at the shame gnawing at her? The memories hit hard: the nude pics she'd sent, that video call where she'd bared herself to a faceless stranger, the transparent saree clinging to her skin as she paraded on the terrace, neighbors eyes boring into her.

And Abhi, her sweet, fragile boy, somehow tangled in this too, the way she looked for Ishaan in front of her son, burning in her mind. Ishaan. The name alone twisted her gut.

"Was it really him behind the mask?" The thought made her nauseous, but the dreams, the way they blurred into reality, kept dragging her back.

"He's just a charming teenager, it can't be him. Shake off those thoughts, Madhuri. You're 36 now, not 18," she muttered, resolve hardening.

"This ends now." She couldn't let this ruin her, her honor, her reputation, the life she'd built.

She'd been a fool, caught in some sick game, but she was done playing. She stumbled to the window, still wide open from the night, and slammed it shut with a bang that echoed through the room.

Her fingers fumbled with the latch, locking it tight. The key glinted in her hand, a tiny, mocking thing. She glared at it, rage bubbling up, and hurled it across the room. It skittered under the dresser, lost in the shadows. "Stay there," she spat, as if it could hear her. "No more late-night intrusions, no more games."

After she is done with her bath, her phone buzzed again, DevilzMask: "You locked me out? Cute.. but I'll find a way in."

Her stomach lurched, but she swiped it away, refusing to engage. She yanked on a Grey tailored jumpsuit, black pumps, the fabric a shield against the chaos, and grabbed her bag. Work. Normalcy. She needed to drown this madness in routine.

Downstairs, Abhi slouched at the breakfast table, picking at a dosa, his eyes darting to her then away. He wanted to say hello but couldn't bring himself to, especially after yesterday's events.

Ishaan sprawled beside him, like he's part of the household, exuding casual charisma with a sly grin as he sipped his chai. "Morning, Auntie! Off to work this early? Join us for a cup of chai," he said lazily, his eyes lingering on her a bit too long. She paused midway, unsure of how to respond.

He flashed a playful, flirty grin and added, "Abhi mentioned yesterday that you were asking about me. Anything I can help with?"

She stiffened, fingers gripping her bag as they shook slightly, "Its nothing.. I've got a busy day ahead. Eat up, both of you." Her words were clipped, her eyes avoiding Ishaan's. She couldn't look at him, not with those dreams still festering, not with the suspicion clawing at her.


The office was a blur of files and meetings, but it couldn't silence the noise in her head. Every ping of her phone by the stalker made her flinch, expecting another taunt, each time.

By noon, she sat at her desk, staring blankly at a spreadsheet, Ramesh's text still unanswered. "Good to hear, Ramesh! I'm fine, just busy," she finally typed, a lie that felt like ash on her tongue. She hit send, then buried her face in her hands.

She had to end this, before the stalker, Ishaan, or her own warped desires dragged her any deeper. "But how can I?" The question gnawed at her as the day wore on, the locked window a fragile barricade against the storm she knew was coming.

The night draped Madhuri's home in a sticky, humid haze, the ceiling fan whirring uselessly above her locked bedroom door.

Her husband still oceans away, leaving her alone with her spiraling thoughts.

The terrace started brewing her, sheer saree fluttering against bare skin, no panties beneath, walking all the way out in the open, She hadn't meant for the thoughts to take root, but they'd bloomed anyway, dark and insistent.

She'd bolted her door ever since, double-checking the window, terrified the stalker could slip through shadows.

Yet, the fear twisted into something darker, filthy fantasies clawing at her mind.


She laid on her stomach on her bed, her black nightie clinging to her curves.

Her phone trembled in her hand as DevilzMask's latest message glowed: "Looks like someone's too scared to have some fun."

Her breath hitched, a shiver racing down her spine, tries to control herself but the itch hasn't completely gone, a volcano stirring somewhere deep she couldn't point.

She typed back, slow, defiant: "You don't scare me, stay away" But her fingers lingered, her pussy clenching at the lie, she wanted him closer, not gone.

The chat blinked, his reply: "Ok, Miss Stark from Winterfell. What if I pin you to that bed, peel that nightie off with my teeth, taste every inch till you beg me to stop, and I wouldn't.. That scary enough?"

Madhuri's eyes widened, her thighs pressing together as heat flooded her. His words dripped like honey laced with venom, slow, deliberate, sinking into her bones.

"Disgusting pig," she muttered, her hand betrayed her again, grazing her nipple, hard, needy, through the satin. Pride roared no, but her body screamed louder.

She typed, hesitant: "I'm stronger than that! Wouldn't let you even touch me." Sent. A taunt, she wanted him to bite.

Across the city, Ishaan lounged on his balcony, and his grin widened, feral. "Stronger, huh?" he murmured, voice low and rough. "Let's see how long that lasts"

He typed back, pacing it out, raw and dark: "You can't stop me from spreading those thick thighs, darling, licking that sweet pussy till your screams wake the street. You'd claw the sheets, begging for my cock, and I'll watch you break" He hit send, leaning back, his dick twitching at the thought.

Madhuri's phone buzzed, and she opened it, her breath catching at his filth. "Till your screams wake the street", the image slammed into her, her clit throbbing unbidden.

Her hand slipped lower, grazing her navel, then lower still, hovering over her panties. She typed back, voice trembling in her head: "You're a monster, I'd never beg someone like you!"

A reply came quick: "Oh, you will, my wild flower, I'd carve my name into your soul with every thrust, leave you dripping and owned" Her fingers brushed her pussy through the fabric, soaked, traitorous, and a soft moan slipped out, her shame dissolving in the heat.

The sound jolted her awake. Gasping, she switched off the phone, yanked the bedsheet tight, and curled into the dark, alone and fragile.









The next afternoon baked Hyderabad in a relentless sun. Madhuri stood in the kitchen, a yellow saree draped over her curves, the blouse hugging her chest, her navel peeking out as she chopped onions for biryani. Her phone sat silent on the counter, no texts since last night's filth, and the absence gnawed at her, a restless ache she couldn't name.

She'd barely slept, his words looping in her head, her locked window a flimsy shield against the fantasies clawing free.

The doorbell rang, sharp and sudden, and she jolted, wiping her hands on her pallu as she opened it, Ishaan stood there, all charm and muscle in a black tee, his grin innocent but his eyes glinting.

"Namaste, aunty, Abhi said you're making biryani? Couldn't resist," he said, voice smooth as silk, stepping inside like he owned the place.

Madhuri smiled, tight-lipped, her pulse quickening, his presence felt too close, too real after last night's texts. "Haan, come in, Ishaan, Abhi's upstairs," she replied, turning back to the stove, her saree swishing against her hips.

He lingered, leaning against the counter, his gaze tracing her, her thick waist, the sway of her ass, and she felt it, a prickle on her skin. "Smells amazing already, aunty, you're a sorceress," he teased, his tone light but edged, testing her.

Abhi slipped downstairs then, unnoticed at first, his eyes flicking between them. Ishaan's text from earlier, "Let's push her today, bro, you know what to do", burned in his mind.

"Yeah, Ishaan's right, Maa, you should c-cook for us more," Abhi piped up, voice shaky, and Madhuri glanced at him, surprised.


"You two ganging up on me now?" she laughed, but Ishaan stepped closer, brushing her arm as he reached for a glass.

"Not ganging up, just appreciating, aunty. A woman like you'd make every guy jealous of uncle," he said, low and deliberate, his fingers lingering on the counter near her hand.

Her breath caught, his words a mirror to the stalker's heat, slow, seductive, sinking in. "Enough talk, go sit," she snapped, turning away, but her nipples hardened under her blouse, her body a traitor.

Ishaan smirked, catching Abhi's eye, a subtle nod passing between them. "Uh, Maa, can we help? You've been doing so much," Abhi mumbled, flustered. Madhuri waved a hand. "Fine, stir the rice, Ishaan. Don't ruin it. You cut the tomatoes sweetie."

He moved beside her, too close, his arm grazing her saree as he stirred, his voice low, dropping: "I'm careful with precious things, aunty, wouldn't ruin a masterpiece like this"

Madhuri froze, his breath warm, the double meaning slicing through making her blush. "What, ?" she hissed, stepping back, but her pussy clenched. Abhi watched from the corner table of the kitchen, his dick twitching in his shorts.

"You okay, aunty? Looking flushed, need a breeze?" Ishaan pressed, eyes locking hers, bold and unyielding.

She glared, "I'm fine, focus on the rice," but her voice wavered, her mind screaming, "Is it him?", as his friendly flirt stoked the volcano he'd already lit.

Upstairs, DevilzMask's next move brewed, Ishaan's real play masked, her locked room no match for the desire he was unraveling.

Abhi acts busy cutting tomatoes, pretending not to hear, his thrill spiking and Madhuri's crumbling walls were his front-row seat.









The evening sun dipped low, casting long shadows across Madhuri's bedroom as she sat on her bed, the saree swapped for a teal chudidhar that hugged her chest and hips. The biryani lunch with Ishaan lingered in her mind, his teasing words, and that brush of his arm still tingling on her skin.

She'd locked her door again, the latch clicking loud in the silence, but it felt futile, her walls were cracking, and the stalker's silence since last night gnawed at her like a missing limb.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, DevilzMask: "Miss me yet? Bet you're squirming, all alone in that locked cage"

Her heart thudded, a mix of dread and heat flooding her. "Why doesn't he leave me?" she whispered, her voice barely audible, but her fingers opened the chat, trembling.

His words hit her slow, deliberate: "Don't worry, darling. I'd portal my way through the walls, rip that chudidhar off with my hands, kiss those juicy lips till you're dizzy. You'd melt under me, begging for my tongue to taste your fire" She gasped, her breath shallow, his filth was a blade, slicing her pride, stoking her need.

She typed back, shaky: "You're no Doctor Strange, and I won't beg for anything. Leave me alone." But her desire burned, her pussy already damp, aching for the fantasy he painted.

Ishaan sprawled on his bed across town, shorts low, his cock half-hard as he grinned at her defiance. Her resistance was crumbling, he could smell it through the screen.

He typed back, pacing it out, dark and wild: "Nah.. not Doctor Strange, but your Mister Derange. I'd pin your wrists above your head, suck those fat tits till you're whining, then bury my face between your legs, slow, deep, till you're dripping down my chin. You'd scream my name, and I'd drink every drop" He sent it, leaning back, his pulse racing, her locked room was a stage, and he was directing her ruin.

Madhuri's phone buzzed, and she stared, wide-eyed, as his words sank in. Her nipples stiffened under the chudidhar, a moan catching in her throat. "Stop teasing me!!" she hissed, but her hand drifted up, cupping her breast, squeezing as heat pooled low.


She typed back: "You think I'd scream? I'd easily fight you off, try harder" A taunt, a dare, she craved his bite, her volcano simmering, ready to erupt.

His reply flashed: "Fight me? Oh, darling, I'd tie you down, spread you wide, tease that wet little cunt with my tip till you're sobbing and beg me to fuck you raw."

Her breath hitched, a soft "Ah" slipping from her lips as her fingers brushed her pussy over the leggings.

"This guy is a problem!" she muttered, hips shifting, craving his phantom touch.

His silence all day along with Ishaan's taunts had left her edgy, her mind replaying the stalker's tease and her locked door felt like a prison now, trapping her with her own wildfire.

The buzz came sudden, sharp, his message: "Tell me you're not imagining it, Madhuri? Bet you're touching yourself already, wishing I'd storm that room"

Her chest heaved, a flush creeping up her neck. "He is not a man of his words. Dont fall for the trap, girl." she whispered to herself, her voice cracking, but her eyes devoured his words.


He'd attached a thirst trap, shirtless, abs carved, a bulge straining his shorts, and typed slow, seductive: "I'd kick that door down, darling, grab your hips, flip you over, spank that thick ass till it's red. Then I'd grind against you, hard and slow, let you feel every inch through the leggings, make you beg me to rip it off and take you."

Her pussy clenched, wet and needy, his raw passion a torch to her volcano. She typed back, weak: "You're insane, I'd never let you!" But her hand slipped down, rubbing her clit over the leggings, a soft moan escaping.

Her defiance was paper-thin, he could taste her surrender.

Ishaan grinned in his dark room, clicked a pic of his hard cock oozing precum and attached replying: "Never? Oh, my wild queen, I'd kneel between your legs, kiss up those thighs, bite them till you're trembling. Then I'd lick you open, slow and filthy, tongue-fuck you till your hips buck, leave you gasping, pleading for my cock to fill you up." He sent it, stroking himself now, his control absolute, she was his to unravel, thread by thread.

Madhuri's phone buzzed, and she whimpered, his words shattering her. "OMG.. What is this beast doing to me again?" she gasped, her fingers pressed harder, circling her clit, her other hand fondling her breast, pinching her nipple through the fabric. His photo burned her eyes, the thickness of it, those nerves on it, raw, and her need snapped.

She hit record, her voice low, husky: "I give up.. I... I can't stop imagining it, your hands on me, your mouth... Huhh... I need to feel your touch in real life, p.. please" She sent it, her juicy lips trembling, the first time she'd bared her desire raw, no alt, no gel, just Madhuri, begging a stranger.


Ishaan's phone pinged, and he froze, her voice hitting him like a drug, needy, sultry, breaking for him. "Fuck," he growled, an evil, naughty smile curling his lips.

She'd crossed the line, voluntarily, openly, and he owned her now. He typed back, slow and wicked: "My dirty little Madhuri, finally admitting it? Meet me tomorrow, 8 PM, KPHB colony parking lot."

He sent it, then added: "Don't show, and I'm gone, no more texts, no more games. Your choice, darling" He ended the chat, leaning back, his dick rock-hard, she'd come, he knew it, her volcano his to erupt.

Madhuri stared at the screen, her voice note a ghost she couldn't unsend, his reply a slap. "What did I just do?" she whispered, panic surging, her fingers still wet from her clit.

She typed fast: "Wait, no, I didn't mean it, forget that!"

But he didn't reply, the chat dead, and dread coiled in her gut. She sank into the pillows, her first confession, and he'd trapped her with it.

Madhuri clutched her phone, alone, the stalker's silence a void she'd crawl into, her locked room no shield from the desire he'd unleashed.










Saturday morning crept over Hyderabad, the sky a dull gray promising rain, but inside Madhuri's locked bedroom, the air was thick with her restless heat. She hadn't slept, her voice note from last night, played on a loop in her skull, his reply, "KPHB colony parking lot, 8 PM", a ticking bomb she couldn't defuse.

The chudidhar lay crumpled on the floor, replaced by a black kurta, her body straining the fabric as she paced. Her phone sat silent, no texts since his ultimatum, and the void clawed at her, her volcano simmering, threatening to spill.

Downstairs, Ishaan lounged on the couch, invited by Abhi under the guise of "hanging out".

He wore a snug gray tank, his abs flexing as he sprawled, his eyes tracking Madhuri when she descended for water. "Morning, aunty, any fun plans for the weekend?" he asked, voice smooth, a glint in his gaze.

She froze, glass in hand, his friendly tone a mask she couldn't trust after yesterday's flirt.

"Nothing," she muttered, avoiding his eyes, but her pulse raced, his presence felt too deliberate.

"You look tense, aunty, something bothering you?" he pressed, leaning forward, his grin teasing, innocent yet sharp.

"Why do you care so much?" she snapped, sharper than intended, and turned to the sink, her hips swaying under the kurta. Ishaan smirked, catching Abhi's eye.

Abhi stammered, "Yeah, maa, you've been... quiet. Everything okay?"

Madhuri glared, "I'm fine, both of you, stop fussing"

But Ishaan stood, stretching, his tank riding up to flash his abs. "You're too pretty to be stressed, aunty. How could we not care?" he said, low and warm, his gaze lingering on her curves.

Her breath hitched, nipples hardening, and she fled upstairs, his friendly mask stoking her suspicion, and her need.


Back in her room, she locked the door, switcher her lights off, her phone buzzing, DevilzMask: "Counting hours, Madhuri?" Her knees weakened, his words a slow burn.

He'd attached another thirst trap, him in a towel, water dripping down his chest, bulge blatant, and typed, deliberate, wild: "I'd drag you into that parking lot shadows, press you against a car, hike that kurta up, grind my cock against your ass till you're panting."

Her pussy throbbed, as she whimpered, "No way," but her resistance was ash.

"Then I'd slip my hand down, feel how wet you are, play with you till you're clawing my back, begging me to fuck you right there." He continued.

She sank onto the bed, removed her leggings his photo searing her, those abs, that promise, and her hand slid down, rubbing her clit over the fabric, slow and desperate.

His words ignited her, and her other hand fondled her breast, squeezing hard again like a puppet following orders. "What am I doing?" she gasped, but her fingers pressed deeper, her volcano erupting in quiet moans, and replied "Oh please. Stop this. I wont come anywhere. You know I am a mother right?"

Madhuri's locked room trembled with her heat, his silence broken just enough to fan her craving.


The afternoon dragged on, the clock's ticking, but no text from the stalker again.

The humidity soaking Madhuri's kurta top as she stood by her bedroom window, curtains half-open, her thighs bare against the glass.

She searched for the key she threw before deep under the dresser, pulled aside the curtains on impulse, unlocked the windows and opened them wide. A silent dare, hoping the stalker was watching, but the chat stayed dead since his morning tease.

"What are you doing leaving me like this?" she murmured, her voice thick with frustration, her body a live wire begging for his spark.

Downstairs, Ishaan laughed with Abhi, his voice drifting up, "Aunty's jumpy today, huh?", and her suspicion flared.

"Was it him?" She couldn't tell, but her need didn't care.

Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "How did the windows open by themselves? Must be some sorcery."

He added "I sense someone's hoping I'd crawl up that window and get'em." Her heart slammed, his timing uncanny.

His next words oozed passion: "Sure, I'd climb up, crash through that glass, pin you to the wall, kiss that neck till you're trembling. Rip that dress off, wrap your legs around me, thrust so deep you'd feel me in your soul."

She moaned, loud and raw, her hand diving between her thighs, rubbing her pussy hard. "But!.." he replied again, adding "... only if you come and meet me tonight."

He's thirst trap flashed, him flexing, shorts tight, a smirk that owned her, and her fingers circled her clit, her other hand yanking the kurta up to knead her breast.

She hit record, her voice breaking, husky with surrender: "I can't fight it anymore, your touch, your body... I want it on me, in me. I'll be there, all yours. Please, come take me." She sent it, her juicy lips quivering, she'd begged with no shame, just raw, wild Madhuri, cracked wide open.

He growled hearing the voice note, that evil, naughty smile spreading, her surrender was his trophy, her pride dust. He typed back, slow and dark: "My slutty little queen, finally mine. KPHB colony, 8 PM, parking lot, be there, or I vanish."

He ended the chat, and Madhuri stared at his reply, her voice note a ghost she couldn't recall, his ultimatum a noose, "Be there, or I vanish" "I'm an idiot," she gasped, panic crashing in, and she typed: "No, wait, I was wrong, don't make me!"

But he didn't answer, the chat cold, and her chest tightened. She sank to the floor, her surrender a weight she couldn't lift.

Abhi, downstairs, caught Ishaan's grin as he said: "She's done, littleshit, go check her" Abhi nodded, creeping upstairs, ear to her door, her ragged breathing leaked through, a sob mixed with need.

He texted: "She's... breathing hard"

Ishaan's reply: "Perfect, she's hooked. Tonight's it"

Madhuri curled up, phone clutched tight, KPHB a magnet pulling her, no idea about the place, never been there before, fear screamed no, but her body screamed yes.

The stalker owned her voice now, her locked room a ruin, and Ishaan's friendly mask downstairs a shadow she couldn't place, her craving a beast she couldn't cage.










Saturday evening settled over the city, the sky bruising purple as a distant rumble hinted at rain. Madhuri sat on her bed, her voice note, "I'm yours", and his reply, "KPHB, 8 PM", burned in her mind, a countdown she couldn't escape.

The doorbell rang, sharp and jarring, and she jolted, smoothing her Kurta as she descended, Ishaan and Abhi were gone, the house hers alone.

A delivery boy stood there, a small package in hand. "Mrs. Madhuri?" he asked, and she nodded, signing with trembling fingers.

Back in her room, she locked the door, heart pounding as she tore it open, rose petals spilled out, crimson and soft, with a folded letter and a sleek black box.

The letter read, in bold scrawl: "Wear this for me, mommy, show me you're mine. Else, I am gone. See you soon."

"So, the roses really are his doing" she burst out, the flashback clicking into place, her doubts igniting.

She lifted the box lid, a tight, short, red sheath dress, low-cut, and a Victoria's Secret lingerie set, black lace bra and panties, sheer and daring.

Her breath caught, the outfit a command she couldn't ignore. "What the hell is this?" she muttered, but her pussy clenched, imagining it on her, tight, exposing, his claim stitched into every thread.

She held the dress up, too small, it'd hug her 5'7" frame like a second skin, her curves screaming, and the lingerie dangled, a tease she'd never worn for Ramesh. Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "Got my gift, Darling?"

His voice in her head slow, dark: "Put it on right, so that I can shred it and lick down your spine, bite that ass till you're shaking, my dirty little prize"

Her knees buckled, and she whimpered, "What on earth is he planning to do with me?" but her hands moved, laying the dress on the bed, her fingers brushing the lace panties.

She typed back, weak: "This is too much, stop this"

But he replied, raw and wild: "Too much? No, my queen, I'd drape you in that lace, kneel at your feet, worship that pussy with my tongue till you're dripping on my face. Wear it, or I'm gone. Don't worry about your safety, I'll be there for you." The chat died, his ultimatum a blade, and she sank to the floor, rose petals sticking to her thighs, fear screamed no, desire roared yes.

Madhuri clutched the lingerie, her volcano erupting in quiet gasps, 8 PM, three hours away, and the stalker's gift a leash tightening around her soul. She'd go, she knew it, blackmail or not, her body craved him, and the storm he'd brewed.


The clock struck 6 PM, the house silent save for Madhuri's ragged breathing as she stood before her mirror, the red dress laid out like a dare. The kurta pooled at her feet, her naked curves trembling, thick and ripe, as she held the black lace bra, its sheer cups a whisper against her skin.

Madhuri : "I am going to hell for this," she whispered, but her nipples hardened, imagining his eyes on her, his hands tearing it off. She slipped it on, the lace biting her breasts, then the panties, tight, transparent, hugging her pussy, and stepped into the dress.

It clung like a sin, low-cut to her cleavage, hem way up her thighs, every shape screaming for him. She'd never worn a dress so tight, revealing and exposed. Not even in front of Ramesh.

She turned, her ass outlined, her navel a shadow through the fabric, and gasped, "This isn't me," but the mirror lied back, wild and lewd.

Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "Dressed yet, Darling?"

She begged the air as she typed, shaky: "I can't do this, don't make me" He replied, dark and final: "Can't? You will, 8 PM, or I'm gone to dust. No more roses, no more me, decide, my dirty angel." The chat went cold, and panic surged, she'd begged him openly, and he'd cut her off.

She paced, dress swishing, her volcano raging, blackmail loomed, her nudes, her voice notes locked with him, but deeper, she craved it, his touch a drug she couldn't quit.

Madhuri sank onto the bed, rose petals crushed under her thighs, 6:30 PM, an hour to decide. She stood, grabbed a long, furry, black shawl to hide the dress, and whispered, "I am going, he'll ruin me if I don't" But her pussy throbbed, her lie thin, she wanted him, raw and real.

She unlocked the door, heels clicking as she descended, the shawl a frail shield, Ishaan's gift her skin now, the stalker pulled a chain she couldn't snap and left the house.









The night buzzed with weekend chaos as Madhuri stepped into the humid night. She covered her shawl completely around her dress, took a public bus as its the only safe way to get there and got down at KPHB colony's bus stop at 7:50 PM, the air heavy with diesel and distant thunder.

The red dress clung to her curves beneath the shawl, its tight fabric outlining her ass, the black lace lingerie a secret burning against her skin.

Her heels clicked on the cracked asphalt, her brown eyes darting, every passenger staring at her like a threat, every honk from an auto a jolt.

"Where am I at?" she whispered, clutching the shawl tighter. She found the parking lot at a dim corner, she didn't feel safe going there.

She typed, "I'm here mister. Standing near the bus stop, a place I never knew existed." her breath shallow, 8 PM loomed, and he was nowhere.

Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask: "Right on time! and mommy's all dolled up for me"

Her heart slammed, his voice in her head was a flame, her volcano raging. "Where is this guy?" she muttered, typing back: "I'm here, where are you?" No reply, the silence a taunt, and her frustration spiked.

Minutes dragged, 8:05, 8:10, and the lot grew louder, autos weaving, men leering from corners.

She shifted, the dress riding up, her shawl slipping to flash her cleavage, and a passerby whistled, low and crude. "Idiot!" she hissed, yanking it back, but her nipples hardened, the exposure thrilling her traitor body.


By 8:15, the air thickened with tension, and a lanky guy in his 20s swaggered up, his grin greasy. "Hey, how much for you?" he asked, eyeing her like meat on display.

Her jaw clenched, fury flashing in her eyes. "Mind your damn words!" she snapped, voice sharp enough to cut glass.

He shrugged, unfazed. "What? Why are you standing here then? This is where the girls line up every night, waiting, y'know?"

Her stomach dropped, shock slamming into rage. "He sent me here for this?" The realization burned, her fists trembling as she glared at him.

"But, Damn, you're sexy as hell" he went on, oblivious. "I'd pay double, hell, triple, for you."

"Get lost!" she roared, and before he could blink, her foot shot up, nailing him square in the nuts. He crumpled, wheezing, and she stepped back, stunned at her own fire.

"G0d.. why are guys half my age drooling over me?" The thought twisted, half flattery, half disgust.

Fumbling for her phone, she fired off a text to the stalker, her fingers shaking with rage: "Is this why you sent me here? To parade me like some prostitute? Answer me, you bastard!"

Madhuri's phone stayed dead, and doubt crept in, "Did he ditch me?", but her craving held her, his roses, his words, her surrender too deep to flee. She waited standing there, covering herself and escaping stares from men passing by, their leers prickling her skin like thorns.

She lingered there, poised like a shadow in the neon glow, shawl clutched tight to shield her curves from the hungry stares of men drifting past.

Deep down, a thrill flickered in her, playing the part of a tease, a forbidden siren far from home, taunting them all with what they couldn't have. Her chin stayed high, her act ironclad; every guy who dared step close got a sharp "Back off!" or a withering glare, her rejection a steel wall.

Whispers circled, the price for her climbing, numbers tossed like bets: fifty thousand, a hundred thousand, more.

Her eyes widened at the figures, shock rippling through her, but beneath it, a quiet pride bloomed. "What are these numbers?" She buried the smirk, keeping her tough mask on, savoring the secret rush of power.


At 8:30, a figure stumbled into the lot, Abhi, wide-eyed, hair mussed, looking lost. "Mom?" he called, voice cracking, and Madhuri froze, spotting him through the haze.

"Abhi? Is that you?" she gasped, heels clicking as she rushed over, shawl slipping again.

"Shit!" Abhi muttered under his breath, catching a glimpse of her cleavage before forcing his gaze up to her eyes. "Ishaan and I caught a movie... and I.. I got lost heading back," he stumbled out, eyes flickering, following Ishaan's script to the letter.

She snatched his arm, grip firm. "You are 18 and don't know a damn thing, let's get home," she said, voice steady, but her mind raced: "Why here? Why now?" Suspicion gnawed at her, the pieces not quite fitting.

The stalker's absence gnawed, her volcano simmering, unspent. Abhi shifted awkwardly, his face flushing as a nervous edge crept into his voice. "Mom, what're you doing here?" he asked, eyes wide with embarrassment and a flicker of fear.

She tugged her shawl tighter, forcing a casual shrug. "Oh, the weekend team dinner at work ran late tonight. Don't worry about it. Let's just get home," she said smoothly, brushing off the truth with a practiced smile, though her heart thudded against her ribs.

Madhuri scanned the lot one last time, her chest heaving, "He cheated again," she murmured under her breath, relief tangling with disappointment, though her skin still prickled with the ghost of his touch.

She grabbed Abhi's arm, hurrying him toward the bus stop before that creep could slink back into view, especially not in front of her son.


The bus stop swarmed with Saturday night chaos, sweaty bodies, honking horns, the air thick with dust and lustful stares. Madhuri stood rigid, shawl clutched tight over the red dress, her chest heaving as Abhi lingered beside her, his "lost" act fading.

She'd never been swallowed by such a wild, messy crowd before, and it rattled her to the core.

A crowded bus screeched up, doors hissing open, and she pushed him toward it. "Sit if you can," she said, voice tight, and he found a front seat, slumping by a blurry glass window.

She boarded last, squeezed into the standing throng, men brushing her, eyes raking her curves, and her skin prickled, the dress a beacon she couldn't dim.

"How long is this gonna be?" she muttered, the ride home a marathon she dreaded.

A jerk rocked the bus, bodies shoving, and she stumbled back, then froze.

A hand grazed her ass, over the shawl, slow and deliberate. "What the?" she hissed, but the crowd masked it with their accidental touches everywhere, her shawl slipping to her elbows.

The hand returned, firmer, lifting her shawl, kneading her cheek through the fabric, and her breath caught, a rough, manly grip. Her breath snagged in her throat, sharp and unsteady, as her thighs felt, exposed, vulnerable, laid bare for every eye in the crowd to devour.









She reached back, swatting blindly, tugging the shawl down desperately, but he caught her wrist, pinning it to her back, and a voice rasped in her ear, low and wild: "How does it feel, to be trapped like this?"

She stiffened, slowly craning her neck to see him, a tall figure cloaked in a scarf with a wolf logo, his features shadowed, his frame looming too close, breath scorching her neck.

"You!?" she choked out, sweat prickling her forehead, shock and fear crashing through her, as she struggled to break free. "How dare you drag me to a dump like this, and leave me waiting?" she hissed, her voice quaking with rage.

He chuckled, dark and slow: "Shhh.. Scream, and everyone knows, your pics, your moans, all out." Her body trembled, fear rooting her still. "So stay quiet, darling, I know you loved playing the part," he whispered, his tone dripping with menace.

His hand tightened on her ass, possessive, a touch she hadn't felt in ages and her hormones surged, fear screamed run, but her pussy slowly soaking the lace, craving more.

Abhi, up front, peeked through the blurry glass, angled at her perfectly, her shawl slipped a little, dress tight, a tall figure behind her, "Ishaan!" and his dick twitched, hand sliding under his pants, rubbing slow.

The stalker groped harder, whispering: "I'd ravish you here, my queen, lift this dress, taste your skin, make you shake while they watch" Her nipples poked through, hard and shameless, and a soft "Ohh" slipped out, muffled, desperate.

He slid his hand up, brushing her breast, thumbing her nipple over the fabric, slow, teasing, and she bit her lip, stifling a scream. "Stop it, P.. Please.." she hissed, one hand holding the bar, another pinned back, but her hips shifted, pressing back, her volcano erupting in silent waves.

Ishaan grinned under the scarf, peeling her shawl off entirely, as it dangles uselessly at her elbow.

Madhuri's resistance fading to a surrender. Abhi's gaze fixed on the reflection, her trembling form exposed, no shield left, his hand quickening beneath his waistband.


Madhuri's mind spun, trapped, exposed as he pressed closer behind her.

The bus lurched through Hyderabad's clogged streets, its interior a suffocating press of bodies, sweat, and muffled curses.

His hand still gripped her ass, firm and unyielding, his rough fingers tracing the outline of her lace panties through the fabric. Her breath came in shallow gasps, the air thick with his scent, musk, heat, and something feral, and her mind reeled, torn between terror and a pulsing, shameful need.

"Who are you? Why are you behind me?" she whispered, barely audible over the bus's rumble, but her voice trembled, cracking under his touch.

Ishaan leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his voice a slow, seductive growl: "You are a g0ddess and I am your loyal devotee, Madhuri. I craved you ever since I laid my eyes on you. I'm gonna worship you by sliding my hands under this dress, cup those heavy tits, roll your nipples till you're whimpering while they all stare"

Her body jolted, a soft moan escaping before she could clamp her lips shut, his words were a slow burn, dripping with raw passion, and her pussy clenched, soaking the lace further.

She squirmed, her pinned wrist twitching in his grip, but the crowd held her fast, nowhere to run, no way to hide. "Let me go, Please.." she hissed, but her hips betrayed her, brushing back against him, craving the hardness she felt growing.

He chuckled, dark and wicked, his free hand sliding up her side, grazing her breast again, deliberate, teasing, thumb flicking her hardened nipple through the dress. "Oh dear, I've only just begun."

Her knees buckled, a sharp "Ohh" slipping out, and she bit her tongue hard, her nipples poked shamelessly now, visible through the tight fabric, and every eye nearby seemed to catch it, leering, judging.

She yanked her shawl up with the hand holding the bar, a frail shield, but the bus lurched, forcing her to grab the rail again, letting it slip.

"Hide all you want, darling, your body's screaming for me, and I hear every note"

Up front, Abhi sat rigid, his eyes glued to the reflection, Madhuri's silhouette clear, the stalker's hands on her. His dick throbbed under his pants, hand rubbing slow and guilty,

Madhuri's mind spun, his voice, his grip, so familiar yet masked, and her volcano roared, her shame a flicker drowned by desire. "Everyone's watching.. please, stop.." she gasped, but his hand slid lower, gliding beyond her belly, brushing her thigh, and her resistance melted, her body his to play.


The bus jerked again, shoving her harder against him, and she felt it, his cock, thick and rigid, bulging and pressing into her ass through his jeans. "Feel that, Ms.Velvet?" he rasped, slow and filthy. "That's for you, hard, ready to split you open."

Her head tipped back, a choked whimper leaking out, her pussy gushed, the lace transparent now, and her free hand clutched the pole, nails digging in.

She couldn't scream, couldn't fight, his threat of exposure loomed, but her heart craved it, his dark passion a drug she couldn't quit. Abhi's eyes widened, her trembling, her surrender, and his hand moved faster, his twisted dream unfolding in real time.

The bus rattled on, its dim lights flickering over the packed aisle, the air a humid stew of breath and desperation.

Madhuri's legs quaked, her red dress hiked slightly from Ishaan's relentless grip, "How long is this ride gonna be?" she whispered, her voice a fragile thread, but her body arched back, her thick thighs parting slightly, traitorous, begging for more.

His cock pressed harder against her ass, a steel promise, and her breath hitched, her volcano teetering on eruption.

Ishaan's lips hovered at her ear, his voice a low, wild purr: "Eager to go home? Not so fast, Darling," His touch roamed her plush inner thighs while rubbing his bulge against her through the fabric.

Her pussy pulsed, and a soft "Aah" slipped out, muffled, desperate, as his hand slid up, brushing the hem. He tugged it up from the back, inch by inch, the cool air hitting her skin, the curve of her ass peeking out, and she gasped, shoving it down from the front with her free hand.


"Stop it, please.." she begged, but her hips rolled, chasing his touch, her shame a ghost in the fire.

He laughed, dark and slow, his fingers dipping under the dress from behind, skin on skin now, tracing her inner thigh, then higher, grazing the edge of her soaked panties.

"No!" she yelled, losing all control. He released her pinned arm from behind, swiftly covering her mouth with his grip.

Her nipples strained against the dress, hard peaks anyone could see, his touch was a blade, cutting her open, and she couldn't stop bleeding for him.

His leaned in on her, pressing her bare ass cheeks, her choked whimpers slipping out. He landed a hard spank with his calloused palm and hissed, "Shout once more, and I'll punish you," drawing in her fragrance.

Her eyes flared wide, as she gripped the pole harder, nails biting metal.

His hands persisted, squeezing her ass. "This is wrong.. so wrong.." she recited under her breath, but her moans grew, low, needy, slipping through. Her fingers held the dress, holding it higher, betraying her own protests.

Abhi's eyes burned, her shaking, her surrender, a lewd dream he couldn't unsee.

He grinned under the scarf, and turned her, slow, forceful, her dress slipping down again, chest to chest in the crush.

Her eyes met his, deep, expressive, glinting with confidence, and a jolt hit her, recognition flickering through the haze.

"Those eyes... I've seen them," she murmured, her mind clawing for clarity, but his touch scrambled her, his hand again getting under her dress, brushing her pussy over the lace, wet, hot,

"Oh really? You must be dreaming of me lately," he rasped, slow and dark, rubbing on her clit. Her juices coated his fingers, the lace a useless barrier, and her hips rocked, shameless now, every touch on her clit sent shocks, her body screaming yes while her mind screamed no.

Her knees quaked, a loud moan slipping, "Ohh, please!", and her arms looped around his neck, clutching, surrendering as his scent drowned her, musk, lust, control.

Abhi stared through the glass up front, his hand frantic under his pants, Madhuri facing the stalker now, her dress hiked, her thick thighs trembling, his fingers moving, and his breath came in gasps, ragged and guilty.

"You... remind me of... someone familiar," she panted, but his thumb flicked her clit hard, and her head tipped back, a sharp "Aahh!" bursting out, uncontrollable, wild.

The passengers gazes swept over them, drawn to the open display, their hands brushing and nudging her further with every bump of the bus.


He leaned in, lips grazing her jaw, whispering: "Know me or not, darling, you're mine. I'd fuck you senseless, right here in this crowd, make you come so hard you'd forget your own name" Her pussy gushed, soaking his hand, and her hips bucked, her surrender a flame he fanned higher.

She clung to him, nails digging into his shoulders, those eyes, so familiar, tugging at her, but his touch drowned it, his tall, and broad shoulders a tower she couldn't escape.

"Never leave me," she thought, her pride ash, her mind losing total control and her moans grew, soft, rhythmic, slipping through clenched teeth as his fingers teased her slit, promising more.

Abhi's eyes burned, her clutching him, her lewd dance, his cuckold thrill a dark tide pulling him under.

Ishaan's grip tightened, his voice a slow, raw promise: "Watch me break you wide open, right where you stand," the crowd a sweaty wall locking her in Ishaan's grasp.

Her dress was a crumpled sin, his hands teasing her pussy with deliberate strokes, two fingers, slipping under the lace, probing her slit, slow and cruel.

Her shawl lay forgotten at her feet, her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples stabbing through the fabric, and her juicy lips parted, panting, as she clung to him, arms around his neck, hips rocking, a slave to his rhythm.

"Tell me who you are," she gasped, her brown eyes locked on his, deep, commanding, a flicker of Ishaan she couldn't place, but her volcano drowned her, her need a roar she couldn't silence.

Ishaan's scarf grazed her cheek, his lips curling under it as he whispered, wild and slow: "Forget who I am, only thing that matters is how I'm going to wreck you with pleasure."

Her pussy clamped on his fingers, a loud "Ohhh!" tearing free, unrestrained, echoing, but the crowd hid her shame, barely.

He slid a finger in, deep, thick, stretching her, and she bucked, a sharp "No!" slipping out, her voice breaking, wild and lewd. Her frail legs shook, beginning to wobble slightly.

He lifted her leg, one arm circling her frame, clutching under her knee, holding it up, as she leaned back on his arm.

Her dress creeping higher, revealing her big and round ass cheeks, bouncing free, the lace panties shoved aside as he tapped her pussy lips gently before his fingers plunged deeper, two long digits fucking it, wet and savage.

"Feel that, my queen?" he growled, raw and dark. "Dripping already? My filthy little treasure."


Her hands flew to his head, yanking the scarf, fingers tangling in his hair, her dress fell loose at the back, her ass cheeks bare to the air, and she moaned, loud and broken, "P... Please... fuck me!", her first plea, raw, unmasked, her pride dust.

The crowd pressed tighter, hiding her ruin, but her ass gleamed, a lewd prize Abhi glimpsed through the glass.

Abhi's hand froze under his pants, eyes wide, Madhuri's leg up, her ass out, the stalker's fingers pumping in and out of her, and his dick throbbed, a sight he never dreamed he'd witness.

Ishaan's fingers curling inside her, hitting deep, her pussy gushing, juices dripping down his hand. "You want this, don't you?" she panted, her hips grinding, her ass bounced with each thrust, a sight Abhi didn't want to miss.

He turned, craning for a direct look, her lewd pose, leg shaking, collapse near.

"You're breaking, darling," Ishaan rasped, slow and wild. Her head lolled and her body shook, his abyss swallowing her whole.

She clung to him, nails raking his scalp, his eyes flickering through her haze, but his fingers drove deeper, and she lost it, her moans a chant, "Ohh, ohh, please!", slipping free, turning her wilder.

Abhi's hand moved faster, his breath ragged, her thick thighs, her bouncing ass, the stalker owning her, a memory he'd never erase.

Ishaan's grip tightened, his two fingers plunged deep into her pussy, long, thick, curling inside her wet heat, fucking her slow and savage, each thrust a spark to her volcano.

Her volcano peaked, her body his, and those haunting eyes pulled her deeper, a truth buried in the fire she couldn't grasp, yet.

Ishaan's eyes flickering through the haze, but her body answered, surrendering, her shame a whisper drowned by need.

His fingers sped up, stretching her, hitting deep, and she bucked, a sharp "G0d!, help me!" slipping out, raw, pleading, her nails raking his scalp, her volcano roaring to the edge, teetering on orgasm.

The lace panties tore slightly under his grip, her ass bouncing free, round, shameless, a sight for anyone close, and she grabbed his shoulders, pulling him closer, her surrender a flame he fanned higher.

She lost it, her moans a chant, "Ohh, ohh, yes!", slipping through, wild and uncontainable.

His fingers driving deeper, three now, stretching her pussy wide, juices dripping down his wrist, and she buckled, a sharp "You're insane!" bursting out, her voice a wail, her body quaking on the brink.

Ishaan's grip tightened, driving hard and rapid, his voice a dark vow: "Isn't this what you've been begging for? You're so close to it now. How's it feel?"

Her volcano surged, her moans a crescendo, "Ohh, It feels... soo good.. please.. don't stop,", and she teetered, her pussy clamped hard, her body his, collapsing into the fire he'd built.

The bus screeched to a sudden halt, its doors hissing open as the crowd surged, a chaotic tide ripping through Madhuri's fragile world. Her red dress hung in tatters, hiked high, torn at the seam as his fingers plunged deep, fucking her pussy, wet and relentless.









The doors widened, bodies spilling out, and Ishaan shifted, his grip loosening, his fingers slipping from her pussy with a wet pop, leaving her soaked, pulsing, unspent.

"No, please!" she gasped, her hand clutching his arm, but he stepped back, melting into the throng, his scarf a fleeting shadow, his tall frame vanishing in the rushing crowd.

"Where'd he go?" she panted, her leg dropping, shaking, her dress falling unevenly, half her ass still out, the lace panties torn, transparent with her juices.

She yanked it down, trembling, picking up her shawl, her chest heaving as eyes raked her, leering, judging, and she spun, dazed, searching the crowd.

He was gone, her volcano stalled, her orgasm snatched away. "He just abandoned me like this?" she whispered, her voice cracking, shame flooding back, her need a hollow ache.

Abhi pushed through the crowd, finding her, dress torn, shawl partially covered, her thick thighs trembling, and grabbed her arm. "Maa, come on, our stop's next," he stammered, eyes darting to her ass, her ruin a memory he couldn't shake.

She nodded, numb, "Abhi, you?", but followed, her mind spinning, he'd left her, again, her body screaming for release he'd denied.

The Banjara Hills bus stop loomed, their halt near, and Madhuri stumbled off, Abhi steadying her, her dress clung, her curves outlined, her nipples still hard, and passersby stared, crude whistles cutting the air.

"What just happened back there?" she murmured, pulling the dress down, covering her shawl completely, her volcano simmering, unspent, his eyes, his touch, a ghost haunting her.

"Wait Abhi, Let me breathe for a second. I'm feeling claustrophobic," she stopped, leaned against a rusted pole on the footpath, her juicy lips trembling, "Why?", and her need clawed, his vanishing a spark she couldn't chase.


The night pressed heavy around the bus stop, the distant rumble of thunders hinting rain poised to worsen Madhuri's delicate, shattered state.

Her gifted dress clinging to her sweat-soaked skin, torn at the seam, bunched unevenly, barely covering her thick thighs, saved by the shawl.

Abhi stood beside her, his eyes darting, her disheveled form, her trembling legs, and his breath hitched, his dick still half-hard under his pants, the memory of her moans searing his skull.

"Mom? You alright?" he stuttered, voice unsteady, but her brown eyes stared past him, glassy, lost in the echo of Ishaan's touch.

"Mom!," he tried again, tapping her arm. She flinched, her skin electric, his touch too soft, too familiar, not his. "Let's go home, its late already and about to rain."

"Yeah, Abhi, let's go," she nodded, numb, but her mind screamed, those eyes, haunting her, a truth she couldn't grasp through the wet echoes of her ruin.

She straightened, heels wobbling, and took a step, her panties shifted, the torn lace rubbing her clit, and a sharp "Ohh" slipped out, her knees buckling.

"I'm never boarding a bus again," she hissed, her pussy pulsing, juices flowing down her leg, her walk faltering over the footpath.

Abhi stared, breath catching her wet legs, and texted fast: "Ishaan, She's off-balance, shaky."

Ishaan's reply: "Relax, let her stew. Just make sure she gets home safe, or I'll hammer you like a punching bag."


The street buzzed, autos weaving, men staring, and she pulled the dress tighter, hiding the damp trail.

Abhi guided her forward, his hand light on her back, her heat radiated, her ruin a magnet, and his mind spun, her thick ass, her moans, a lewd dream he couldn't unsee.

The sky sagged with heavy clouds, rain falling in faint drops, but the house loomed ahead, a sanctuary she didn't want, her locked room, her shame, her need, all waiting.

Abhi swung the gate open as she slipped inside, pinning the blame on the crowd to hide her wavering gait, escaping the drizzle.

Her wet echoes a pulse she couldn't silence, his eyes a ghost pulling her deeper, her silent craving a beast she couldn't cage, waiting, burning, for him.

The clock ticked past midnight, rain crashed relentlessly, loud thunders packed the atmosphere with the night's unvoiced echoes.

She lay sprawled on her bed, staring at her window, wide open, rain water drizzling inside, but lacked the will to latch it shut.

The precious gifted dress discarded in a crumpled heap on the floor, replaced by a thin white nightie, sheer and clinging to her sweat-damp skin.

The torn lace panties sat in the laundry basket, but her pussy still throbbed, wet and unspent, the ghost of Ishaan's fingers, three thick digits plunging deep, curling inside her, haunting her every breath.


Downstairs, Abhi tossed on the couch, his shorts tight against his lingering hard-on, the image of her on the bus burning in his skull. Neither could sleep, the night a cage for their twisted thoughts, the stalker's absence a void swallowing them both.

She rolled onto her side, her hand drifting to her thigh, still damp, his mark, and a soft "Ohh" slipped out as her fingers brushed higher, grazing her clit through the nightie.

"I was close with just his fingers," she murmured, her mind spiraling, his fingers had stretched her, fucked her slow and savage, pushing her to the edge of orgasm,

"What if he uses his tool?" she gasped, her breath hitching, imagining his 9-inch cock, thick and hard, slamming into her, filling her deeper than Ramesh's limp 5 inches ever could.

Her hand pressed harder, rubbing slow circles, wet, pulsing, and a loud "Aah" broke free, her hips bucking, her volcano raging for what he'd denied.

Her phone glowed on the nightstand, silent, no buzz, and her craving twisted into anger, a bitter knot in her chest.

"Why isn't he texting me?" she hissed, grabbing it, scrolling the dead chat, his absence a slap.

She typed, shaky: "Where are you? Don't leave me like this!" Sent, nothing in reply.

"How dare he play with me? Sent me there like a hooker before, now stranding me on edge with nothing," she growled, tossing it down, her juicy lips curling into a grimace, shame flooded in, hot and heavy.

"Some stranger online is steering my life," she murmured, her pride crumbling, a traditional wife, a corporate sovereign, reduced to a drenched, desperate shell by a faceless man.

Madhuri stared at the ceiling, her wet fingers trembling, his dick, his eyes, his voice, a fantasy consuming her, her anger a mask for a craving she couldn't kill.

The night stretched on sleepless for both, mother and son trapped in his web, his silence a spark for the wildfire to come.

(End of Chapter)




   

 Chapter 6: Tease and Blow



Sunday morning dawned over the city, her nightie crumpled around her thighs, still damp from the restless night.

The clock ticked toward 10 AM, each second a taunt, her phone lay silent beside her, no buzz from DevilzMask since his fingers had fucked her to the edge and left her dripping, aching, unspent.

She clutched it, scrolling the dead chat, her last plea, "Don't leave me like this!" unanswered, and her chest tightened, a mix of shame and fury simmering beneath her curves. "Why hasn't he responded?" she whispered, her voice a fragile rasp, her juicy lips pursed in a sulk, her volcano smoldering, starved for his spark.

She'd barely slept, his phantom touch haunted her, three thick fingers plunging deep, her loud moans echoing in the bus's chaos.

She'd begged and exposed herself, but he'd vanished, teasing her, playing a cruel game to make her crave him more.

"I'm not going to yield," she muttered, shame crashing over her like a wave, her pride, her control, shredded by a stranger's hands. But her pussy still wet from imagining his cock splitting her open.

She tossed the phone down, her long hair spilling over her shoulders, and pressed her thighs together, her clit throbbed, unspent, and a soft "No!" slipped out, her anger at herself boiling.

"I need to get a grip," she vowed, her voice firm, but her body trembled, traitor to her resolve, his silence a whip lashing her deeper into need.

Downstairs, laughter erupted, Abhi's high-pitched giggle mingling with Ishaan's low, confident chuckle, spilling from Abhi's room where they'd crashed after a late cricket chat.

The sound jolted her, a lifeline out of her spiral, and she straightened, her nightie clinging, outlining her thick ass, and smoothed her hair.

"I need to shift my focus. Let me spend time with the fellas," she murmured, forcing a smile, desperate to shake the stalker's grip.

She slipped on a robe, hiding her curves, her shame, and padded downstairs, her bare feet soft on the tiles, her breath shaky but determined.


The laughter grew louder, Abhi's "Bro, you're crazy!" and Ishaan's "What can I say", and she paused at the door, her hand trembling on the knob, urging her to flee back to her room.

She pushed it open, peering into the sunlit chaos, Abhi sprawled on the bed, Ishaan lounging against the wall, wearing a snug grey tank, phone in hand, his tall frame radiating ease.

"Maa! You're up!" Abhi chirped, sitting up, but her eyes snagged on Ishaan, his grin widened, his deep, expressive eyes locking hers, a flash of the bus slamming back: those eyes matching his.

Her knees quaked, "What the, ?" she thought, stunned, but his muscular, bare arms looked alluring, awkwardly trying to close the door.

"Morning, aunty, looking fresh today," Ishaan said, voice smooth, a playful edge cutting through, and her breath hitched, his charisma hit her like a wave, sudden and overwhelming.

"Yeah... morning, sorry, should've knocked," she stammered, slowly opening the door back, looking away, but his gaze held her, tugging at her resolve, and her nipples stiffened under the robe, her shame whispering: "Not again."


"No worries, aunty, barriers aren't really a thing here. Come inside," he said, smirking as he grabbed his shirt off the table and sliding it over his head.

"I... just came to check on you boys," she managed, stepping in, but froze mid-step, his abs briefly exposed in a deliberate, playful flex that stopped her cold.

"Check on us? Or join the fun, aunty? We're plotting world domination here," he quipped, winking, and Abhi snorted, oblivious. Ishaan's eyes pinned her, stripping her bare.

Her heart thudded, those eyes sparking memories of the stalker, his whispered secrets from their calls flooding back.

"You're trouble enough on your own," she shot back, forcing a smile, but her voice wavered, her gaze darting, toward Abhi, the wall, anything, but his stare blazed, tugging her right back.

"Can't help it, aunty, some of us are just born to keep things interesting," he teased, stepping closer, his scent, sweat, spice of a raw male, hitting her, and her nipples hardened, her robe no shield against the heat flaring low.

Trying to regain control, Madhuri flicked her gaze to Abhi, her voice sharp but unsteady. "Why don't you two do something productive for once?" she said cheekily, folding her arms, hoping to mask the tremor in her hands.

Ishaan's lips curled, undeterred, as he leaned back casually. "Oh, we’ve been productive, aunty. Final results came out today, Abhi and I smashed it. Check this out." He pulled two report cards from his pocket, handing them over with a flourish.


Madhuri's eyes widened, scanning the grades, her son, Abhi, the boy she'd always thought a bit dull, had scored impossibly high, matching Ishaan's near-perfect marks. Little did she know how helpful Ms. Sherley's extra classes were.

Shock jolted through her, mingled with pride, though suspicion lingered. "This… this is amazing," she said hesitantly, her voice soft, her gaze flickering to Ishaan's smug expression. "Congratulations, both of you."

Abhi grinned, bouncing with excitement. "Maa, since we did so well, can I ask something for me and Ishaan to play with indoors? You know, as a reward?" His eyes sparkled, oblivious to the tension crackling in the room.

She met Ishaan's gaze, his devilish grin widening, a glint in his eyes that sent a shiver down her spine, half fear, half something darker, hotter.

She quickly looked away, swallowed, her throat dry. "Fine," she said, her voice tight, "but keep it reasonable." Abhi whooped, already pulling out his phone, while Ishaan’s gaze locked on her,

"Good, umm... I'll... leave you guys to it then," she mumbled, turning to flee, berating herself, "Why did I think this was a good idea, walking in here?"

"Wait mom, he couldn't stop raving about your Biryani from last time, tell her, Ishaan!" Abhi piped up, crunching chips, and Ishaan's laugh rumbled, low and warm. "Oh Abhi, your mom's a killer, cooking's just the start. Bet every guy's dying to taste... whatever she's serving," he said, his eyes flicking down her curves, deliberate, bold.

Her eyes flared open, "Do you always talk like this?" she muttered, turning again grabbing a water bottle, but her hands shook, spilling drops on her robe, his stare tracked it, and her cheeks burned.

"Depends on who's listening, some people make words slip out a little smoother," he quipped, voice low and thick with intent, she gripped the desk, fighting to look away, his quiet charm tugging at her like a hidden thread she prayed Abhi wouldn't notice.

"Gotta run, bro, catch you later," Ishaan said suddenly, clapping Abhi's shoulder, but his eyes lingered on her, slow, searing.

"Take care, aunty, don't let the day get too dull without me," he added, winking, his stride casual as he brushed past her, his arm grazing her hip like a spark, and she froze, her breath hitching.

"Bye, Ishaan," Abhi called, but she barely nodded, her voice lost, "Yeah... bye", and he was gone, the door clicking shut, leaving her trembling.

His eyes, exactly matched the stalker's from the bus's dark fire, and her mind spun: "Is it really him!?"

Her pussy throbbed, wetter now, and she sank onto Abhi's chair, her resolve crumbling, his charm, his flirtation, a mirror to the stranger who'd owned her, and she couldn't unsee it.

"Maa, you okay? You look weird," Abhi asked, frowning, and she forced a smile, standing fast.

"Just... tired, Abhi, going to rest," she lied, fleeing upstairs, her robe sticking to her thighs, her heart pounding. She locked her door, leaning against it, his voice replayed, "dying to taste," and her hand drifted down, brushing her clit through the leggings, a soft "Ohh" slipping free.

"Is that him? No way! But, those eyes? Ughh.. I'm confused..." the doubt clawed, the matching eyes flashing her memories from the bus, her shame warring with a need she couldn't kill.




The phone sat silent, messages from her husband and friends, but none from the guy she craved, and her confusion deepened, Ishaan's flirt a fresh wound, his charm a trap she couldn't evade, her self-control unwinding string by ardent string.

The late afternoon sun dipped low, casting golden streaks through Madhuri's bedroom window as she sat on her bed, in a lavendar cotton saree, its fabric draping her curves, her thick waist peeking out, a fragile armor against the chaos in her mind.

Ishaan's departure lingered, his playful jabs a new ache, glinting eyes searing her soul, a mirror to the Devil on the bus, fingering her to ruin.

She paced, the saree swishing, her bare feet soft on the tiles, every step a battle to shake it.

"What's going on?" she muttered, shame curling in her gut, she'd melted for the stalker, begged him, and now Ishaan's flirtatious charm twisted the knife, his eyes a haunting echo she couldn't unsee.

"I need to find out," she vowed, voice firm, but her knees quaked, the bus flashing back, his grip, her surrender, and she sank onto the bed, her saree slipping, her nipple hardening under the blouse, her need a beast she couldn't cage.

She replayed it, Ishaan's arm brushing her hip, his scent hitting her, her hand drifting to her thigh, tracing the curve, wetness seeped through, her shame warring with a wild urge to test it, find him out, unravel the mask, reclaim her control.

Ishaan's face merging with the stalker's shadow, "Him or not, I'll know it myself," she thought, her plan forming, wild, risky. His tease a spark she'd turn against him.










Monday morning hummed, the house quiet save for the ceiling fan's whir as Madhuri stood in her kitchen.

Her phone sat silent on the counter and her anger at his tease fueled her, her shame a whisper she drowned with resolve. "I'll find you at any cost, Mr.Devil," she murmured, adjusting her pallu, her thick ass outlined, her blouse tight, and her heart thudded, a mix of dread and thrill pulsing through her veins.

The doorbell rang, sharp and sudden, Abhi yelled, "I got it, maa!", and Ishaan strode right into the kitchen.

"Hey, aunty, no office today?," he said, his grin wide as usual, his deep eyes locking hers.

"No... I'm off work for now. Just... exhausted. Want some chai?" she replied, voice soft, turning to the stove, her saree slipped, flashing her waist, and she caught his glance, testing him.

"Chai? You're spoiling us, aunty, bet it's as sweet as you look today," he purred, leaning against the counter, his tone thick.

"You can't stop talking, can you, big guy?" she teased back, bolder now, bending to grab a cup, her saree dipped, her cleavage spilling, deliberate, and his eyes flicked down.

"Only for a woman who's worth it, purple's lethal on you, aunty, got me dizzy," he shot back, stepping closer, his scent, sweat, musk, hitting her, and her nipples hardened, her plan teetering, "Was he flirting or playing me?"

"Abhi's out in the living room, go sit there," she said, dodging, but her voice wavered, his presence stirred her, too close to the stalker's fire.

"Nah, aunty, think I'll stay and watch the magic. Tell me if you need a hand," he grinned, brazen, and she went still.


"Actually... my shoulders are killing me," she lied, turning, and she met his gaze, daring him.

"Can you... massage them, Ishaan?"

He raised a brow, smirking. "Massage? Anything for you, aunty, those shoulders need a hard grip," he said, voice low, stepping behind her, his hands settled, firm, kneading slow, and her breath hitched, a soft "Ohh" slipping free.

His fingers dug in, rough, confident, like in the bus, but the doubt still lingered.

"Feel good?" he murmured, his breath on her neck.

She nodded, shaky, "Yeah... good", her trap tightening, stirring the tea.

Abhi bounded in, "Chai ready, Maa?", and she jolted, stepping away, her saree snapping back.

"Almost, go sit, both of you," she snapped, normalcy a mask, and Ishaan grinned, unfazed.

"Thanks for the warm-up, aunty, chai's gonna taste even better now," he quipped, winking, and sauntered off with Abhi, his touch lingered on her skin.

"This isn't done yet," she hissed, pouring chai into cups.

She'd push harder, test deeper, her shame buried under a wild need to know, his flirt a tease she'd match. Her trap a game he might already own, two steps ahead in her own dark dance.

"I got this," she whispered, adjusting her saree, her blouse tight, nipples faintly outlined, and her heart raced, a cocktail of dread and thrill pulsing through her veins, hungry for proof.

Madhuri carried the tray of steaming chai cups into the living room, approached Abhi and Ishaan sprawled on the couch. She handed Abhi his cup first, then turned to Ishaan.


As she extended the cup, her fingers brushed his, deliberate and slow, lingering just a beat too long. His skin was warm, rough at the edges, and his eyes flicked up to meet hers, sharp, glinting, unreadable. She pulled back, a shiver snaking down her spine, and turned away.

The cupboard loomed across the room, an excuse she'd seized. "Need to tidy this up," she muttered, loud enough for Abhi to hear, positioning herself behind him, facing Ishaan.

She reached up, arms stretching high, the light fabric of her saree pulling taut against her body. Her blouse strained, the faint outline of her nipples pressing through, her chubby waist spilling softly over the edge of her petticoat.

She felt Ishaan's gaze before she saw it, his eyes locked on her. Her breath caught, but she didn't falter, raising her arms higher. Ishaan leaned back, sipping his chai, his lips curling into a smirk.

"Abhi, your mom's got this place looking spotless, almost too good, huh?" he said, his voice casual, but his eyes never left her, the words dripping with a taunt meant only for her. Abhi nodded absently, engrossed in his phone, oblivious to the game unfolding.

She understood what he meant, but tugged the saree lower, a calculated tease, her navel winking at him now, and kept wiping the shelves, her shame filling her, her movements slow, deliberate.

Ishaan's gaze darkened, his fingers tapping the cup. "Takes real skill to keep everything... in place," he added, his tone lazy but pointed, and she felt the heat crawl up her neck, her resolve wavering under his stare.

The chai drained, he set the cup down and stood, stretching with a yawn that felt too performative.

She kept her eyes on the cupboard, pretending not to notice as he ambled toward her, his steps unhurried, fearless.


Her heart hammered, she wiped the same spot twice, three times, feigning bravery, but her hands trembled.

He was close now, too close, the air between them crackling. She braced herself, refusing to turn, then he jerked suddenly, bending low. Her breath hitched, and she flinched, yanking the saree up to cover herself, fear spiking through her veins.

But he only grabbed the Rubik's cube sitting by the cupboard's base, straightening with a lazy grin.

Their eyes locked, his steady, hers wide, and he turned back to the couch without a word.

She stood frozen, clutching the fabric, her chest heaving as he flopped down and started twisting the cube. Click-click-click, the colors aligned in seconds, his fingers a blur.

Abhi looked up, amazed. "How'd you do that so quickly? Looks fresh and colorful for the first time in ages."

Ishaan shrugged, tossing the solved cube onto the cushion. "No big deal. Just practice. Though..." He paused, glancing at Madhuri sidelong. "It's missing the best color, purple. Makes it less... attractive, don't you think?"

His voice was smooth, the jab subtle but piercing, and her cheeks burned, the deep plum of her saree suddenly a spotlight.

She bolted for the kitchen, her bare feet slapping the tiles, the air cooler there a refuge. Leaning against the counter, she pressed a hand to her chest, willing her heart to slow.

"He's toying with me," she whispered, the realization sinking in, he'd dodged her trap, flipped it, left her exposed instead.

But the fire in her gut flared brighter, shame and thrill twisting into something sharper. "No," she hissed, straightening her pallu, her jaw set. "I'm not done."









That night after the dinner, Madhuri lay on her bed, the sheets cool against her skin, her mind a restless tangle. The phone beside her glowed faintly, no messages from the stalker, just Ramesh's morning text about his return in three days and a few chirpy notes from friends.

She sighed, tapping out quick replies, her fingers hovering over the stalker's chat. Empty. Silent. Then, a spark flickered, an idea, sharp and sudden. She locked the screen with a decisive click, the phone's glow fading to black. Swinging her legs off the bed, she stood up, her bare feet pressing into the cool floor.

The muffled shouts of Abhi and Ishaan drifted up from the living room. She slipped off the bed, smoothing her nightgown, and padded downstairs.

The boys' Gaming Night turned the living room into a frenzied combat zone, the PS5 alive with Call of Duty: Warzone action.

Abhi sprawled on the floor, controller in hand, yelling, "Die, bro!" while Ishaan lounged beside him, legs kicked out, smirking. "Aunty, you joining us? We need a cheerleader," he called, his voice teasing, those deep eyes flicking to her as she stepped in.

She forced a smile, settling onto the couch near Ishaan's side. "No... just gonna watch," she said, her tone light, but her gaze darted to his phone, resting face-down on the cushion beside her.

Her heart thudded as she edged closer, her fingers brushing the device. She flipped it silently, the screen dark, locked. A pinprick of disappointment stabbed her, she'd hoped for an easy crack, a glimpse into his world.

She shifted to leave, ready to retreat, but a sharp ding cut through the noise. The lock screen lit up: an Instagram notification from Shreya, "Miss you". Madhuri froze, sinking back, her eyes narrowing, "Must be his girlfriend."


Before she could process it, another chime, Snapchat this time, from "Divya": "How do I look handsome?" with a snap attached. "Who's this now?" she muttered.

The boys' shouts drowned out her quickening breath as she stared, the messages stacking up, flirty, familiar, a parade of girls vying for his attention.

Her mind flashed to her own texts to the stalker, the same coy tone, the same game.

Suspicion coiled tighter, but she kept her face blank, watching the screen like a hawk.

More pings: "Hey cutie," from Priya, "Wanna ft?" from Leela.

"Girls these days," she thought, a flicker of disdain curling her lip, but it couldn't smother the itch of curiosity burning inside her. "Who was he to them? What's he hiding?"

Minutes later, the phone rang, loud and sudden, "Miss Sherley" flashing across the screen. She blinked, "Isn't that the dean?" imagining what trouble he'd stirred at school.

Ishaan paused the game, removed his headphones, grabbed the phone, and silenced the call with a flick. He unlocked it, her eyes traced the pattern, a quick zigzag, texted something, then slid it into his pocket, locking her out again.

She bit her lip, frustration simmering. The game resumed, Abhi oblivious, Ishaan's focus back on the screen, but she felt his presence like a weight.

She kept an eye on his pocket, waiting for his phone to slip, but the gripping gameplay soon dragged her in.


Hours later, the controllers clattered down, 11 PM glowed on the clock. Ishaan stretched, yawning. "Aunty, mind if I crash here tonight? Too late to head back."

Her stomach twisted, but she nodded, voice tight. "Sure... Abhi can set you up."

She rose, escaping upstairs, the creak of the steps matching her racing pulse.

The night cloaked Hyderabad in a humid hush, the clock ticking past 11:30 PM as Madhuri lay sprawled on her bed. She slipped into a nightdress, a loose top and pajamas hugging her figure.

Her plan had crashed, but she knew Ishaan's phone a chamber of his secrets left locked.

"It's starting to make sense. Is he the one running that stalker account this whole time? I need to check his phone tomorrow," she whispered,

A buzz jolted her, her phone lit up, DevilzMask: "Missed me, Madhuri?"

Her heart slammed, her breath catching, his tease roared back, a blade to her shame.

"Where were you the past few days? And.. how could you leave me like that on the bus!" she replied, anger rushing in. His next line: "Forget about it, why you teasing that poor boy, darling?"

Her stomach dropped, guilt crashed, her seduction of Ishaan a secret he'd pierced. "I... wasn't," she typed, shaky.

He fired back, slow, wild: "Don't lie, my sweet, I see it all. Don't worry, I'll prove I'm not him tonight, get ready, your real king's coming for you."

Her knees trembled, a soft "Oh no" escaping her lips, fear tangled with excitement, her pussy pulsing, wet and eager, his return igniting a spark in her abyss.

"How do you know?" she gasped, typing the words, but he didn't reply, the chat silent, her mind spiraling, Prove he's not Ishaan? Tonight?

Her loose dress clung to her skin, her nipples hardening, and she paced, his words a promise, a threat, her volcano flaring, craving his proof.

"Should I face this?" she whispered, shame battling her need, her teasing had backfired, but his return stoked her, a wild thrill she couldn't extinguish.


Downstairs, Abhi and Ishaan crashed but her heart raced, "If he's here, and Ishaan's there, then...", her doubt flickered, his tease a game she'd lost control of.

She sank onto the bed, remembering the previous night on the bus and how she teased Ishaan that morning. "Why am I behaving like this?" she hissed, shame flooding, her volcano roaring, unquenched, his return a trap she'd walk into, willingly or not.

Stiff on her bed, Madhuri replayed the stalker's message: "I'll prove I'm not him tonight" Her heart hammered, a wild drumbeat of fear and excitement, her juicy lips parted, panting shallow breaths as she stared at the ceiling, "What's his game now? I'm done falling for it, he's getting caught tonight," she whispered, her voice trembling, her volcano simmering, craving a proof.

A sharp knock jolted her, Abhi's voice, shaky, through the door: "Maa... I heard a sudden noise from the terrace." Her breath caught, his fear pierced her haze, and she sat up.

"Are you alright, my dear?" she called, forcing calm, but her heart raced, He's here.

"I'm a little afraid mom... heard a loud bang. Can you please go check?" he pleaded, and she stood, legs shaky.

"Okay, I'll look, go back to your room and stay inside with Ishaan," Her voice quavered, bravery a mask, deep inside, she knew: something bad, wild, was brewing, his proof a trap snapping shut. "Is he gonna be there?" she whispered, grabbing a flashlight, her body pulsing with fear and excitement.








She crept upstairs, the terrace door creaking open, cool air hit her. It was dark and silent. Her flashlight swept across empty tiles, a shattered pot at the far end, then, a rose on the floor, a letter tucked beneath.

"He's here!" she gasped, kneeling to unfold the note: "Meet me in the backyard for a surprise." Her heart lurched, danger and allure colliding. She gripped the rose, thorns pricking, a soft "Ohh" slipping out, his taunt fueling her fire. "Do I go?" she murmured, dread surging, her body urged yes, her mind screamed no.

"Its a chance to clear my doubts on Ishaan as well as find who the real culprit behind this" she thought, and stood, her flashlight flickered, casting eerie shapes, and crept back, pausing at Abhi's door, hearing him and Ishaan talking.

"Ishaan's in the room," she whispered, her doubt shifting, "Those eyes, are they not his?"

She silently opened the door and slipped to the backyard, flashlight in hand. Stepping into the dark, she gasped, her nightdress no shield against the wildness awaiting.


The backyard loomed under midnight sky, a tangle of shadows and rustling leaves as Madhuri stepped out, her curves outlined in that night dress, her thick ass swaying, her bare feet cold on the grass. The flash light and rose trembled in her hand as she entered.

Her heart pounded, a frantic rhythm of fear and thrill, her juicy lips parted, panting. "Where is he?" she whispered as she edged forward and froze hearing a sharp rustle behind her.

"Who was that?" she gasped, spinning, nothing but shadows, then a hand clamped her mouth, rough, silencing her, and dragged her back, into a dark corner by the fence in front of Abhi's room's window while the other hand loosened her pants, removing it.

"Mmph!" she choked, muffled, her flashlight dropping, clattering, dead, and her fists flailed, beating air, her scream trapped, barely a whimper leaked.

His grip tightened, as she felt the presence of him behind, his scent, musk, heat flooding her, and her pussy gushed, her nipples stiffening, fear screamed fight, need screamed yield, her abyss snapping shut around her.

He released her mouth, slow, her breath ragged, "You?", and shoved her down, kneeling her in the grass, his scarf gleamed, wolf-logo faint, and his eyes met hers, deep, commanding, the eyes from the bus, her heart stopped, a jolt of memory: fingering her, owning her.

The wolf-logo scarf glinting faintly, his tall frame looming as he sat before her, "You almost ruined him, darling. Is the proof enough?" he rasped, voice low, thick, his fake bass, wild and raw. Voices drifted, Abhi's room, muffled laughs coming from Abhi's room. "Listen to them. Want me to ruin them instead, or you gonna behave?"

Her breath hitched as guilt hit her, teasing Ishaan looked like a sin she commited.

She shook her head, trembling, "Please.. don't harm the kids.." She froze, "So its not Ishaan.", but his grin glinted, the faint hum of a voice recorder betraying his ruse. The clever bastard had tricked her, luring her deeper into his trap.

"Why are you doing this?" she panted, her hands pushing his chest, firm, unyielding, but he leaned closer, his breath hot, teasing without touch.

His hands hovering and brushing her thighs through the pajamas, and her pussy twitched, her nipples hard through the top.

"Please... stop this," she gasped, but her hips shifted, craving, yielding, and a soft "Ohh" slipped free, her control fraying, his tease a storm she couldn't weather.

He advanced, hands grazing her breasts,, and she jolted, a loud "Noo!" accidentally bursting out.

Lights flared from neighbors' windows and a shout, "Who's there?", and she froze.

"What have I done?" she whispered, her shame surging, fear, excitement, a trembling night crashing around her.

The night pulsed with tension as Madhuri crouched in the backyard. Ishaan's eyes glinted with a calm that unnerved her.

A creak of a gate snapped her focus, Uncle Sharma, the nosy neighbor, emerged from his house, his flashlight bobbing as he shuffled toward the fence, his silhouette looming. Madhuri's stomach churned, panic spiking, "What if he sees us?"


"Stay quiet," Ishaan whispered, his voice low, "I'll handle this." She nodded, hands flying to her mouth, muffling her ragged breaths, her eyes wide as she sank lower into the bushes beside him.

He stood up, a shadow against the fence, his form tall and unyielding. The uncle stopped on the other side, his flashlight flickering, catching only Ishaan's vague outline. "Who's that?" the old man barked, suspicion thick in his tone.

Ishaan's voice came smooth, unruffled: "Sorry for the disturbance, sir. Mrs. Madhuri called me to fix a leaky pipe. She gave me the keys for the lawn, I am only free at night, you see."

His words were a lie spun with ease, and Madhuri, crouched low, felt her heart lurch, her eyes darting nervously, then freezing. A bulge strained against his pants, unmistakable, bold.

Her gaze locked on it, a flush creeping up her neck, her body betraying her with a twitch of desire she couldn't explain. "Why can't I look away?" she thought, her lips parting, her breath hitching.

Uncle Sharma grunted, "Bit odd, working this late," and raised his flashlight, its beam threatening to pierce the dark.


Ishaan moved swiftly, his hand dropped to his pants, zipping them down in a bold, reckless motion.

Madhuri's eyes widened, a gasp trapped in her throat as his dick sprang free, thick, long, pulsing in the dim light, inches from her face.

Her hands fell from her mouth, shock and awe parting her lips, her body trembling as she stared, transfixed, her pussy clenching despite the fear.

"It's... all real", her thoughts spun wildly, breath catching in short gasps, the warmth between her thighs impossible to ignore as she gazed at it, no longer just an image on her screen.

He quickly tugged the scarf from his face, tossing it to the ground. Madhuri's gaze flicked to the fallen cloth, her heart slamming, “I can see his face, finally!”, her excitement surging, desperate to see his true face.

She tilted her head up, but before she could catch a glimpse, his hand gripped her hair, pulling her forward. Her lips met his dick, a sudden, overwhelming warmth filling her mouth as she gagged.

Her eyes watered as her body was caught between shock and a wild, shameful thrill. She couldn't pull away, her mouth yielding, her mind a haze of fear and want.

The flashlight beam cut through the dark as the neighbor clicked it on, his voice sharp: "You don't look like a plumber. And what’s that noise earlier?" Ishaan didn't flinch, his voice steady even as Madhuri's lips trembled around him.

"Just some stray cats knocking things over in the yard," he said, nonchalant as ever. "No worries, I shooed them off." His hand tightened in her hair, a quiet command, and Madhuri's body pulsed, fear, shame, and a dangerous heat crashing together as the night closed in around them.


Madhuri's world spun, her lips stretched around his thick cock, her throat constricting as she gagged.

A faint rustle of leaves broke the night's hush, stirring from a shadowy corner of the bushes, but her mind couldn't grasp it, too consumed by the pulsing warmth in her mouth, a wild thrill coursing through her veins.

Unknown to her, Ishaan had orchestrated a twisted game, hiding Abhi in that dark corner before everything. He is straining to stay silent, his eyes wide, enjoying the forbidden scene.

Mr. Sharma's voice cut through, gruff but curious: "Thought I heard Mrs. Madhuri scream earlier. Sounded like someone broke in. She gave you the house keys?"

Ishaan's grip tightened in Madhuri's hair, his voice smooth, unfazed: "Just the lawn keys for the pipes, sir. Why would she give me the house keys?" His tone was casual, but he caught a flicker of suspicion in the neighbor's face of disappointment.

Ishaan pressed further: "Why would anyone break in? She that wealthy?"

Sharma's face soured, disappointment flashing as he muttered, "Forget her wealth. Men around here go mad for her."

Madhuri's breath caught, shock rippling through her, "They all want me?", her body trembling, her lips still wrapped around him, pushing back and forth.










Ishaan chuckled, low and dark. "Can't blame 'em. The first time I saw her, that lusty face, damn, it hit me hard too."

Uncle Sharma leaned closer, voice dropping to a leer. "Face? You gotta see her curves, boy. Her husband's a lucky dog. Always bragging how he fucks her, and keeps her satisfied in bed."

Madhuri's heart sank, she knew those were lies, her sex life a ghost of what he claimed. Her cheeks burned, shame and anger swirling as she processed the betrayal.

Ishaan's voice turned sly: "Sounded like you’re jealous of him."

Uncle Sharma snorted, "Who wouldn't be? I watch her every chance I get. Up on her terrace, strutting in a see-through saree the other day, damn, it nearly stopped my heart."

Madhuri froze, her eyes widening, the revelation a punch to her gut, "He's been watching me?"

Her mind screamed, but her body betrayed her, a fresh pulse of heat flooding her core. Ishaan's hand tightened, yanking her head forward, thrusting his dick deeper into her throat. She gagged, a choked sound escaping, her lips trembling around his length. Uncle Sharma's flashlight swung toward the noise. "What was that?" he barked.

"Just the pipe slipping into the suction tube," Ishaan said, unyielding his grip as Madhuri's eyes watered, her body caught between shock and a shameful, electric thrill.

The rustle in the bushes went unnoticed and Abhi's silent gaze burned from the shadows.


Sharma's voice droned on, thick with gossip, slicing through the humid night. "One of my friends called me up the other night, said he saw her near KPHB colony, late, dressed like some tart, standing there like she was waiting for a john. By the time I reached there, poof, she was gone." His tone dripped with judgment.

"Bet she's got some office fling while her husband's off. Corporate life, turning her loose." Madhuri's heart stuttered, her lips still stretched around Ishaan's pulsing cock, her throat tight from his thrust.

Relief flooded her as he didn't know what happened on that bus. Her body trembled, caught in a storm of shame and thrill, her nightdress damp against her skin.

Uncle Sharma leaned closer to the fence, his voice a conspiratorial hiss. "With her husband gone, every bastard in this colony's itching to fuck her, you know. She's got everyone's blood up."

The words hit like a slap, raw and vile, yet Madhuri's pussy clenched, a traitorous heat pooling between her thighs.

Her hands, unthinking, drifted to her breasts, fingers grazing her hard nipples through the thin top, a soft "Mmm" muffled against his dick as she fondled herself, her resolve crumbling under the weight of the slut-shaming.

The accusations, the leering, she hated it, but her body drank it in, her hips shifting, her core dripping.

In the shadowed corner, Abhi's breath hitched, his eyes locked on his mother's writhing form, her lips around Ishaan's cock, her hands teasing her own curves.

His hand moved in the dark, stroking his hardening meat, the sight of her, shamed yet yielding, igniting a twisted fire in him. He fought to stay silent, the leaves around him barely rustling, his gaze unblinking.


Ishaan's grip tightened in Madhuri's hair, his dick pulsing deeper, her gagging muffled as Sharma's flashlight bobbed, oblivious to the scene.

Her mind screamed, "This colony is a bunch of old jerks, at least this dick feels good in my mouth", her body betrayed her, fingers pinching her nipples, the other hand inside her pajamas rubbing her soaking pussy getting closer to an orgasm, a sight Abhi cannot forget.

Sharma's voice slithered through the dark, low and greedy. "Try and get me those house keys before her husband's back, yeah?" Ishaan's lips curled, his voice a smooth promise: "Consider it done."

Madhuri, crouched in the bushes, her lips still tingling from his cock, imagined it pounding her pussy instead, her fingers slipped beneath her pajamas, rubbing her slick clit, her mind lost to the fantasy.

Her body burned, control slipping, her breath hitching as she teetered on the edge of orgasm, her nipples straining against her nightie. The shame of the neighbor's words only fueled her, her pussy dripping, her senses drowning in the heat.

A sudden flicker snapped her haze, streetlights blinked out, plunging the backyard into pitch black. Her heart lurched, fingers frozen against her clit.

Seconds later, the lights buzzed back, but the stalker was gone, vanished like a ghost, leaving her throbbing, unsatisfied, teetering on the brink once more.









"Fucking bastard," she whispered, fury and disappointment crashing through her, her body aching with unspent need. She waited, trembling in the bushes, until the neighbor retreated, his muttering fading as he shuffled back to his house.

Madhuri stumbled to her feet, the night surreal, dreamlike, her legs shaky as she crept inside. Passing Abhi's room, she paused, heart pounding, and quietly opened the door. Abhi and Ishaan lay in their beds, sleeping soundly, their breaths even.

Relief flooded her, "He's not Ishaan. Thank G0d." But doubt lingered, a nagging itch. Her eyes fell on Ishaan's phone, glinting on the nightstand. One last check, she thought, guilt prickling as she grabbed it, her fingers trembling as she punched in the password she'd memorized.

Instagram loaded, his profile, clean, ordinary, nothing like the stalker's. She swiped to his DMs, her heart sinking at the unread messages from girls, a pang of betrayal she couldn't place.

“He's got game, but not the one I’m looking for,” she decided, locking the phone and slipping it back, unaware Ishaan had logged out of his stalker account before luring her into that twisted game.


She rushed to her room and locking the door. Her mind a whirlwind of the night's chaos. The stalker's tease, leaving her on the edge again, infuriated her, yet her cheeks flushed pink, a shameful thrill at the neighbors' lustful gossip.

"They all really want me?" she thought. She washed herself, the cool water no match for the heat in her core, and slipped into fresh shorts and a top.

Climbing into bed, she grabbed her phone, fingers flying as she texted the stalker: "I'm furious. You toyed with me, and left me hanging again."

His reply pinged instantly: "How does it feel, being the colony's whore?" The words sent a jolt through her, a twisted mix of shame and excitement, her thighs clenching. "What did you call me? That's it. You know what, we're ending it here," she typed, her voice trembling in her mind. "No more games."

His response was swift, taunting: "We'll see about that."

She stared at the screen, frustration boiling, guilt and desire warring as she buried her face in her pillow, the night's wildness haunting her as she drifted into uneasy sleep.

(End of Chapter)





   

 Chapter 7: Twisted Juices



The weekend morning broke over the city with a sluggish haze, the humid air pressing into Madhuri's locked bedroom as she slumped against her pillows. The clock ticked toward 8 AM, each second a taunt, her phone lay silent beside her.

Her juicy lips parted, still tasting his 9-inch cock, salt, musk, a raw imprint from her first blowjob, and her pussy throbbed, wet and unspent, her brown eyes glassy, shame, anger, and a twisted craving tangled in her chest.

She'd barely slept, his vanishing replayed: his cock thrusting her throat, neighbors' filthy chorus and his tease leaving her trembling, close to climax, then gone.

But her pussy pulsed, wetter, craving that thick shaft. “It'd barely fit in my mouth, I wonder how it will feel inside me” she gasped, her hand drifting, brushing her shorts, grazing her clit, wet, tingling, and a soft “Ohh” slipped free, “When is this going to end? Looks like I'm in trouble” she hissed, shame surging, her life unraveling, her control slipping, and her volcano flared, unquenched, pulling her deeper.

Downstairs, Abhi's chatter with Ishaan, cricket scores, laughter, drifted up, grounding her.

She stood, shaky, tank top clinging, shorts damp, determined to bury it, her crave a beast she'd cage, though her body trembled, his shadow a spark she couldn't douse.

She splashed water on her face, cold, sharp, her reflection a stranger: lips swollen, eyes wild, “I need to snap out of it,” she whispered.

Abhi's shout, “Mom, breakfast?”, pulled her down, but her crave lingered.

Later in the evening, living room buzzing with Abhi's giggles and Ishaan's sly chuckles as Madhuri stood in the kitchen, rolling rotis, her hands dusted with flour.

The doorbell chimed, sharp and sudden, pulling her from her thoughts. “I got it!” Abhi called, his footsteps thumping toward the door. Madhuri’s heart gave a nervous twitch, her fingers pausing on the dough.


A clatter rang out, plastic thudding against the floor. Madhuri wiped her hands, and stepped out to the living room to check.

On the floor lay a white sheet, dotted with bright colored circles, red, blue, green, yellow, sprawled like a challenge. “What’s this?” she asked, her voice cautious, her eyes flicking between Abhi’s excited grin and Ishaan’s watchful gaze.

Abhi beamed, scooping up the sheet. “Thanks for letting us get this, Maa! My favourite Twister game. I’m so ready to beat Ishaan, and show him I'm not a loser.” His enthusiasm was infectious, but Madhuri’s stomach tightened, her gaze lingering on the mat, a strange unease prickling her skin.

“Twister?” she asked, stepping closer, her tone feigning curiosity to mask the flutter in her chest. “How do you play it?”

Ishaan stepped forward, his movements lazy but deliberate, his eyes glinting as he signaled Abhi. “Pump it up.” Turning to Madhuri, he said, “This isn’t any regular Twister, aunty. It's a 3D Twister.”

His voice was smooth, teasing, as he explained the rules: "You spin a wheel, it tells you where to put your hands and feet, right hand on red, left foot on blue, like that. Players crawl inside, contorting to touch colored circles on the walls, floor, and even the inner sides, following a spinner’s commands."
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Abhi, meanwhile, pumped air into the deflated mass, and it began to take shape, a robust, cuboid structure, 12 feet long in each direction, with a cape grain finish.

The cube stood open on its front face, the remaining sides sealed, their colored circles gleaming under the living room lights.


"You twist, you stretch, you try not to fall.” His lips curled, his gaze lingered on her.

“It can get… really close.” His tone was teasing, but the air thickened, her nipples tightening under her blouse, her thighs pressing together as memories of his touch, his scent, his heat, flooded back.

Madhuri swallowed, her cheeks flushing, forcing a laugh to break the tension. “Sounds… interesting,” she said, her voice wavering, her mind screaming to retreat as Ishaan’s grin widened, promising trouble she wasn’t sure she could resist.

"Be careful and have fun", she said and fled back to the kitchen, her hands resuming their rhythm with the rolling pin, but her mind churned about the stalker who left her hanging in the DMs.

The air felt thick, her saree clinging to her curves as she tried to focus on the rotis.

Minutes later, a sharp “Ouch!” from Abhi pierced the hum of the living room, yanking her attention back. Her head snapped up, heart lurching, and she wiped, hurrying to the doorway.

“What happened now?” she called, her voice sharp with worry, stepping into the living room where the inflated Twister cube dominated the space, its colored circles glinting under the lights.

Abhi rubbed his elbow, wincing, while Ishaan lounged nearby, leaning against the cube, his gray tee hugged his abs, his shorts low, his smirk unshaken, eyes flicking to her with that unnerving intensity.

“I keep losing, Ishaan's too good!” Abhi whined, rubbing his elbow, and Ishaan smirked, “This idiot has no mobility, takes real skill to beat a player.”

Her brow arched “Huh? What did you call my son?” and he strode closer, his scent, sweat, spice, washing over her.

“Losers deserve it. But, you look like you might stand a chance aunty. Wanna join?” he purred, his tone flirting, bold, and she gulped, his challenge a blade to her pride.

“I am not playing any games with you boy, take back what you said about Abhi.” she snapped, turning away. Her saree slipped, flashing her navel, but he laughed, low.

“Too serious, huh? Come on, aunty, loosen up, show us what you got, I'd hate to think you're scared of a little fun,” he taunted, nudging her ego, and her jaw tightened.

He won't stop flirting, her shame prickled, but her need flared. “If you win, I'll quit mocking Abhi, no more taunts, promise, you'd tame me quiet,” he murmured close to her ear, tossing a playful wink, “But you won't, ‘cause you’re too wound up.”


“Abhi's the judge, he'll keep it fair,” Ishaan said, clapping Abhi's shoulder, Abhi nodded, sly, “I'll watch closely, Ishaan. No cheating!”, and her confidence flared, "I'll win and shut him up", unaware of the trap.

“Saree's tricky for this, aunty. Wear something snug if you wanna beat me.” Ishaan quipped, his eyes tracing her, bold and hungry.

Her breath caught, He's right, “Wait, I'll be back,” she muttered, fleeing upstairs.

Her saree fell, swapped a short kurti top and tight leggings, no bra, no panties, slinky for the game. "I'll win, no matter what", her twisted setup a game she'd master, or so she thought.

She returned with a dress hugging her thick ass.

Abhi: “Ready, mom?”

Ishaan's: “Damn, aunty, you're a storm in that, gonna make me dizzy spinning you,” he teased

Abhi's wheel gleamed, her trap unwittingly set, Ishaan's wild plan a shadow she'd dance in, blind to its heat.

The evening thickened, the living room humming with anticipation as Madhuri stood before the inflated cube, its grid of colored slots glinting. Her short kurti clung tight, leggings molding her thick thighs, the top hugging her curves

Abhi perched outside, wheel in hand, “I'm umpiring, no funny moves!”, his grin sly, eyes sharp, while Ishaan lounged beside the cube, gray tee stretched over his abs.

“Once Abhi spins the wheel, he'll let us know the colour, you call the spot, hand, leg, wherever, twist in, hold it,” Ishaan said, stepping close.

“Mm.. ok then, lets play,” she snapped, ducking into the cube along with Ishaan.









Madhuri's heart raced with a mix of apprehension and regret as she adjusted her kurti, and tugged at the waistband of her tight leggings, suddenly hyper-aware of how exposed she felt without a bra or panties.

She’d chosen the outfit for flexibility, she told herself, but now, standing across from Ishaan, whose fitted tee stretched over his chiseled abs and shorts hugged his athletic frame, she second-guessed her decision.

Abhi sat on the couch, the spinner in his hands, his eyes darting between his mother and Ishaan with a mix of curiosity and something darker, something Madhuri couldn’t quite place.

“Alright, let’s start,” Abhi announced, his voice tinged with an eagerness Madhuri mistook for innocence. He spun the wheel, “Mom, right hand on red.”

She glanced around, spotting the closest red mark, reached up, placing her right hand on a red marker near the top of the cube. Abhi spun again “Ishaan, left hand on green.”

Ishaan followed, his movements confident, almost predatory, as he placed his right hand on a green marker just opposite hers.

“Now, right foot on yellow Mom,” Abhi said. Madhuri scanned the floor, saw a yellow circle close by, and stepped onto it. Within a few moves, she noticed she was drawing closer to Ishaan.

Their fingers were inches apart, and Madhuri’s breath caught as she noticed his gaze, intense, unyielding, his dark eyes locking onto hers. There was something in the way he looked at her, a hunger that made her skin prickle. She quickly averted her eyes, focusing on the colored markers, her cheeks warming with a flush she hoped no one noticed.

“Uh, Ishaan, left foot on blue,” Abhi called out, his voice steady but with a faint undercurrent of excitement. Ishaan shifted, his body moving with an easy grace as he placed his foot on a blue marker, bringing him slightly closer to Madhuri.

The cube was large but not spacious, and their proximity felt charged, like the air before a storm. Madhuri’s heart thudded, and she scolded herself silently. "Get a grip, Madhuri. He's just a boy," but the memory of her earlier attempt to seduce him, to test if he was the masked stalker, gnawed at her. "Hope I didn't plant any seed in his mind."


“Mom, left hand on yellow,” Abhi said, spinning the wheel again. Madhuri stretched to reach a yellow marker above her, her body arching slightly. Ishaan’s eyes followed the movement, lingering on the curve of her waist where the kurti rode up, exposing a sliver of skin.

She felt his gaze like a physical touch, and her stomach twisted with a mix of discomfort and something she didn’t want to name. “Ishaan, right foot on green,” Abhi continued, his tone almost mechanical now, as if he were reading from a script.

Ishaan complied, his body now positioned so close that Madhuri could feel the heat radiating from him. Their hands were both high on the cube, their faces mere inches apart. His eyes bored into hers again, and this time, she couldn’t look away. There was something magnetic in his stare, something that made her feel exposed, vulnerable, yet oddly alive.

“You’re pretty good at this, aunty. By the way, you look gorgeous up close.” Ishaan said, his voice low, almost a purr, his words carrying a teasing edge that sent a shiver down her spine.

“Don’t say that,” Madhuri snapped, her voice sharper than she intended. She forced a smile to soften it. “I mean, let’s just play.” Her heart raced, and she hated how her body betrayed her with that secret blush creeping up her neck.

Abhi spun the wheel again, his fingers lingering on it a moment too long, a subtle smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “Mom, right foot on red.”

She glanced down as she searched for a red spot. Her eyes darted to one just ahead, dangerously close to Ishaan, a knot tightened in her stomach.

Silently, she prayed for an escape. Her gaze swept the mat, and to her relief, another red spot gleamed behind her. A wave of relief washed over her as she stretched her left foot to claim it, her body tilting aside from Ishaan.

Abhi's eyes locked onto her ass, and noticed her wearing nothing beneath her leggings. “Damn! Ishaan’s getting lucky day by day”, he thought.









The game pressed on, relentless. A few moves later, Madhuri found herself completely rotated, now facing away from the cube’s center. Ishaan, however, hadn’t shifted much, his frame still squared toward her, his eyes locked on her back.

She balanced awkwardly, her limbs splayed across the mat. But as she stood there, twisted into this new position, a realization crept in. Turning around is not seeming like a safe choice anymore. But she couldn’t back out now, not without looking foolish or, worse, suspicious.

The cube felt smaller, the air thicker. She could sense him behind her, his presence looming. “Ishaan, right hand on blue,” Abhi said, and Madhuri heard the rustle of fabric as Ishaan shifted, his body inching closer.

The game continued, each move bringing them into tighter quarters. Madhuri’s arms stretched overhead, her kurti riding up further, and she cursed herself for not wearing something more modest.

Ishaan’s breath was warm against the back of her neck, and she fought to keep her focus on the game, on the colors, on anything but the tension coiling in her gut.

Suddenly, Madhuri felt something pressing against her from behind. Glancing back, she noticed a bulge in Ishaan’s shorts. “Oh no, he’s got an erection,” she whispered to herself, instantly regretting her choice of tight, revealing clothes.

She couldn’t help but wonder if her teasing from the day before had sparked his attraction.

“Ishaan, you okay back there?” she asked, her voice tight, trying to sound casual.

“Fine, Aunty,” he replied, his tone smooth. “Just trying to keep up with you. You’re making this tough.” There was a hint of a smirk in his voice, and it sent a jolt through her.

Shame flooded her. "He’s innocent. I did this. I made him feel this way." She bit her lip, trying to focus on the game, but the heat of his body behind her was impossible to ignore.

The living room felt like it was shrinking, the 3D Twister cube a claustrophobic maze of colored markers and unspoken tension. Abhi’s next call came “Mom, right hand on green.”


She scanned above but found no accessible green markers. A lone green spot on the wall ahead caught her attention, and she leaned and reached for it. After a couple more turns, she realized she was bent over, her rear entirely open to Ishaan.

With her hands and feet planted on the floor, Madhuri’s legs stretched out, the leggings pulling taut against her skin. Ishaan’s hands rested on a side wall toward which she was oriented. Then, she felt it, a subtle but unmistakable pressure against her backside.

“Looking good, Mom, hang in there.” Abhi said, looking at his mom in a doggy-style stance, his voice oddly cheerful. “Ishaan, right hand, yellow.”

Ishaan shifted, and Madhuri felt his boner poke and rub between her ass cheeks. She jolts in shock. Ishaan’s body was pressed closer than necessary, and through the thin fabric of her leggings, she could feel the hard outline of his arousal.

"G0d, Ishaan is big," she swallowed hard, her mind screaming at her to stay composed. She bit her lip to stifle a gasp. Her mind screamed at her to stop the game, to walk away, but her body betrayed her with a rush of heat she hadn’t felt in years.

She glanced at Abhi, hoping for an out, but he was focused on the spinner, his expression unreadable. “Abhi, maybe we should take a break,” she said, her voice wavering.

“Aw, come on, Mom, you’re doing great!” Abhi replied, his enthusiasm sounding forced. “Just a few more moves. You gotta beat Ishaan today.”

Ishaan chuckled softly behind her, the sound vibrating through her. “Yeah, Aunty, you can’t let me win,” he echoed, his voice dripping with something that wasn’t just playful competition.

“Alright, next move,” Abhi called out, spinning the wheel with a flick of his wrist. “Mom, right hand on blue.” His tone was casual, but there was a calculated precision to his words that Madhuri didn’t catch, too caught up in her own turmoil.

She shifted, stretching to reach the blue marker next to her hand, her body lowering further. Ishaan moved with her, his hips aligning in a way that brought his arousal directly against her pussy through the leggings.

The contact was brief but deliberate, sending a shockwave of sensation through her core. She gasped softly, her body betraying her with a rush of heat that pooled low in her belly.


“Careful, Aunty,” Ishaan murmured, “You don’t want to lose your balance.” She could hear the smirk in his words, and it made her want to scream, to push him away, but her limbs felt heavy, her resolve fraying under the weight of his proximity.

Abhi spun the wheel again, his eyes flicking to his mother’s form. “Mom, left leg on red,” he said, his voice steady but his gaze sharp, taking in every detail. Madhuri hesitated, her breath uneven, but she complied, lifting her leg to place it high on the cube’s side wall.

The movement stretched the leggings even tighter. As she adjusted, she felt a dampness between her thighs, a telltale wet spot forming where the material clung to her. Her face flushed with mortification.

"No, no, please, not now," she prayed silently, hoping neither Abhi nor Ishaan would notice. Her choice of not wearing panties felt like a reckless mistake.

Abhi’s eyes flickered downward, catching the faint darkened patch on her leggings. A smirk crossed his face before he looked away.

“Wow, Aunty,” Ishaan said, his voice low and teasing. “You’re as flexible as a teenager. Didn’t know you had it in you.”

She tried to laugh it off. “Just… trying to keep up,” she mumbled, her voice shaky. The game continued, each spin drawing them into more compromising positions.

Madhuri’s muscles burned from the strain of holding her poses, her body stretched to its limits as Abhi’s voice droned on, calling out moves with a precision that felt almost rehearsed.

The air was thick with the scent of her own sweat and the faint musk of Ishaan’s cologne, a heady mix that made her head spin. She tried to focus on the game, but each further move seemed to pull her deeper into a situation she couldn’t control.

Abhi's voice remained steady but laced with something Madhuri couldn’t quite pinpoint. In a few moves, he had his mom standing, her hands gripping the side wall next to Ishaan, who's now arching his back and bending, facing the top, driving his hips up and knees bent. His hands braced on the cube’s side wall in respective colors.

Giggling at Ishaan’s strained position, Madhuri shook her head. “Tough luck today, Ishaan!” she said with a smirk. “That pose is way too intense, you’re done for, and I’m taking the win!” Yet Ishaan remained rock-solid, unshaken.


Abhi gave the wheel another spin. “Right leg, blue, Mom,” he called out. Madhuri searched for a blue marker, spotting one across from Ishaan. He shot her a sly grin. “Go on, make your move,” he said, chuckling.

Madhuri exasperated, sighing. “Seriously? This game hates me,” she grumbled. Reluctantly, she raised her leg, crossing it over him to land her foot on the blue circle.

Her body hovered above his, her crotch aligned with his. The bulge in his shorts pressed directly against her wet spot, and she stifled a gasp as a jolt of pleasure shot through her. Her nipples hardened, poking through her kurti, and she saw Ishaan’s eyes flicker to them, a hungry edge to his gaze.

Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her temple, and she prayed, desperately, that neither Ishaan nor Abhi noticed the damp spot growing on her leggings or the way her body was reacting against her will.

“You’re doing great, Aunty. How intense is this?” Ishaan said, his voice dripping with mock innocence.

Madhuri’s face flushed deeper. “Just… focus on the game, Ishaan,” she managed, her voice trembling. But the way his erection pressed against her, rubbing slightly with every small movement, was driving her to the edge. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body responding despite her mind’s protests.

Abhi spun again, lowering her hands bringing her body even closer to Ishaan’s.

She hesitated, her arms trembling as she slowly moved one hand down, then the other. Ishaan adjusted his legs, his boner now pressing firmly against her wet spot. She bit her lip hard, suppressing a moan.

Her breasts now dangerously close to his face, her hardened nipples almost grazing his lips through the thin kurti. She could feel his breath, warm and teasing, and her body screamed for release. "I can’t do this. Not in front of Abhi."

Abhi called again, his voice almost gleeful. “Mom, left hand red.”

If she did this, her nipples would brush against Ishaan’s mouth. The thought was unbearable, humiliating and thrilling all at once. She looked at Abhi, then at Ishaan, whose eyes gleamed with something dark and knowing. “I… I can’t,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I’m done.”

She collapsed on the floor of the cube, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Ishaan stood, stretching casually, a grin spreading across his face. “Good game, Aunty,” he said, his tone laced with triumph. “You almost had me. Better prep for next time.”


Madhuri stood, brushing off her kurti, her face burning with shame and confusion. “This was a stupid game,” she muttered, avoiding his gaze. “Anyways well done, Ishaan.”

She turned and hurried to her room, her heart pounding, her body still tingling from the contact. She didn’t see the way Ishaan’s grin widened, or the knowing glance he shared with Abhi.

That night, alone in her bedroom, Madhuri’s fingers hovered over her phone. Her dress was replaced with a nightie. Her mind replayed the game, the way Ishaan’s body had pressed against hers, the way her own body had betrayed her.

She grabbed her phone, hoping for a message from the stalker, but found none.

Frustration surged through her. “This is all your fault,” she typed, “Because of you, Ishaan’s acting strange with me. Things got weird today. You need to do something before he tries anything.”

The response came quickly, the words dripping with malice. “Someone’s turning into a real slut then. Craving that boy’s dick already? Seems like you want him just as much.”

Her face flushed with anger and shame. “No! Stop texting back. There’s nothing like that,” she typed back, but the words felt hollow. Deep down, a part of her couldn’t stop thinking about Ishaan, the way he’d felt against her. She shook her head, trying to banish the thoughts.

DevilzMask’s next message was cruel. “You’re lying to yourself. You deserve to be kept on edge, teased like the needy little thing you are.”

Madhuri’s frustration boiled over. “If you keep me hanging like this, I’ll have to confront Ishaan myself,” she typed, her heart racing. No response came.

She stared at the screen, her mind spiraling back to the game, to Ishaan’s teasing words, his hardness against her. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to will herself to sleep, but the heat in her body refused to fade.









The next morning, Madhuri woke with a start, her dreams a tangled mess of shame and desire. She dragged herself out of bed, splashing cold water on her face to clear her head. She got freshed and changed into a saree.

Downstairs, the living room was empty, no Twister cube, no Ishaan. The absence was both a relief and a strange disappointment. She headed to the kitchen, tying her hair back as she began preparing breakfast, the routine grounding her.

The doorbell rang, and her heart leapt. "Ishaan?" She smoothed her saree, a flicker of excitement betraying her resolve, and opened the door with a hesitant smile. But her face fell as she saw her husband, Ramesh, standing there, his suitcase at his side, a tired but warm smile on his face.

“Surprise,” he said, stepping forward to hug her. “Missed you, Madhuri.”

She forced a smile, pretending to be thrilled. Her mind still reeling from the events of the past week. “I… I missed you too,” she said, her voice tight.

(End of Chapter)





   

 Chapter 8: Blindfold Surprise


Sunday morning broke over the city with a lazy, golden haze, the sun spilling through the curtains, casting long shadows across the marble floor.

The front door creaked open, and her heart jolted, Ramesh shuffled in, his suitcase dragging behind him, his tired frame slouched in a crumpled blazer. At 42, his eyes carried a weariness that matched his limp spirit.

"Home finally," he said, voice hoarse from jetlag, dropping his bag by the sofa.

She straightened, smoothing her saree, covering her navel like a reflex, and forced a smile. "How’s the trip, Ramesh? Wasn't expecting you this early." she asked, stepping closer, her scent, jasmine and sweat, wafting toward him.

He nodded, sinking into the couch, his gaze flickering over her curves, but it dulled fast. "Thought of giving you a surprise, Madhu. Long flight... work was hell," he mumbled, rubbing his temples.

Abhi bounded down the stairs, his lanky frame in a loose tee, eyes lighting up. "Dad! You're back!" he grinned, hugging Ramesh, who ruffled his hair weakly.

"Missed you, Abhi," Ramesh said, then glanced at her. "Everything okay here?"

She nodded quickly, "Yeah, all good," too quick, her saree swishing as she turned back to the kitchen.

Ramesh didn't press, his exhaustion a wall she couldn't breach, not yet.


The doorbell chimed, sharp and sudden, and her pulse spiked, Ishaan. He sauntered in, his athletic frame radiating that cocky heat, his deep eyes glinting as they flicked to her, then Ramesh.

"Uncle! Back from the States? Looking solid," he said, voice smooth, dropping onto the couch beside Ramesh like he owned the place. Madhuri froze, ladle in hand.

"Ishaan, how's it going my boy?" Ramesh smiled, weak but warm.

"I'm doing great, uncle, how's jetlag treating you?" Ishaan grinned, leaning back, his gaze sliding to Madhuri, her thick ass swaying as she moved to the kitchen to bring cookies to the boys.

"Good seeing you all together," Ishaan added, his tone dripping with charm, and Ramesh chuckled, patting his knee. "Good to be home, but work... it's draining"

Madhuri plated a warm bowl of soup, her hands shaky and set it before them, avoiding Ishaan's stare. "Have it, Ramesh, you need it," she murmured, her voice soft,

"Aunty, the soup looks spicy, just like you," he winked, and her knees quaked, a soft "haha" slipping free under her breath. Ramesh laughed, clueless, and she retreated to the sink.

Abhi grabbed a plate, chattering about school, and Ramesh listened, half-there, while Ishaan's eyes stayed on her reminding her of yesterday's game.

"Why is he staring like that?" she hissed to herself, scrubbing a pot, her husband's home, yet Ishaan's heat pulled her deeper.

Ramesh yawned, stretching. "I think I need a nap," he said, and Ishaan nodded, casual. "Take it easy, uncle, I'll keep things lively here."

Madhuri's heart slammed, "Is he staying here even now?" and her abyss widened, Ramesh's return a flicker against the wildfire Ishaan stoked, her shame a shadow she couldn't outrun.









Afternoon melted into a sticky haze, the living room quiet as Abhi dashed upstairs to his room, leaving Ramesh sprawled on the couch, his blazer off, shirt unbuttoned, a glass of water trembling in his hand.

Madhuri lingered in the kitchen, her saree damp with sweat, as she chopped onions.

He appeared then, leaning against the frame, his tee tight over his abs, jeans hugging his bulge, "Aunty, need help?" he asked, voice low, stepping closer, and her breath caught, his scent, sweat and spice, washed over her.

"No, Ishaan, I'll manage," she snapped, sharp, but her hands shook.

He grinned, slow, wild. "You're tense, aunty, everything okay?" His eyes traced her saree, her navel bare, her curves screaming, and her shame crashing in.

"Ramesh is back, that's all," she mumbled, swiftly covering her navel and turning away, but he stepped into the kitchen, voice dropping.

"Uncle looks beat, guess US didn't spark him up, huh?"

Her heart slammed, he's poking already, and she glared, weak.

"He's fine, Ishaan. He just needs some rest. Now go," she hissed, but he shrugged, sauntering back to Ramesh, leaving her reeling, unquenched.

Ramesh sipped his water, eyes half-closed, and Ishaan dropped beside him, casual as sin. "Uncle, you're a legend, two weeks dealing big in the US, even with a hot wife waiting at home, how's it feel to meet her again?" he asked, tone smooth, probing, and Ramesh chuckled, tired.

"Feels good, Ishaan, everything's fine" But his voice cracked, faint, and Ishaan's eyes glinted. He smells it, the weakness.

Ishaan leaned in, "Really? ‘Cause aunty doesn't look... happy, you know?"  his voice soft, concerned, like a friend and Ramesh's smile faltered, his glass clinking on the table.


Madhuri froze at the sink, "What's he doing now?" carefully hearing whispers from the living room.

"She's fine, Ishaan," Ramesh muttered, but Ishaan pressed, slow.

"Nah, uncle, saw her this morning, she's fire and all, but something's off between you two. Work stress getting to you?" Ramesh shifted, uncomfortable, and Ishaan's tone dipped lower. "Promise I won't tell a soul, just you and me, man to man."

The room thickened, silence stretching, and Ramesh sighed, heavy, drowning in it. "Listen, Ishaan... it's not work," he whispered, head dropping, shame flooding.

"It's me, I can't... perform, you know? Madhuri's a dream wife for any man, but I'm limp and useless."

His voice broke, raw, and Madhuri's knife slipped, "He's telling him?", her heart racing, guilt and heat tangling wild. Ishaan nodded, all sympathy, but his eyes gleamed, Got you. "Damn, uncle, that's rough.”

Ramesh rubbed his face, drowning deeper. "Few years back, it was wild, Madhuri, she'd moan so loud and she was insatiable. But now? I try, and nothing, she looks disappointed and hides it, but I see it. Last time, I couldn't even get hard, she just... sighed and slept." His confession spilled, thick with shame, and Ishaan listened, slow, hungry.

"She deserves more, Ishaan, I know it," Ramesh gasped, and Madhuri's knees quaked, "He's right, but not like this", her shame a blade twisting deeper.

Ishaan leaned closer, voice a purr. "Uncle, I'll tell you one thing. You're lucky as hell to have her as a wife, but I get it, limp's a killer, and I know a fix. Wanna try?"

Ramesh looked confused and torn between agreeing or refusing.

"Add a kink to spice it up uncle, she'd scream again" Ramesh looked, hesitant, "What do you mean my boy?"

Ishaan grinned, wild. "Blindfold her tonight, tell her it's a surprise, gift her a sexy dress. She won't know what's hitting her, imagine her guessing, squirming, that thrill might get you hard and satisfy her deep, trust me it can work." Ramesh's eyes widened, a flicker of hope.

Madhuri's breath hitched, "Blindfold? What is he talking about?"


"Do you think it'll work?" Ramesh murmured, doubtful, but Ishaan clapped his shoulder, bold.

"Trust me, uncle, thought of her not knowing who's fucking her? That's fire. She'll beg and you'll deliver, I'm telling you, it's the cure," Ramesh nodded slow, shame easing.

“Thanks, Ishaan. I should’ve met you sooner, I’d have picked up something spicy for her from the US,” Ramesh said with a chuckle. “Here, take my card. I’m a little tired. Can you grab a nice dress for her tonight?” he asked. Ishaan grinned, nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find. But don’t be tired for the night!”

Madhuri gripped the counter as her mind swirled with unease, "What’s he plotting?" she wondered, feeling torn. She tried to keep her thoughts reserved around Ishaan, yet finding herself drawn to bolder, more seductive notions.

That evening, Ishaan showed Ramesh the dress he’d chosen.

A sultry black rhinestone-embellished mini bodycon dress with a halter cowl neckline and open back, paired with a red lace lingerie set featuring rhinestone accents, a garter belt, and fishnet stockings, finished with metallic silver stilettos, dangling crystal earrings, and a sleek silver clutch.

Ramesh’s eyes sparkled, picturing his wife in it. “Ishaan, this is perfect, she’ll look incredible,” he said, brimming with excitement.

Ishaan smirked, thinking to himself, "Yeah, perfect for me," and hands a purple satin blindfold.










Later that night, after dinner, Ramesh got up, a mix of nerves and thrill in his demeanor, and beckoned Madhuri. “Love, I’ve got a surprise for you. After your chores, put on this dress and wait in the bedroom by 11 PM. Make sure to wear the blindfold, okay? Trust me, you’ll enjoy it.” His voice wavered with excitement. Madhuri turned, forcing a cheerful nod.

“Whatever you say, honey.” she said, her tone flat. Her thoughts spiraled "Ishaan’s playing him. Is this dress part of his scheme? What does he want from me?"

It's 10:30 PM, shadows dancing across the walls like secrets waiting to spill. Ramesh lounged on the couch, his shirt loose, a glass of whiskey trembling in his hand, Ishaan's doing, the bottle of Old Monk he'd “found” in the kitchen now half-empty.

Madhuri had slipped upstairs to change. Downstairs, Ishaan leaned closer to Ramesh, his deep eyes glinting as he poured another shot. "Uncle, you're living quite a dream huh? Hot wife, big house." he said, voice smooth, slow, a predator cloaked in charm.

Ramesh chuckled, tipsy, the liquor loosening his tongue. "Madhuri's... something, Ishaan, I feel so lucky," he slurred, sipping deep, and Ishaan grinned, wild, leaning in.

"Something? Uncle, she's a bomb, those curves, every time that ass sways under the saree, damn, you're blessed."

Ramesh blinked, a flush creeping up his neck, and Ishaan's tone dipped lower. "She's glowing today, huh? All tense and waiting for you."

Ramesh laughed, shaky, the whiskey hitting hard. “Yeah, she’s gorgeous, but I… I’ve been off my game lately,” he mumbled, shame flickering, and Ishaan pounced, subtle, hungry.

"Nah, uncle, she'll beg for it tonight, you can tell. If I were in your shoes, I’d.." He paused, letting it hang, Ramesh, woozy, squinted at him. “Come on, my boy, you can be straight with me.”

Ishaan smirked. "I'd fantasize about her all day, pin her down on the bed, get her tight body squirming, and make her moans loud enough to wake the neighbors" Ramesh's glass froze mid-air, his eyes wide, and Ishaan's voice turned thick, teasing. "Bet that's what you're planning tonight too, huh?"


Madhuri primped herself in the bedroom, slipping into the dress with care.

But then it hit her, she’d forgotten to lock the storeroom. Wrapping herself in a soft, hooded long robe, she tiptoed toward the stairs.

A chatter noise from the living room made her freeze. “What was that?” she whispered to herself.

Ramesh hesitated, drunk, mumbling, "Maybe… yeah," and Ishaan pulled his phone out, casually, hitting record under the table.

"Tell me, uncle, tell me how'd you fuck her?" he purred, Madhuri flinched, her mind racing. “What’s he talking about?” she whispered to herself, ears pricked for every word and Ramesh balked, slurring, "Ishaan, this is... getting too much my boy."

Ishaan replied, "Don't worry uncle. I'll just help you get that spark going," the liquor softened him, his resistance fading. "Okay, fine, just... don't tell her," he gasped, and Ishaan nodded, recording every word.

"Blindfolded, I'd... touch her slowly as she’s sleeping, her thighs, her breasts, say, ‘Madhuri, you're mine tonight,'" Ramesh started, voice rough, drunk, and Ishaan egged him on, low. "Yeah, keep going," Ramesh swayed, lost in it.

"I'd pull her close, say, ‘Feel me, baby, your husband's back,' spread her legs, fuck her deep and she'd scream, maybe" His words stumbled, raw, and Ishaan's grin widened, his phone catching every slur, every dirty thought. "That's it, uncle, hot as hell. She'd love that, go on," he said, pouring more whiskey, Ramesh gulping it down, eyes glazing.

Madhuri's knees quaked on the stairs, "Why's he recording him?" her heart slamming, shame and heat tangling wild.

Ramesh's head lolled, the liquor winning, and Ishaan encouraged, his voice a lullaby as Ramesh slowly dozed off, glass slipping out cold.

Ishaan paused the recording, a sly smirk spreading across his face. “Step one, done,” he muttered to himself, and glanced up, spotting her shadow.


"Hey aunty, I think uncle drank too much, can you help me tuck him in?" he called, voice innocent, and her breath hitched.

"Did he know I was listening?" she muttered under her breath, torn between dread and a strange pull as she descended the stairs, his eyes locking onto her with unsettling intensity.

The blindfold strip, dangled in her right hand, her juicy lips parted, her brown eyes darting to Ramesh, slumped on the couch, snoring soft, whiskey on his breath.

Ishaan lounged beside him, too casual, yet too bold and looked up slow and wild, tracing her deep eyes as she stepped closer.

Her heart slammed, "He's drunk, Ishaan, it's your fault," she snapped, sharp, but her voice trembled.

He shrugged and stood up, stepping nearer, voice low. "I was just helping him relax, aunty, he needed it." His eyes flicked to the blindfold, which she quickly covered.

She bent to shake him, "Ramesh, Get up, come on," she hissed, but he groaned, limp, and Ishaan chuckled, soft.

"He's gone, aunty, had too much Old Monk. Shame, you look... ready for something" His tone dipped, sexy, and she straightened, glaring, weak.

"Enough, Ishaan, I know what you're doing," she snapped sharp, but her eyes betrayed her, looking at the bulge in his pants, wild and excited.

He stepped closer, towering her, and her breath caught, a soft "huhh" slipping free. "Do you, aunty? Then why're you still holding that in your hand?" he murmured, voice thick.

Her stomach dropped, "I... it's for Ramesh," she lied, clutching it, her guilt a whisper she ignored.

Ishaan grinned, wilder. "Sure, aunty, but I’m talking about that champagne in your left hand. Wanna have a round with me?" She paused and Ishaan added, "I meant with the wine."

"N-No thanks," her heart slammed, "He's testing me", she gasped, stepping back, but he stepped forward, slow, predatory.

"The night is long and cold, aunty. Uncle's asleep, what are you gonna do?" His eyes pierced her, her knees buckled and her nipples hardened through the fabric.

She swallowed hard. Ramesh drunk, Abhi sleeping in his room, Ishaan here, and she decided.

"I'll... wait for Ramesh," she murmured, a lie, turning to the bedroom, the blindfold trembling in her grip.

Ishaan watched her go, smirking, then entered Abhi’s room, finding him headphones on, oblivious. He yanked them off, voice low, urgent. "Tonight's it, peek through your parents' door, 11 PM. Don't miss it."

Abhi's eyes widened, shock and thrill tangling, his cuckold heart racing. "For real?" he stammered, and Ishaan grinned, bold.

"She knows it's me, but she'll play along, watch her break." Abhi nodded shaky, his dick twitching, for the moment he’d been craving for so long.









Madhuri reached the bedroom, shutting the door soft, without locking it. She removed the robe, her skin glowing in the dim light, slipping the blindfold onto her eyes, surrendering into the darkness.

She slid under the bedsheet, her thick thighs parting, waiting, "He'll come, and I'll let him, I cannot wait any longer."

Ishaan lingered downstairs, Ramesh snoring, his phone with the recording ready, "She'll pretend, I'll pretend, and we'll see who breaks first", his cock hard, his game a trap she'd walked into, blindly and willingly.

The clock struck 11 PM, the house cloaked in a restless silence, the bedroom bathed in the faint glow of a bedside lamp, its light spilling over Madhuri's trembling form.

She lay beneath the thin bedsheet, the embellished dress, a slinky, sinful thing, clinging to her curves, the plunging neckline teasing her cleavage.

"Is he going to come?" she whispered, her voice a shiver, her brown eyes hidden but burning beneath the silk.

The door creaked, slow, deliberate, and locked from inside, her heart slammed, "He's here", her breath hitching as footsteps padded closer, the mattress dipping under his weight.

Abhi hid himself behind a curtain, turning on the lights and Ishaan slid beside her on the bed, as he watched his prey, sleeping blind and vulnerable.

Noticing her breath getting heavy, he pulled his phone out, Ramesh's slurred recording ready, and hit play low, the voice crackling soft: "Madhuri, you're mine tonight."

Her head tilted, "Ramesh?" She knows it's him, Ishaan, her body knowing, her mind playing the game.

He smirked, sliding closer, his heat washing over her, "Honey... finally home for you," he murmured, Ramesh's voice looping through the phone, rough and drunk, and he tugged the bedsheet slow, peeling it off her like unwrapping a forbidden gift.

The sultry black rhinestone dress glowed in the light, her curves screaming, her nipples stiff beneath the fabric, and he growled low, the recording syncing: "Fuck, you're hot, look at you, all dolled up for me"

"Uhm, Ramesh... you're different tonight," she said, as his eyes devoured her, raw.

"I'm just hungry, baby, been dreaming of this day for past two weeks," he purred, Ramesh's voice a mask, his own lust bleeding through, slow, seductive, oozing passion.

She squirmed, blind, her thighs brushing, her pussy gushing. Her hands twitching to stop him, guilt flickering.


"Ramesh, this is... new to me," she gasped, voice trembling, and he leaned in, his breath hot on her neck, the recording whispering "That's why it's fun, baby, I will taste every inch of you."

"Oh G0d," she whispered to herself. His fingers grazed the hem of her dress, lifting it just enough to bare her thighs, and her knees quaked, her crave surging.

"You're so... naughty tonight," she murmured, acting shocked.

Ishaan's hand slid higher, brushing her inner thigh, his touch rough, electric, and he growled through Ramesh's voice: "Anything for you, baby, this dress is a sin on you, it's begging to come off."

Her breath hitched, a soft "Aahh" slipping free. She knows he's going for it. The thought of her son's friend's hands on her thighs drove her crazy, but her hands shot up, weak, grabbing his wrist.

"Ramesh, wait," she stammered, guilt spiking. He paused, then pushed her hands down, slow, firm, the recording purring, "A good wife fulfills her husband, Madhuri, Be a good wife tonight." Her heart slammed, her resistance crumbled, while her body screamed yes.

A soft yelp,“Mmm,” slipped from her lips, her body caught between guilt and the fire pulsing through her veins. Blindfolded, her senses sharpened, every sound and touch electric against her skin.

Ishaan’s voice, cloaked in Ramesh’s slurred recording, rumbled low and commanding.

Ishaan (in Ramesh’s voice) : “Get up, baby. Give me a lap dance. Show me what my wife can do.”

Madhuri froze, her breath catching. “A lap dance?” she gasped, her voice a mix of shock and hesitation.

Madhuri : “Ramesh, no, I… I can’t. I’ve never..”

Ishaan : “Come on, baby,” he purred, “I know my wife’s got it in her. Let’s see those hips move.”

He reached for his speaker, playing a sultry Bollywood track, “Fevicol Se” blaring through the room, its pulsing beat filling the air with heat. The rhythm thumped, urging her body to move.

Madhuri hesitated, her hands gripping the edge of the bed. She knew it was Ishaan, behind the voice, she’d caught his cologne, that sinful spice from last night’s game, but she played along, letting him think she was fooled.


Madhuri : “Oh, Ramesh, you're in a cheeky mood, aren't you?,” she murmured, a shy smile tugging at her lips as she stood, swaying slightly, trying not to stumble in her blindfolded haze.

Her hips twitched, tentative at first, mimicking the hook steps she’d seen in countless Bollywood films. She rolled her shoulders, her dress catching the light, her curves swaying to the beat.

Her hands grazed her sides, tracing her waist as she stepped forward, her movements stiff but loosening with every beat.

"Damn, Mom," Abhi muttered under his breath, hidden by the drapes.

Ishaan, sitting at the edge of the bed, leaned back, smirking, his eyes raking over her. “Fuck, baby, look at you,” he growled through Ramesh’s voice. “That ass, those curves, slutty and sexy as hell. You’re killing me.” The lewd edge in his tone sent a shiver down her spine, her pussy pulsed despite the flicker of shame in her chest.

Madhuri flushed, brushing off his words with a nervous laugh. “Stop it, Ramesh,” she teased, her voice playful but trembling, her hips swaying wider now, her legs stepping in rhythm, one foot crossing the other as she spun slowly, her dress flaring. She was getting into it, her shyness melting under the music and his praise.

Ishaan’s eyes flicked to Abhi, his face pale with nerves. Ishaan’s grin widened, and gave a subtle nod, signaling Abhi to join.

Abhi’s eyes widened, shaking his head frantically, but Ishaan’s stare was unrelenting. “Come on,” he mouthed, his expression firm. Abhi swallowed hard, his heart racing, and shuffled forward, reluctantly sliding into Ishaan’s spot on the bed as Ishaan stepped aside, still controlling the phone.

“That's it, Madhu,” Ishaan continued, Ramesh’s voice dripping with lust. “Kareena wouldn't match you at all. Those curves can drive any guy crazy. Show me all you got.”

Madhuri giggled, her cheeks burning, her body buzzing with excitement. “You’re so wicked, Ramesh,” she purred, thinking it was Ishaan watching her, unaware her own son now sat in his place.

She swayed closer, her hips rolling in slow, sensual circles, her hands sliding up to her hair, tossing it dramatically as the music pulsed. She arched her back, her ass jutting out, then dipped low, her thighs parting slightly as she moved.

Abhi’s breath hitched, his eyes locked on his mom's body, guilt and arousal twisting in his gut. Her performance was hypnotic, her hips grinding to the beat, her legs stepping in sync, one hand trailing down her stomach as she fondled her breasts through the dress, squeezing them lightly, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Aahh.. you like this?” she teased, her voice sultry.

“Fuck, yes,” Ishaan growled through the recording, his eyes glinting as he watched Abhi squirm. “Keep going, baby. Show me how bad you can be.”

Madhuri turned, her back to the bed, and gave her ass a playful spank, the sound sharp against the music. She stuck it out, swaying it side to side, her dress inching up to reveal a glimpse of her panties beneath her full curves.

Abhi’s excitement surged, recalling the incident on the bus, his shorts tightening as precum leaked, staining the fabric. His hands twitched, desperate to touch her, his mind screaming at the wrongness of it all.


On the other hand, Madhuri is craving Ishaan's touch and struggles to restrain her desire. Ramesh's voice cut through. “Damn, now rub that ass on my thighs, baby. Let me feel you.”

Madhuri giggled, her voice breathy. “As you say, honey,” she purred, still believing it was Ishaan. She backed up, bending slightly, and lowered her ass onto Abhi's lap, grinding slowly and deliberately, the dress sliding against Abhi’s jeans.

She circled her hips as she pressed herself against him and abhi’s body tensed, his breath ragged, his arousal overwhelming as he can feel her warmth. The wet spot on his shorts grew, and he bit his lip, fighting to stay silent.

Uncontrolled, he suddenly squeezed her ass through her dress, sparking her excitement, prompting her to arch her hips closer to his tiny erection.

She grinds against it, causing Abhi to sweat and quiver with arousal, but she senses nothing there. Confused by her blindfold, she reaches back to reposition herself.

Before Madhuri could sense any change, Ishaan swiftly moved in, pushing Abhi aside.

Abhi, face red and pulse hammering, retreated to the curtain while Ishaan effortlessly took over.

Madhuri reached back obliviously to reposition herself again, grinding her ass against his cock. She then feels a thick, throbbing bulge pressing into her cheeks. “Looks like someone's enjoying the show,” she teased, her voice playful yet dripping with heat.

Ishaan smirked, leaning closer, Ramesh’s voice purring through the phone. “Honey, you have no idea how much I’m loving this. Keep going, make me lose my mind.”
She laughed softly, her body still moving, completely unaware of the twisted moment that had just unfolded.

Madhuri faced Ishaan again, her fingers tracing the outline of her breasts, squeezing them lightly through the shimmering fabric as she swayed to the beat.

She dipped low, her knees bending, tossed her hair, teasing her cleavage, her head tilted, her lips parted, and she murmured, “Is this what you wanted, Ramesh?”

The recording purred, “This is more than I dreamed, baby, fuck, you’re perfect.” Her cheeks flushed, her body buzzing with the thrill of the game.

She straightened, her body swaying closer as she lifted one leg slightly, brushing her foot along the floor in a slow, deliberate slide. Her hands roamed her thighs, fingers tracing the stockings.

She swayed her hips to the fading notes of the song, letting her fingers glide up her inner thigh, teasingly close to the edge of her dress, her lips curling into a playful smile.

Fully aware of Ishaan’s attention, she longed to flaunt her beauty to the attractive guest in her home, teasingly playing along, her pulse quickening as she felt more alive and youthful than ever.


Ramesh’s voice growled low through the phone. “I can't wait anymore. Strip for me, baby. Let me see every inch of you.”

Madhuri’s breath caught, a flush creeping up her neck. “Uhmm.. Ramesh,” she murmured, her voice trembling with a shy thrill.

"Go on, I am dying to see what's behind it." he urged enticingly, unbuttoning his shirt. She hesitated, her hands hovering at the hem of her dress, then began to peel it up, inch by inch.

Her hips swayed gently, keeping rhythm with the music’s afterglow, as she lifted one leg, placing her foot on the mattress beside him.

Her fingers found the garter belt’s clasp, unhooking it with a soft snap, letting it fall to the floor. Then, bending slightly, she rolled down the first fishnet stocking, her hands gliding along her leg, peeling the sheer fabric off slowly, her curves illuminated by the dim light.

She repeated with the other leg, her foot still perched on the bed, her body exposed and vulnerable as she tossed the stockings aside.

Then she lifted the dress over her thighs, revealing the red lace panties that outlined a cameltoe. She paused, one hand instinctively covering them, her shyness battling her arousal.

“Fuck, stop teasing me like that,” he purred, his tone dripping with lust.

She giggled nervously, then slowly reached for the halter tie at her neck, as she tugged the knot loose, the cowl neckline slipping down, revealing the red lace bra beneath, its delicate straps hugging her shoulders.

Her cheeks burned as she tugged the dress higher, slipping it over her waist, then her breasts, before she pulled it over her head.

The fabric fell to the floor, leaving her in the lingerie, bra barely containing her curves, panties hugging her hips. She crossed her arms over her chest, her legs shifting to cover herself, but her body betrayed her, her nipples stiff against the bra, her thighs slick with need.

Ishaan stood, lowering the volume of the song. His presence loomed as he stepped closer. “Now it’s my turn, darling,” his voice low and commanding through the recording.

Without warning, he pushed her gently but firmly onto the bed, the mattress sinking under her weight.


She gasped, her body tingling as he climbed beside her, his rough hand gripping both her wrists, pinning them above her head with a single, strong hold.

Madhuri : “Ramesh,” she whispered, her voice quivering, “your hands… they’re so rough.”

The thought of Ishaan, her son’s friend, holding her down with her body exposed, sent a fresh wave of heat through her. She squirmed, her breasts heaving, her blindfold keeping her in a haze of anticipation.

Ishaan : “You have no idea how much you’re turning me on,” he growled, his free hand grazing her collarbone, slow and deliberate, sending shivers across her skin.

His fingers trailed down, brushing the edge of her bra, teasing the sensitive skin just above her nipple. She gasped, her back arching slightly, her breath coming in short, heavy bursts.

Madhuri : “Mmmh,” she moaned softly, her body trembling as his fingers danced unpredictably, skimming her ribs, tracing the curve of her waist, then dipping low to graze the inside of her thigh above the knee.

Each touch was light, electric, leaving her guessing where he’d go next, her pussy throbbing with need.

Abhi, hidden behind the curtain, watched it all, his heart pounding, his shorts still damp from earlier. His mother’s body, barely covered, writhed under Ishaan’s touch, her soft moans filling the room. His guilt twisted in his chest, but he couldn’t look away.

Ishaan’s fingers circled her navel, then slid up to brush the underside of her breast.

Ishaan : “Look at you, squirming for me.”

Madhuri : “Ramesh… you’re driving me crazy” , her shaky voice laced with both shame and craving. She tugged against his grip, not to escape but to feel his strength, while her husband is lost in deep slumber.


His fingers grazed her inner thigh again, higher this time, brushing the edge of her lace panties.

Madhuri : “Aahh,” her hips twitched, she let out a soft moan completely unaware of her son’s eyes on her.

Ishaan’s eyes caught the growing wet spot on her panty, a smirk curling his lips.

Ishaan : “Who's enjoying the show now?” he teased, Ramesh’s slurred voice crackling through the phone, dripping with amusement.

Madhuri : “Stop it, Ramesh” she whispered, turning her face away with burning cheeks. Her voice was shaky but laced with heat, her thighs pressing together instinctively.

His rough hand grazed up her inner thigh, slow and deliberate, inching closer to the damp spot. Her breath hitched and her head spinned as his fingers brushed her sensitive area over the wet panties, sending a jolt of dizzying pleasure through her.

Madhuri : “Oh G0d,” she moaned softly, her mind flashing to the first time she saw Ishaan at the door, his attractive boyish charm, now transformed into this bold, commanding presence.

The idea that a man so young, so close to her son’s age, could want her this way was wrong but intoxicating.

His fingers pressed against her cameltoe, rubbing slow circles over the soaked panty, and she squirmed.

Madhuri : “Ramesh… you’re too much,” she gasped, playing along, her voice trembling with need.


Ishaan’s gaze dropped to her breasts, her nipples straining against the bra. Without warning, he leaned down, his mouth capturing one through the fabric, sucking gently.

Madhuri jolted, a louder moan escaping her lips.

Madhuri : “Ohh!” she jolted, a louder moan escaping her lips, shock and pleasure mingling as he held her wrists tighter, his fingers still teasing her wet panties.

Abhi, hidden behind the curtain, watched, his hand moving frantically inside his shorts, his breath ragged with guilt at the sight of his mother’s writhing form.

Ishaan tugged the bra down with his free hand, exposing one breast, her dark nipple hard and begging. He latched onto it, sucking firmly, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud.

Madhuri’s breath came in heavy gasps, her body overwhelmed, her free breast heaving as she moaned.

Madhuri : “Honey, oh G0d, you’ve never been this… passionate.” Her voice broke, her excitement surging as he kissed up her chest to her neck, his lips hot and relentless.

He pulled the other cup of her bra down, both breasts now bare, and fondled them. His rough fingers kneading her soft flesh, while landing kisses on her neck drew another moan from her lips.

Ishaan : “Those plump lips of yours are absolutely irresistible,” he murmured through, his face hovering near hers, his breath warm against her mouth. Madhuri sensed him, her blindfolded world narrowing to his presence, her control slipping.

Unable to resist, she surged forward, her lips seeking his in a desperate kiss. Ishaan pulled back just enough to build the tension, paused then leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss.

Their lips moved hungrily, tongues tangling, and Madhuri felt a rush of youth, her body alive, her moans muffled against his mouth.


His hand drifted lower, slipping under the waistband of her panties. Madhuri tensed, her face turning away again.

Madhuri : “No, please,” she pleaded as she arched her back, trying to pull away. But Ishaan pressed on, his fingers grazing the soft stubble on her pussy, then finding her wet, pulsing lips, pausing there as her heat enveloped him.

She bit her lip, her body betraying her protest, and Ishaan kissed her again, deep and possessive, his fingers sliding into her warm, slick pussy, rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles.

Madhuri’s mind spiraled, a sudden flash to a moment on that crowded bus with the stalker. The memory felt eerily similar, but she shook it off.

Madhuri : “I’m losing my mind,” she gasped.

Her kisses grew frantic, struggling to match Ishaan’s rhythm as his two fingers plunged deeper, curling inside her, stroking her clit with expert precision.

Madhuri : “Ish.. err.. Ramesh..” she moaned, nearly slipping and saying “Ishaan” before catching herself, her voice breathless, “you’re… ahh… too good.”

Both were sweating now, their bodies slick, lost in the heat of the moment. Madhuri’s moans filled the room, her arms pinned above her head, her hips bucking against his hand, her breasts heaving under his touch. Abhi, still hidden, fapped furiously with his eyes locked.

Ishaan’s lips pulled away from their fevered kiss, his breath hot against her ear, “Your lips are so tasty, honey. Now I’m hungry for those down there,” The words sent a jolt through Madhuri, her cheeks flushing as her pussy pulsed with anticipation.

Before she could respond, Ishaan reached for a pair of handcuffs from the bedside, his movements swift but deliberate. The cold metal clicked around her wrists, securing them to the headboard.

Madhuri’s breath caught a strange mix of unease and surrender washing over her. “Ramesh… what are you…,” she whispered, her voice trembling, too overwhelmed to protest, her body craving whatever came next. She tugged lightly against the cuffs, testing them, but her arousal drowned any hesitation.

Ishaan stripped off his shorts and shirt, his muscled frame now bare, his 9-inch cock hard and ready.

With a quick, deliberate motion, he tore her bra, the fabric ripping away to reveal her full breasts, her nipples stiff in the cool air. Then, his fingers hooked into her soaked panties, yanking them off in one swift pull, leaving her completely naked.

He knelt on the bed, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her legs wide.

Madhuri :  “Wait!” she gasped, “Oh G0d, you are wild!” she said, her voice thick with shame, her body squirming, trying to cover herself, but the handcuffs held her fast, her legs spread helplessly.

Abhi, hidden behind the curtain, froze, his eyes wide, mouth dry, as he saw his mother’s naked body splayed on the bed, her curves glistening with sweat, her wrists bound. His hand slowed in his shorts, his arousal warring with shock, unable to look away.

Ishaan’s smirk deepened, his eyes drinking in Madhuri’s exposed form, her full breasts, the soft stubble above her glistening pussy, her thighs trembling. He lowered himself between her legs, his hands sliding up to press her breasts, kneading them firmly as his mouth found her pussy.

His tongue flicked over her wet lips, slow and teasing, tracing her folds before dipping inside. Madhuri’s body arched, a loud moan escaping her lips, “Ohhh, G0d!” The sensation was electric, unlike anything she’d felt before, his tongue exploring her with deliberate skill, circling her clit, then plunging deeper.


Her thighs quaked and her hips bucked against his mouth as he sucked gently, his hands squeezing her breasts, fingers brushing her nipples.

“Ramesh… where did you learn all this?” she gasped, her voice thick with ecstasy, her mind reeling at the intensity.

Ishaan pulled back just enough to let Ramesh’s recorded voice answer, “There’s always more to experience, honey.” His tongue returned, lapping at her clit, twisting her with pleasure as he pressed her breasts harder, her moans filling the room.

Abhi watched, his mouth watering, his hand moving faster now, captivated by his mother’s writhing form, her pleasure undeniable.

Madhuri’s head thrashed, her blindfold hiding her blissed-out expression, her body surrendering completely. “So good… ohh,” she moaned, her voice raw, her arousal drowning out any lingering guilt.

After a few minutes of relentless exploration, Ishaan rose, his cock throbbing, and positioned himself between her legs. Madhuri sensed the shift, her breath catching as she felt the thick, hard length brush past her navel, its size unmistakable.

Her mind flickered to Ramesh, asleep in the living room, the sting of guilt sharp but fleeting. She’d been haunted by the stalker, her body starved for release, and now, with Ishaan, everything she’d craved was within reach.

She swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper, “Go on, darling… I missed you so much these last two weeks. I can’t wait any longer.” Her cheeks burned red with nervous anticipation.

Ishaan’s smirk widened, his hand guiding his cock to her pussy, the tip brushing her slick lips, rubbing slowly along her slit.

Madhuri’s thighs trembled, instinctively closing in shame, but his hands held them apart, and he pushed inside, slow and deliberate.

Her body tensed, a gasp escaping as his thick length stretched her tight, wet pussy, her soul feeling like it was unraveling. “Ohhh, Ramesh!” she moaned, her voice breaking as he began to move, thrusting slowly, each stroke hitting deep, filling her completely.

“Fuck, you’re tight, honey,” the voice growled, and Ishaan paced up, his hips driving harder, his hands gripping her breasts, squeezing as he fucked her.


Madhuri’s moans grew louder, her breath ragged. Her toes curled and her body trembled with every stroke of his monster cock, a sensation so intense, so new, it overwhelmed her.

Madhuri : “More… give me... more,” she pleaded, her voice desperate, her pussy clenching around him.

Ishaan leaned down, his chest brushing against hers in missionary, his lips finding her neck, kissing and sucking as he thrust harder, his hands kneading her breasts.

Madhuri’s moans became cries, her body rocking with his, the handcuffs rattling as she pulled against them, lost in the pleasure.

Abhi fapped furiously, a dream unfolding in front of him, his breath shallow, his eyes locked on his mother’s taking his bully deep, yet his own craving grew, frustrated by Ishaan’s rule that he could only observe.

Ishaan : “Turn around,” he growl sounded like a command. He uncuffed her wrists just long enough to flip her onto her stomach, guiding her to her knees, her ass raised high. Madhuri’s heart raced, her body pliant, too consumed by desire to resist.

He positioned her in doggy style, his hand delivering a sharp spank to her ass, the sound cracking through the room.

Madhuri : “Aaahh!” she moaned loudly, her voice raw, her cheeks flushing as the sting mixed with pleasure.

Ishaan : “Keep it low,” the voice said, as he spanked her again, harder. Madhuri bit her lip, her face pressing into the cushion.

Madhuri : “Sorry, honey,” she gasped, her voice muffled, trembling with arousal. “I couldn’t help it… you were never this hot.”

Ishaan reached up, unlocking the handcuffs with a soft click, freeing her wrists.

Her mind lost in the heat of his touch as she arched her back, pressing herself into him as he resumed fucking her, his cock sliding in and out, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her.

With each powerful thrust, Madhuri felt the blindfold loosen, slipping slightly. Her breath caught as it shifted, and through one eye, she caught a glimpse in the bedside mirror, a fleeting reflection of Ishaan’s muscular, naked frame behind her, his cock plunging deep into her.

His handsome frame, slick with sweat, was focused, intense, his body dominating hers. Her heart raced, the sight amplifying her arousal, but she didn’t want to break the spell of the night. Quickly, she tugged the blindfold back into place, her cheeks burnt with her body craving more.


Her mind spun, a flood of regret washed over her, she’d waited weeks, tormented by the stalker, craving release, when Ishaan, this bold, commanding guy, had been in her house all along. She cursed herself for not acting sooner, yet clung to the secret that she knew it was him, believing he was unaware of her knowledge.

Ishaan smirked, fully aware of the game, having orchestrated every moment. He positioned himself behind her, his cock sliding back into her tight, wet pussy, thrusting deep with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Madhuri’s muffled moans vibrated into the pillow she is biting, her teeth sinking into the fabric as she clutched the bedsheet. “Ugghh,” she groaned, her body rocking with each thrust, the pleasure overwhelming, her mind lost in the realization of how good he was.

He picked up the pace, his hands gripping her hips, then sliding to pull her arms, tugging them to her back gently as he fucked her harder, his cock hitting deep inside her.

Another sharp spank landed on her ass, drawing a stifled cry from her lips. “Oh G0d… don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice shaking, her body quivering as a new, intense sensation built with each thrust, a pleasure unlike anything she’d felt before. Her thighs trembled, her pussy clenching around him, the heat coiling tighter.

Ishaan’s thrusts grew relentless, his hand spanking her again, the sting pushing her closer to the edge. Madhuri’s body responded, her hips pushing back to meet him, her moans muffled but desperate, her legs starting to quiver.

Abhi’s eyes were glued to the scene, his hand moving faster, his breath ragged as he watched his mother’s body shake, her ass red from spanks, wishing his own hands were the ones striking her.

The sensation in Madhuri’s core intensified, each deep thrust sending waves of pleasure through her, building to something explosive. Ishaan pulled her hair tighter, his cock slamming into her, and with one final, powerful thrust, Madhuri’s body shattered.

Her eyes rolled back behind the blindfold, a raw, “Aahhh!” escaping as her pussy clenching hard, her toes curling, her thighs trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Ishaan slowed, pulling his cock out, leaving her pussy pulsing, dripping with satisfaction. Madhuri collapsed onto the bed, her body limp, her mind reeling from the orgasm she’d craved for so long.

Abhi too, released his cum in silence, his hand frozen in his wet shorts, as he stared at his mother’s spent form.

Ishaan, catching his breath, glanced toward the curtain with a knowing smirk before turning back to Madhuri.

She heard the soft click of the door unlocking, the sound barely registering as exhaustion overtook her. Her body, sated and heavy, drifted into a deep sleep.

When Madhuri woke up next morning, sunlight streamed through the curtains. She blinked, disoriented and naked under the sheets, the blindfold neatly folded on the bedside table.

Beside her, Ramesh slept soundly, his familiar snores filling the room. Her heart skipped, confusion swirling as she glanced at him, then at the blindfold. The memories of last night, Ishaan’s touch, his cock, her orgasm, flooded back, vivid and undeniable, yet here she was, next to her husband, as if nothing had happened.

Her cheeks flushed, her body still tingling with the echo of pleasure, her mind grappling with the blurred line between reality and the game she’d played, unaware of how deeply Ishaan had orchestrated it all.

(End of Chapter)





   

 Chapter 9: Open Romance


Hyderabad's dawn crept through the curtains, a pale gold slicing the bedroom's humid haze. Madhuri stirred slowly as her naked body tangled in the sheets and her body glistening with dried sweat next to her naked husband.

Ramesh snored beside her, his arm flopped over her, heavy and clueless. The blindfold lay on the table while her wrists still red from the cuffs.

"What have I done?" she whispered, shame crashing, her brown eyes blinking open, catching Ramesh's peaceful face.

She slid from his grip slowly and her ass brushed the sheets as she sat up.

"He... fucked me last night and I wasn’t even drunk," she murmured and her pussy pulsed despite her dread. The clock read 8 AM and she stood, wobbly, grabbing a silk robe, barely covering her curves, slipping it on stepping to the mirror.

“How do I face him?” she said to her reflection.

The door creaked open and she looked downstairs, spotting Ishaan, and her breath hitched. Her shame spiked as she stepped down, while her legs trembled with every step.

The living room glowed dim, Ishaan leaning against the counter, sipping coffee.

"Morning, aunty," he grinned, his deep eyes piercing her, wilder than ever, tracing her robe, her nipples poking through it.


Madhuri : "Ishaan... where were you last night?" she stammered, voice low, acting, trembling, her juicy lips parted, her shame burning her cheeks.

He stepped closer, his scent washing over her, sweat and spice, reminding her flashes of the act, his grin widening.

Ishaan : "I couldn't sleep, Aunty. Heard some loud moans through the door," he purred, slow, seductive, oozing passion, his eyes flicking to her robe, her thick ass shaping as she shifted.

Her heart slammed, "This boy is a fine actor too," she thought, her guilt a whisper she ignored.

Madhuri : "Oh I'm sorry... We... We were watching a cricket match, and I.. I was cheering. That's all," she said.

Ishaan : "Really? But it sounded like uncle passionately made love to you," he growled low, stepping nearer, his bulge brushing her hip.

Her breath catching, "How could he talk to me like this," her shame crashing wild.

Madhuri : "Shh! Stop it, I... don't remember much," she lied, head down, turning away to flee. Her legs trembled with embarrassment, her robe no shield against his heat.


Ramesh's footsteps thudded, slow, groggy, and she froze. Her shame spiked as he shuffled in with loose boxers and mussed hair, grinning wide.

Ramesh : "Madhuri! Morning, How was last night?" he chuckled, voice rough, his eyes bright, oblivious and Ishaan smirked behind her.

Madhuri : "Ramesh, you were... drunk," she mumbled, acting to hide it, her wild night a secret burning her soul.

Ramesh : "Drunk? But I heard Ishaan saying something else," he laughed, clapping Ishaan's shoulder, her heart slamming nervously.

Ramesh : "Don't be embarrassed my love, he is the one who planned it," he said with a heartfelt smile, and she facepalmed

Her thighs quaked as she stood between Ramesh and Ishaan, while Ramesh beamed, wide, clueless in his sagging boxers.

Ramesh : "Honey, Ishaan's a genius, the blindfold trick worked, right?" he grinned, voice rough, excited, drunk on false victory.  His sharp jaw lifted with a pride she hadn't seen in years.

Madhuri : “Are you... happy with this?" she murmured, slow, acting, breaking, her juicy lips trembling, her brown eyes darting to Ishaan, He's watching, her volcano smoldering, dark and wild.

Ramesh : "Happy? Baby, tbh I couldn't recall anything, but I heard you, moaning loud. Thought I'd never satisfy you again," he chuckled, hugging her, his touch soft and weak, nothing like Ishaan's rough, wild touch.


Ramesh : "If anything, we owe it to Ishaan!" he added, turning to Ishaan, grateful and blind, thanking him.

Ishaan leaned back, coffee in hand, "Told you, uncle, Kinks always work. Aunty sounded... wrecked," he purred, his gaze tracing her robe looking at her stiffened nipples.

Ramesh laughed, kissing her cheek, soft, innocent and her stomach dropped.

Ramesh : "What'd I do to you darling?" he grinned, eager with pride, her heart sinking with guilt.

Ishaan stepped closer, "Yeah, aunty, tell him. Sounded like so much happened, what'd he do?" he asked, pushing her, spiking her wild.

Madhuri : "Um.. Ramesh, you... blindfolded me, touched me, it was wild." she mumbled, vague, her lips quivering, her mind flashing Ishaan's cock.

Ramesh : "Damn, Ishaan, you're right, it worked!" he laughed, hugging her tighter.

Ramesh : "Tell me more, baby, what'd I do?" he pressed, eyes bright with manly pride, craving her affirmation.

Madhurui : "Um, honey..." she hesitated, glancing at Ishaan with a shy look, signaling her discomfort.

Ramesh gently reassured her, "Forget him, darling, it’s just you and me, let me hear it."

Madhuri : "You... took me, deep, and made me scream," she whispered, slow, her shame burning, her crave lingering dark.

Ramesh : "Wow, Looks like I'm back!" he cheered, kissing her again. Her stomach twitched, "He's lost in it."

Ishaan : "Back? Uncle, you're always there. Just needed a little push. Look how she’s glowing," he growled, approaching her, his hand brushing her arm, slow, tingling her skin.

Abhi trudged down, lanky, sullen, his eyes flickering. "Morning mom," he mumbled, nervous, pretending to be oblivious of the previous night.

She pulled away, "Morning sweetie," she greeted back, her eyes down on the floor, mind locked on Ishaan.

Madhuri : "Ramesh is totally blind," she thought, "I... need to get ready, Ramesh, Getting late." she mumbled, fleeing, escaping them.

Ishaan grinned as Ramesh nodded, giddy, oblivious, turning to Ishaan. "Thanks, my boy. Keep this a secret from Abhi," he said, clapping his shoulder.


Later that afternoon Madhuri sat at her corporate desk like a prisoner, as she stared blankly at her laptop. The wild night a secret choking her breath.

"This needs to stop, The stalker, and now Ishaan. I can't keep doing this. Can't cheat Ramesh, not anymore." she whispered, shame crashing.

The day dragged with meetings and emails until dusk settled, and she drove back.

The house glowed warm with Ramesh waiting in a kurta, his jaw lifted. His grin wide and welcomed her as she stepped in.

The bedroom loomed after the dinner, sheets still rumpled, blindfold untouched on the table, the air thick with last night's sin. Ramesh shut the door, turning to her, eager, blind, his hands brushing her hips, pulling her to the bed.

"Honey, I... don't remember anything, tell me, what'd I do?" he murmured, voice rough, excited, desperate, his eyes bright.

Looking into his eyes covering her shame, "You quenched my thirst, Ramesh, reminded me of our initial days. I'm very proud of you." she lied, a secret burning her skin.

Ramesh : "Never thought I'd hear this again babe, love you," he purred, blind, kissing her forehead. Her shame whispered beneath her pretense and both fell asleep, yet without any action.

Her phone buzzed, DevilzMask, her heart slamming. "Why's he texting me now?"

Ishaan : "Hi Velvet, are you avoiding me?" the text read, her breath catching

Madhuri : "Please leave me, my husband's back home," she typed, shaking.

Ishaan : "Oh, back with the old man, huh? Or should I say, the young boy," he replied, her stomach twisted, "Does he know about last night?"

Madhuri : "I'm... sorry okay? I can't text you." she typed, trying to get rid of difficulties.

Ishaan : "You're mine Madhuri, don't you ignore me," he fired back.

Madhuri : "I have to sleep now, good night." she typed, text to escape him.

He didn't reply, her body sank into the bed, Ramesh snored, as she drifted, trembling, into a restless sleep.









The next morning, Madhuri slid from the bed, catching the sight of the mirror next to the bed and her mind flashed the image of Ishaan when she saw in the mirror stretching her.

Madhuri : "I don't even know if I should scold or praise Abhi for bringing Ishaan in," she gasped.

Downstairs, the kitchen hummed, filter coffee brewing, its bitter aroma grounding her.

Ramesh shuffled in, yawning, his kurta rumpled, his grin soft, "Morning sweetheart, I think I don't wanna get drunk again," he murmured, pouring coffee, his voice rough, earnest.

Madhuri : "Why dear?" she asked.

Ramesh : "Last time when I heard you scream, the vision.. it's all blur," he chuckled, sipping slow, his eyes bright, oblivious.

Madhuri : "It's always better to steer clear of those habits, Ramesh, I'm glad," she mumbled, vague.

The doorbell chimed, her knees quaked. Ishaan sauntered in, his deep eyes glinting, fresh, intense, a predator in casual skin.

Ishaan : "Morning aunty, damn, your charm is a fever dream, save it for holi tomorrow," he purred, voice low.

Madhuri : "Ugh.. Ishaan (cough) thanks, come," she stammered, her crave surging wild.

Ramesh clapped his shoulder, grinning, blind, still high on his false triumph. "Ishaan, Coffee? Thanks again, your idea's keeping our spark alive," he chuckled.

Ishaan : "Anytime, uncle, but aunty's the real spark here," he growled, sitting next to Ramesh, his eyes piercing her as she left to work, her shame fading, her crave roaring for him to go further.


The kitchen was alive that evening with the sizzle of oil and the sharp tang of spices, Madhuri swapped for a light cotton kurti after work.

Ramesh lounged in the living room, sober, flipping channels and the doorbell chimed, Ishaan sauntered in, striding straight into the kitchen, carrying a bag of groceries, his grin slow, predatory.

Ishaan : "Aunty, I'm going to teach you a special recipe tonight," he purred, voice seductive, dripping with passion.

Madhuri : "Recipe?" she asked, acting innocent, weak, her kurti no shield against his stare.

He stepped closer, dumping the bag on the counter, pulling out a skimpy apron, barely-there.

Ishaan : "Yeah, a small treat for all everything you made for us. Put this on, aunty, it's going to get messy," he growled, handing it over, his fingers daringly brushing hers.

Madhuri : "Umm... okay," she murmured, catching her breath, slipping the apron on, the kurti beneath clinging tight as he stepped closer behind her.

Ramesh : "I'm hungry honey, what's cooking for dinner?" he called from the couch, his voice rough.

Ishaan : "Something spicy, uncle, showing my special recipe to Aunty," he shouted back, smirking, his eyes locked on her, peeling her with every glance.

Madhuri : "He's playing us all," she thought, her wild love story with a young boy twisting deeper.

Abhi trudged into the kitchen, lanky, sullen.

Ishaan : "Abhi, make yourself useful, peel these onions" he ordered, tossing him a bag, dismissive, sidelining him,

Abhi's cuckold thrill warring with a new, angry edge and his jaw tightened, his hands fumbled, frustrated and trapped.


Ishaan stepped behind her, sudden, bold, his chest pressing into her back, hot, hard, his bulge brushing her thick ass through his jeans.

Madhuri : "Oh no, what's he doing?" she whispered.

Ishaan : "Let me guide you aunty, hands like yours need a master's touch," he said next to her ear, voice low, fresh and intense, his hand sliding to her waist, possessive, his other gripping her wrist, guiding it to stir.

His fingers pressed her waist, his breath hot on her neck, his body molding to hers, slow, sensual, his hand steering hers over the pan, cumin popping, oil hissing, her knees trembling, her boobs aching beneath the apron.

She slid her free hand to the apron, as if to adjust it, but let her fingers graze the bulge pressing behind her. "Felt the spice, aunty? This dish is begging to be served," he growled, low.

His lips grazing her ear, his bulge grinding subtle.

"Umm.. yeah.." she murmured, hiding her desire, "Now he's teaching me how to cook?" she thought, her kurti slowly soaking with sweat.

Abhi's knife quickly cuts onions, his eyes red, teary, angry, his voice sharp, "I... can't do this," he muttered, frustration boiling. He wants his mom too, especially after watching her the previous day, but he doesn't know her wild love story twisting dark.


Ishaan : "Eyes on the knife, bro," he taunted, his hand tightening on her waist, his fingers brushing her hip, raw, possessive, her breath catching

Ramesh : "Smells good, Madhu, don't burn it!" he yelled again, voice rough, while her ass subtly grinding him back.

Ishaan : "Don't worry, uncle, it's too delicious to ruin," Ishaan said, loud, slow, seductive, his hand sliding lower, teasing her hip, her abyss swallowing her whole as his bold, passionate game burned brighter, raw and wild.

Abhi : “Ow!” he yelped, dropping the knife with a clatter. Blood beaded on his finger, a small cut from the onion he’d been clumsily chopping. His face twisted in pain, eyes watering as he clutched his hand.

Ishaan stepped back from Madhuri, his smirk instant, predatory.

Ishaan : “Come on, Abhi, can’t even chop an onion without crying like a kid?” his voice dripped with mockery, loud enough to carry to Ramesh in the next room.

Madhuri’s maternal instincts kicked in, overriding the heat still simmering in her core. She spun around, her eyes narrowing at Ishaan.

Madhuri: “Stop mocking him, Ishaan.” she knelt beside Abhi, grabbing a cloth to press against his finger.

Madhuri : “Let me see, sweetie. It’s okay, just a small cut.”

But Ishaan’s eyes never left her, and the kitchen felt smaller, the night air heavier, pulling her deeper into his web.









The next morning burst into a frenzy of color and chaos, the colony streets glowing with laughter, drums, and the sharp sting of gulal (coloured powder).

Madhuri’s bedroom was a quiet sanctuary in contrast, her white kurti hugged her beneath loose palazzo pants as she brushed her hair.

Her body still buzzed from Ishaan’s tease last night, his bold touch lingering like a brand on her skin.

Ramesh bustled in, his festive kurta, his grin wide and eager.

Ramesh : "Are you ready for Holi, Honey?"

Madhuri : “Uhh.. I’m not coming out,” she murmured, her voice soft, uninterested, her juicy lips parting, her brown eyes dull.

Abhi bounded in, restless, his tee already streaked with blue gulal.

Abhi : “Mom, Dad, come on, the whole colony’s celebrating!” His voice was sharp, insistent, pushing her.

Madhuri : “I’m… not in the mood, sweetie, you carry on,” she sighed, playing the part, her mind on Ishaan, her flame.

The doorbell rang, and her pulse spiked. Ishaan swaggered in, his white tee already dusted red. His deep eyes glinted with a fresh, wicked spark, predatory, like a hunter in festive skin.

Ishaan : “Aunty, why aren't you ready yet? Don't make me splash you with my colors on the couch,” he said, his voice dripping with raw passion.

Her nipples stiffened, understanding the hidden meaning behind it, shame crashing as her volcano roared.

Madhuri : “Holi? with me?” she stammered, feigning innocence.

Ishaan : “Yeah, aunty, you gotta spend some time with the family, it can be fun,” he grinned, his tone intense.

Ramesh seconded, blind to the undercurrent, thrilled.

Ramesh : “Glad to have you Ishaan, You're bringing us together again!” he chuckled, his voice rough but warm.

Madhuri : “Alright, let's head out then,” she murmured, playing along, her kurti pristine.


All four arrived at the bustling colony square, where vibrant crowds joyfully hurled colored powders at one another, reveling in the spirited chaos of Holi. Laughter and music filled the air as neighbors danced, their clothes stained with bright hues of color.

Ramesh : “Let’s start, Madhuri!” he grabbed a handful of pink gulal, smearing it across her cheeks and neck, his touch soft, joyful.

Her heart sank looking at how happy he is, she forced a smile, dipping her hands in blue powder, streaking his face. His laugh was loud, pure, and her guilt spiked.

Ramesh : “Enjoy, baby, I’ll go mingle!” he beamed, darting out to join the crowd, leaving her with Ishaan. Her breath caught, spotting him standing close to her.

The colony roared outside, crowds, colors, chaos, and Ishaan stepped closer

Ishaan : “Aunty, white’s too pure on you. I’m gonna paint you like a canvas I’d lick clean,” he growled, his voice raw, oozing fresh passion.

He “accidentally” tipped the bucket, yellow colored water splashing her kurti, soaking her chest. Her boobs were outlined, the wet fabric took no time to get see-through.

Madhuri : “Ishaan… what’s this?” she gasped, feigning shock.

Ishaan : “Oops, aunty, it slipped. But damn, you’re a vision, wet and wild, a sin I’d drown in,” he purred, his eyes devouring her.

Her breath hitched, liking the act, wanting him closer. The crowd surged, uncles, aunties, kids, pushing them together.

His chest slammed into her back, hot and hard while his bulge rubbed her ass “unavoidably,” slow and sensual.

Madhuri : "Wait, He’s hard already?", she thought and her knees quaked.

Ishaan : “Careful, aunty, I don’t wanna lose you in this mess,” he growled, his voice raw, possessive, his hands “steadying” her waist, firm and commanding.

Abhi tossed colors nearby, laughing clueless of the storm.

Uncles leered, paunchy and gulal-smeared. Uncle Sharma muttered to others, “Someone’s looking hotter than the sun,” loud enough for Madhuri to hear, their eyes on her wet kurti.

Madhuri : “Ishaan… people are watching,” she murmured, acting, hiding her thrill, her juicy lips trembling, kurti soaked.

Ishaan : “Let ‘em watch, aunty, they know you’re a queen in this chaos,” he purred, his bulge grinding harder, raw and intense.

Madhuri’s chest heaved, her wet kurti clinging like a second skin, her nipples betraying her through the thin fabric. Ishaan’s hands lingered on her waist, his fingers brushing just above her palazzo’s waistband, teasing the soft skin there.


Her body screamed for him, but her mind clung to the fraying thread of restraint.

Madhuri : “Ishaan.. maybe we should join the others,” she said, her voice shaky, a weak attempt to pull back from the edge.

“Join others?” He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, voice a low growl. “Aunty, you’re the only festival I’m celebrating today.” His fingers tightened, possessive, sending a jolt straight to her core.

Madhuri : “What?” she gasped, startled.

The crowd pressed in again, bodies bumping, colors flying. A stranger’s abrupt nudge felt nearly intentional, yanking her kurti top by “accident,” tearing the back.

She raised her arm, ready to snap furiously, but an uncle, pot-bellied and chuckling, approached from behind, “Madhuri, you’re stealing the show!” he slurred, tossing green powder that caught in her chest.

She forced a smile, her anger surging, but Ishaan’s hand reached her back, gripping the fabric, anchoring her, claiming her.

Madhuri : "Thanks.. Ishaan," she said, "There are some creeps in the crowd, it felt intentional," her words sharp with anger but softened by deference.

Little did she know it was all planned beforehand by Ishaan.

Ishaan : “Ignore them,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise. “They don’t get to touch what’s mine,” pulling the fabric tight, her body caught in his commanding grip.

Her breath hitched, "Mine?" She turned her neck to face him, but his bold, hungry stare gave nothing away.

Madhuri : “Ishaan, you can’t… say things like that,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her eyes struggling to meet his, her crave screaming for him to push further.


Ishaan : “Oh, can’t I?” He smirked, leaning in, covering the torn top, his lips inches from hers, the crowd’s chaos covering them from all sides.

His hand slid lower, grazing the curve of her ass, a fleeting touch that set her ablaze.

Ishaan : “Tell me you don’t want this, and I’ll stop.”

She stood silently, trying not to react, but she knew she’s losing it. Abhi darted through the crowd, his face streaked with colors, his laughter forced.

Abhi : “Mom, let’s play holi! You’re missing all the fun!” he called, his voice cracking, eyes flicking between her and Ishaan.

Releasing his grip, Ishaan spread turquoise over the tear, his touch deliberately slow on her skin as an excuse to cover the torn damage. “Good to go,” he whispered softly into her ear.

A jolt of exhilaration coursed through her, yet she hid it, maintaining a calm facade while chatting with her son.

Ishaan : “Listen to Abhi, aunty,” he teased, stepping back just enough to make her ache for his closeness. “Let’s play.”

He grabbed a handful of red gulal, tossing it at her playfully, but his eyes were aiming somewhere else. The powder dusted her neck, trailing down her cleavage, and his gaze followed, shameless.
Ishaan : “Red looks good on you. It matches your cheeks when you’re… worked up.”

Her cheeks burned, not from the powder but from his words, liking the attention, craving his next move.

She grabbed a fistful of yellow powder, throwing it at him, aiming for defiance. It hit his chest, dusting his tee, and he laughed.

Ishaan : “Oh, aunty’s fighting back now,” he said, stepping closer again, dusting the powder off his abs, drawing her eyes to the taut muscle.

Ishaan : “Careful, you might start something you can’t finish.”

Her body betrayed her, leaning into him.

Abhi’s carefree laughter rang out, unaware of the charged tension, as he flung more gulal into the air trying to fit in.

Abhi : “Mom, you’re a rainbow now!” he shouted with delight, his eyes darting to the colored spots on his mom's white kurti, realising Ishaan’s wicked plan.

Abhi’s excitement fizzled, and in a hasty effort to part them, he mumbled, “Mom.. Uhmm.. I’m feeling off..” He seized his mother’s hand, weaving her out of the crowd and back to the safety of home.

Ishaan : “Holi’s just getting started, aunty,” he whispered, his voice raw, dripping with intent.

The colors blurred around her, but all she saw was Ishaan, her fire was her ruin, her wild, dark lover claiming her in the chaos.









The clouds started to cluster in the sky that evening, a restless breeze swirling through the colony as Madhuri climbed the terrace stairs, her laundry basket heavy clothes drenched in color, too bulky for a dryer. Her body still tingling from Ishaan’s bold touch during the chaos.

Downstairs, Ramesh freshened up and changed to a clean kurta, engrossed in his newspaper.

Madhuri : “I’m never entering a crowd again,” she whispered to herself, stepping onto the terrace, craving a blaze only Ishaan could stoke.

Heavy footsteps echoed behind her, and it was Ishaan. Her heart pounded at his presence. He strolled up, drab shirt hanging loosely over his toned frame, jeans snug, carrying a mischievous grin on his lips.

Ishaan : “Need a hand, Aunty?” his voice low, sultry, curling around the word like a caress. “The basket looks heavy,” he leaned against the railing, his gaze lingering on her.

Madhuri’s breath hitched. Her fingers tightened around a damp blouse, and a flush crept up her neck.

Madhuri : “I'll manage, thank you,” she said, her tone aiming for nonchalance but quivering at the edges.

She turned aside, hands gripping her hair tight, feigning focus on the laundry, but her body betrayed her, pulse racing, eyes rolling back at him, skin prickling under his stare.


A sudden gust roared across the terrace, yanking her saree up. The fabric billowed, exposing the soft curve of her navel and her legs. Madhuri gasped, her hands fumbling to tame the cloth, but a secret thrill sparked within her. She caught Ishaan’s eyes, dark and unapologetic, drinking her in.

Ishaan : “Beautiful,” he breathed, stepping forward. "Nature really knows how to present a masterpiece," he said, gazing at the clouded sky.

Her cheeks burned, a mix of shame and desire pooling in her chest.

Madhuri : “Don’t be silly,” she chided, but her voice was soft, lacking conviction. The air between them crackled.

Another gust tore through, and a wet curtain broke free from the line, whipping around them like a living thing. It tangled their bodies, pressing Madhuri against Ishaan’s chest.

His hands moved to untangle the fabric, grazing her waist and hips. Each touch sent a jolt through her, dissolving the thin veneer of propriety.

Ishaan : “Hold still, aunty,” he whispered, his breath warm against her ear, “it could get… messy.” Her arousal surged, shame retreating like a tide.

From below, Abhi’s voice cut through the haze. “Damn this wind! Ma, the wire’s down again in the verandah!” Her son, oblivious, wrestled with fallen laundry in the courtyard.

Guilt flickered in Madhuri’s heart, but Ishaan’s closeness smothered it. His fingers lingered on the saree, now loosely draped between them.

Then came the rain, sudden, relentless, soaking them in seconds. Madhuri’s petticoat clung to her curves, translucent and revealing.

Ishaan’s eyes darkened, and he guided her to a shaded nook beneath the terrace overhang.

Ishaan : “You’re shivering,” he said, pulling her close. Their wet bodies pressed together, the heat of his skin searing through the damp fabric. “Let me warm you up,” he added, his voice a promise.

Madhuri : “Ishaan, we shouldn’t… uh..” she started, but the words dissolved as he unbuttoned his shirt, removing it and draping it over her shoulders. The act was intimate, his bare chest inches from her.

Ishaan : “You’re too precious to be left cold,” he teased, his fingers brushing her collarbone. Her pretense of innocence crumbled, her hands nearly grazing his abs, desire roaring louder than the storm.

Abhi’s voice rose again, cursing the weather, still unaware. Madhuri’s heart pounded, torn between the thrill and the risk. Ishaan’s gaze held her captive, his half-smile daring her to cross the line.

The rain stopped as abruptly as it began, and a new voice broke the spell. “Madhuri? You up there?” Ramesh, called from the stairs.

Madhuri : “Ishaan, your shirt, button it, quick!” she hissed, panic seized her, shoving the shirt back at him.

He complied slowly, his fingers deliberate, eyes never leaving hers. “Relax, Aunty,” he murmured as she smoothed her saree.

Madhuri : “I’m here, Ramesh!” she called, forcing brightness into her voice. “Ishaan’s just.. helping with the laundry.”

Ramesh appeared, oblivious to the charged air. “Atta boy,” he said, nodding at Ishaan. Madhuri’s eyes darted to Ishaan’s half-buttoned shirt, the glimpse of his chest a silent reminder of their moment.

His gaze lingered, heavy with promise, leaving her caught between guilt, desire, and the fear of what might come next. The terrace, now still, seemed to hold its breath, mirroring the storm within her.










The next evening, twilight draped the city in a soft purple haze. The AC hummed inside the living room, a feeble defense against the humid air. Madhuri reached home from work, sat on the sofa in her loose shirt and pajamas, still haunted by the close encounter on the terrace with Ishaan.

She glanced at Ramesh, who is flipping through shows on Netflix, oblivious to the storm within her. She quickly surfed a few pics on her phone and changed her wallpaper.

Madhuri : “Ramesh,” she said, her voice a forced lilt, “how about some mehndi? It’s been a while.” She offered a shy smile, playing a happy wife, though her heart raced for a naughty plan.

Ramesh : “When is the last time I saw you being shy,” his face lit up. He grabbed a mehndi cone from a drawer, settling beside her. “Let’s make it special.”

His fingers worked deftly, tracing intricate patterns on her palms, binding her hands as the paste dried.

Ramesh : “All done,” he said, kissing her forehead gently. “Don’t work those hands, love. Let it dry. I’ll check on dinner.” He left, humming, unaware of the chasm between them.

Alone, she entered her bedroom and glanced through the door for Ishaan. As he passed by the stairs heading down, she shouted from inside, “Can anyone come over?” and Ishaan sauntered in.

Ishaan : “You called, aunty?”

Madhuri : “I need help with something.” she said, sitting next to the vanity table, her voice thick with need. Her eyes locked onto his.

Ishaan : “What can I do?” he said, smirking at her mehndi-covered hands.

Madhuri : “Can you just… check my mails, my hands are a little busy,” she said, nodding toward a pile of envelopes on the table, an excuse to keep him near.

Abhi : “Mom, was that you calling?” his voice sliced through the moment. Her son stood in the doorway, a bit embarrassed to enter the bedroom.

His eyes narrowed with sullen jealousy as he rushed and snatched the cards from Ishaan.


Madhuri : “Wait.. he's just helping, Abhi, I called him,” she said weakly, her eyes never leaving Ishaan.

Abhi doubtfully returned them, leaned on the wall next to the table, his face shadowed with envy for Ishaan, his gaze drifting to the drawer, wardrobe and the curtains, evoking memories of his dread and fear.

Among the letters was a wedding card, its gold embossing catching the light.

Ishaan : “Requesting the pleasure of your presence to grace the wedding of Sumit and Nisha,” he read out loud.

Madhuri : “Oh wait, I need to call them,” Madhuri said, her voice unsteady. “My phone… Oh.. it's in my pocket.” Her thighs shifted, revealing the curve of her hip.

Ishaan grinned as he reached into the pocket of her pajamas, his fingers grazing her thigh, pausing where he expected her panty but found only skin. The absence of inners hit him like a spark, and her own excitement flared at his teasing smile.

Abhi’s face flushed with jealousy, as Ishaan casually explored the pocket.

Madhuri : “Oops, wrong side,” Ishaan smirked at her and reached into the other pocket.

He pulled out the phone, glancing at its screen, a provocative wallpaper, a curvy woman’s silhouette, adorned with demon horns, wearing a blindfold, striking a seductive pose, possibly nude, clutching handcuffs.

Ishaan : “Fascinating art, Aunty. Curious who the artist is,” he teased, his voice low as he dialed the number.

He gripped the phone, holding it right beside her ear and stepped closer.

His free hand massaging her shoulder, his touch firm yet sensual. Madhuri’s bound hands made her clumsy as she took the phone, her body trembling under his control.

Their eyes locked through the mirror, his gaze piercing through her with unspoken intent. She tried to play it cool, talking nonchalantly on the phone with her cousin.

Madhuri : “Nisha, congratulations! I’m so thrilled for you,” she said, her tone warm and festive. “I’ve started applying mehendi already, can’t wait to see you at the wedding!” Her lips curved into a smile.

Meanwhile, Ishaan’s hands slid lower, his fingers brushing below the collarbone under the guise of a gentle massage.


Madhuri didn’t flinch, her smile unwavering as she continued, “Oh, Nisha, the designs are gorgeous, you should see them!” Yet her gaze met Ishaan’s in the mirror, a spark of mutual longing passing between them.

Abhi, leaning behind, watched the scene unfold, his chest tightening with a mix of envy and a strange, conflicting thrill.

Abhi : “How can she just let him…” he muttered under his breath, his face flushing with resentment.

The sight of Ishaan’s hands on her, the way her smile held a secret, stirred something unsettling in him.

Unable to stand it any longer, he turned to the AC’s wiring panel nearby, his fingers trembling as he yanked at the cords, an experience he learned before.

Abhi : “Let’s see how they stay in the room, ” he whispered to himself, cutting the connection to the unit with a quick, angry tug.

Madhuri laughed into the phone, oblivious to Abhi’s actions.

Madhuri : “Nisha, you better save me a dance at the sangeet!” she teased, her voice light, her eyes catching his smirk in the mirror.

His fingers pressed a little firmer, a little lower, grazing the gap near her buttons.

Ishaan : “You’re gonna steal the show, Aunty,” Ishaan said softly, his tone laced with mischief. She shot him a playful glance through the mirror, starting to realize something's off in the room.

The AC sputtered and died, the room growing stifling. “It’s so hot, Ishaan, Do something,” Madhuri complained, her voice a mix of frustration and invitation.

She unbuttoned her shirt to her cleavage, exposing the swell of her chest.

Ishaan grabbed a hand fan, his eyes glinting. “I’ve got you,” he said. He fanned her, his breath cool against her skin, his fingers brushing the revised edge. The intimacy was brazen, her body responding with every touch.

Abhi grunted, a mehndi cone in hand, his eyes flashing with anger and something darker, amusement, perhaps, at his mother’s flushed state.

He squeezed the cone, splattering paste across the floor.

Abhi : “Dad's calling, Ma,” he said, his tone sharp. Guilt stabbed Madhuri, on the phone, she struggled to speak, her words faltering as Ishaan’s fingers brushed her skin.

Madhuri : “Sure, we’ll attend in advance,” she managed.

Ishaan ended the call, his eyes held hers, a silent promise of more.









The next morning, TV in the living room hummed with a cricket commentary. Dressed in a casual chudidhar, Madhuri, sat on the sofa, gazing at her mehendi, its bold maroon design captivating, her mind still reeling from last night's magic at the vanity.

Her desire for Ishaan burned, a forbidden flame warring with the guilt that gnawed at her. Ramesh, sat across, engrossed in cricket highlights.

Madhuri : “Ramesh,” she said, forcing a smile, “Nisha's wedding is coming. I’m thinking of shopping today. Maybe a saree.”

Before Ramesh could respond, Ishaan strode in from Abhi's room, his red checked shirt and jeans exuding a dangerous charm.

Ishaan : “Saree would be perfect, Aunty, not for your cousin’s marriage," he said, his voice sudden and teasing, “But to spice up your own," he said low, flashing a wink at Ramesh.

Ishaan : "I'm talking about a little gift for Uncle tonight." His gaze held hers, stirring a rush of yearning, "She said, the outfit didn't fit her well the last time, let me take aunty with me, I'll get her ready for a show.”

Ramesh : “Great idea, my boy! Spoil her a bit,” he said, clapping Ishaan on the shoulder grinning broadly, oblivious to the undercurrents.

Leaning closer, his voice dropped to a whisper.

Ramesh : “Listen, Ishaan, the bedroom’s gone cold again. I couldn’t even, you know.. rise to the occasion last few nights. Here.. take my card and keys. I need you to save me from these bedtime embarrassments.”

Ishaan’s eyes glinted with a mix of amusement and assurance.

Ishaan : “Don’t worry, Uncle,” he replied smoothly, his tone low and confident. “Just lay off the booze this time and leave the rest to me.”

Ramesh sighed and winked at Madhuri, his trust a sharp pang in her chest.

Abhi overheard this from his room and quickly entered the living room in an attempt to stop Ishaan's plans from brewing further.

Abhi : “Did I hear shopping?” he asked looking at Ishaan with a huffy face and Ishaan smirked.

Ramesh : “Yeah Abhi, mom needs a few clothes and accessories for Aunt Nisha's wedding. Go on, love. Ishaan has a great taste. I'll wait to see you tonight,” Her guilt deepened, but her body trembled with anticipation as she nodded.

Feeling a dark unease, Abhi turned to his father.

Abhi : “Dad, we both could use some new clothes too. Why don’t you come along? ”

Ramesh, still smiling obliviously, waved a hand dismissively.

Ramesh : “Sorry, son, I’m tied up today. Got an appointment with my executive this afternoon, can’t miss it.” He glanced at Abhi, then at Ishaan, nodding encouragingly. “You go along with them. It’ll be good for you to join your mom and your friend.”

With a reluctant nod, Abhi followed his mother and Ishaan as they headed out, the air thick with unspoken tension.


The car started as Ishaan gripped the wheel. Abhi wanted to claim the front seat, forcing Madhuri to sit in the back, but she already made her place next to Ishaan.

The air was thick, charged with unspoken emotions. Ishaan tilted the rearview mirror, catching Madhuri’s gaze. She sat in her casual churidar, her vibrant mehendi glowing against her skin, her eyes locked on his.

A slow, teasing bite of her lip sent a spark through him, and she tilted her head playfully, a silent invitation.

Abhi caught the exchange in the mirror, his face flushing with shame and rage. His mother, flirting so openly with Ishaan, seemed to be slipping into something he couldn’t digest, from a devoted mom to his bully’s plaything.

Abhi : “Keep your eyes on the road and drive,” he snapped, his voice sharp.

Madhuri flinched, her smile faltering as she looked out the window, breaking the moment.

Ishaan chuckled, unfazed.

Ishaan : “Relax, Abhi,” he said, his tone mocking. “Why don’t you head to the kids section at the mall and pick something out, while I take care of your mom on the ladies floor.” His words dripped with condescension, belittling Abhi further.

Abhi’s fists clenched, his anger simmering, but couldn’t say. Madhuri stifled a chuckle, her hand covering her mouth, though her eyes still glinted with amusement.

Within a few minutes, they pulled into the mall’s parking lot. As they entered, Abhi bolted toward the escalator.

Abhi : “I’ll grab something quick,” he said, heading to the men’s floor. “Stop me if you can,” he muttered, determined to prove a point.

The sprawling complex was a chaotic symphony of weekend crowd and luxury, the cold air inside heavy with neroli fragrance.

Ishaan, with a sly grin, guided Madhuri toward the women’s apparel section, steering her to a corner where modern, revealing dresses screamed audacity.









Madhuri, in her late 30s, felt a flush of embarrassment, noticing she was older than the other women there, all younger and polished. Unbeknownst to her, every salesman's eyes lingered on her, drawn to her allure.
Madhuri hesitated, her cheeks warming. “These are… a bit much,” she murmured, but her eyes betrayed a flicker of excitement.

Ishaan picked out a few dresses.

Ishaan : “Come, try these, Aunty,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “They’ll look stunning on you.”

He smirked, leading her to the changing rooms. The worker there, a stern-looking man, eyed Ishaan suspiciously as he removed the tags from the dresses. “Only one person per room,” he said gruffly, his gaze lingering on them.

Ishaan nodded, his smile unbothered. “No problem,” he replied smoothly, gesturing Madhuri to step inside and followed her until the aisle.

Ishaan lounged on a chair, his eyes glinting as he handed Madhuri the first dress, an emerald sequined crochet slip dress with an asymmetrical hem that shimmered under the fluorescent light. “Try this one, Aunty,” he said, his voice low and teasing. “Let’s see how it looks.”

Madhuri smirked, snatching the dress and locking the door with a click. The attendant outside shot Ishaan a wary glance, as if expecting trouble.

Moments later, the lock clicked again, and Madhuri stepped out, the dress clinging to her curves. Ishaan’s gaze roamed over her, a slow grin spreading. “Can you step forward,” she hesitated, then extended her leg, the high slit parting to expose the thick thigh. “Like this?” she asked, her tone playful but nervous.

Ishaan : “Damn, Aunty, you’re starving me already. Uncle’s gonna have a feast tonight.” She let out a chuckle.

He handed her the next dress, a weird looking brown dress. As she took it, Abhi’s voice pierced the air from outside.

Abhi : “Ma, you in there? I’m done shopping, from the men’s section!” he insisted.

Madhuri froze, “Just wait, Abhi!” she called, her voice strained. “I’m changing!” She shot Ishaan an awkward look, her cheeks flushing, and shut the door to slip into the new dress.

She wore it and peered into the mirror, it looked like an ordinary sheath dress. Turning to the side mirrors, she was stunned to see a sleek, form-fitting gown with detailed triangular cut-outs woven along her sides.

When she opened the door, the cut-outs hugged her curves, exposing the sides of her breasts, waist along her legs in a daring display. She stood hesitantly, meeting Ishaan’s eyes.

“Turn around,” he said, his tone commanding yet teasing. “Let me see it all.”

Smirking, Madhuri twirled, the dress accentuating every curve, her bare skin flashing through the laced gaps.

Abhi’s voice rang out again, impatient. “Mom, these bags are heavy!”

Madhuri : “Just a few more minutes, sweetie!” she shouted, exasperated. Turning to Ishaan, she muttered, “Can you give him your chair?”

Ishaan chuckled, leaning back.

Ishaan : “I’m polite to all the ladies out there, Aunty, but these little boys? They can wait.” He winked, his voice dripping with suggestion. “I’d get up anytime for a woman who wants to… sit. You get me?”

Madhuri’s throat tightened, catching his double entendre. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said quickly, brushing it off, and grabbed the final dress, a long-sleeve mesh corset mini dress.

She locked the door, changed, and stepped out, her cheeks burning. The tight fabric hugged her, her breasts straining against the mesh, the hem riding high above her knees, outlining her ass. She tugged at it, flustered, trying to pull it lower.

Ishaan’s eyes gleamed. “This is too cute, Aunty. But Uncle doesn’t deserve this much.”

She laughed, a nervous edge to it. “Which one’s your favorite?”

He tilted his head, smirking. “All three look killer, but honestly, I’d like you best in nothing at all.”

Madhuri’s face flushed, and she looked away. “Ishaan, that’s no way to talk to your aunt,” she scolded softly.

“Sorry, just being honest,” he said, his grin unapologetic. “It’s how I am.”

She shook her head, waving it off. “Alright, let’s go. Abhi’s waiting.” As she turned to change, Ishaan stopped her, holding out a saree. “Wait. This one’s for your cousin’s wedding. You almost forgot.”


Madhuri sighed, taking the saree. “Right, the wedding.” She changed quickly, draping the fabric over her curves, and stepped out and Ishaan beckoned her closer.

Ishaan : “Come out, let me check the fit.” He circled her, as she stepped in the aisle, his fingers brushing the fabric lightly, ensuring it hugged her well, his gaze intense but subtle.

Ishaaan : “Perfect,” he murmured, as Madhuri’s heart raced, the weight of Abhi’s impatience lingering just outside.

Ishaan : “But it needs a few tweaks, let me fix it,” he said, adjusting her saree with deft hands. His fingers grazed the edge of her blouse, slipping slightly inside and brushing her breasts.

She stifled a gasp as the worker glanced over, visibly startled.

Noting the blouse needed loosening, he tugged it down slightly, then smoothed the saree thin over her hips, accentuating her navel.

He turned her to face the mirror, showing off her beauty, and hooked his thumbs into her waistband, pulling it lower to display her V-line.

Pretending to adjust the fabric, he deliberately brushed his fingers across the stubble above her pussy through the thin saree.

Madhuri gasped, whispering, “Ishaan, wait..” she whispered, but her body arched towards him, craving more. The shopkeeper, a middle-aged man, glanced over, momentarily stunned by their intimacy, but said nothing.

Abhi : “Hurry up, Ma,” he barked, his voice laced with irritation.

She broke free from his embrace, slipped into the changing room, and locked the door to switch back to her churidar and both stepped out.

Ishaan passed another bag containing three new dresses and a black saree to Abhi, forcing him to carry since they were occupied.









Ishaan’s eyes glinted as he leaned closer to Madhuri, his voice a low, seductive murmur.

Ishaan : “That was a start, Aunty, but let’s get something… intimate for Uncle.” He paused, letting the word linger.

Madhuri : “As in?” she asked, her voice soft.

Ishaan : “I’m talking about custom lingerie. He’ll love it.” His smirk was a challenge, and Madhuri’s breath hitched, her pretense of reluctance crumbling.

Madhuri : “I… don’t know,” she said, her voice trembling. “It’s a bit much, Ishaan.”

Ishaan : “Trust me, come on” he replied, guiding her toward a designer’s boutique tucked in a quiet corner of the mall. Abhi trailed behind, struggling with the heavy bags, his face a mix of frustration and suspicion.

They stepped into the boutique, its sleek walls adorned with silk and lace, the air thick with an intimate allure despite the humming AC.

The designer, a wiry man in his thirties and an old acquaintance of Ishaan’s, greeted them with a sly, knowing grin.

“May I help you, Sir?” he asked, his eyes briefly scanning Madhuri’s flushed face.

“Yeah,” Ishaan replied confidently, “I need custom lingerie for her.”

The designer nodded, unfazed, and handed Ishaan a design catalogue. “Sure, please take a look and customize while I get the tape.”

Ishaan took the catalogue with authority, flipping through its pages, his eyes lingering on each design as he glanced at Madhuri, picturing her in the delicate, revealing pieces.


Madhuri’s cheeks burned, shame surging through her as she stood under their gazes. The designer turned to her, his tone professional but probing. “May I take your measurements, ma’am?”

She hesitated, her heart racing, “Is this necessary? I already know my sizes,” she said, her voice unsteady, trying to deflect.

The designer smiled reassuringly. “Our measurements are non-standard, ma’am, but they ensure a perfect fit.”

Madhuri hesitated, doubt flickering in her eyes, but she relented. “O-Okay,” she murmured, barely audible, the weight of the moment pressing heavily on her.

Outside, Abhi reached the boutique’s corner, only to be stopped by a stern security guard. “My mom’s inside,” he protested, his voice tight with frustration.

“Sorry, kid, This is no place for children,” the guard replied, unmoved.

“I’m not a kid. Stop calling me that,” Abhi muffled and slumped onto a nearby bench, fuming, clutching the bags and waiting for them to come out.

Inside, the designer began measuring Madhuri’s bust, his tape measure “accidentally” slipping. Ishaan, watching closely, stepped forward, his voice firm.

Ishaan : “Let me hold it. You note it down.”

Madhuri raised her arms, her breath catching as Ishaan wrapped the tape around her chest, his fingers deliberately pressing through her churidar, grazing her nipples, which hardened under the touch.

The designer jotted down the measurement, unfazed. “Now under the breasts,” he instructed. Ishaan slid the tape lower, and tightened, his touch bold, eyes locked on hers.

“And her breasts, over the nipples, like this.” he said, Ishaan's fingers brushing her again, unapologetic.

He continued, measuring from her shoulder, neck down to her navel, his movements precise but charged. The designer nodded.

“Now the hip size.” Ishaan circled the tape around her, dragging it slowly over her body, lingering where her curves protruded most, his fingers grazing her ass.

As soon as the designer noted it down, Madhuri exhaled in relief, thinking it was over. “Thank G0d,” she muttered.

The designer glanced up. “A few more measurements, ma’am. Please lift your churidar.”

Her eyes widened in shock. “Why?” she asked, voice trembling.

“Just a couple more for... accuracy,” he replied calmly, though his eyes flickered with something else. Madhuri’s heart raced, caught between embarrassment and the electric pull of Ishaan’s presence.


Madhuri’s hands trembled as she hesitantly lifted her churidar top, revealing the leggings clinging to her curves.

The designer, his tone clinical yet probing, instructed, “Please put your feet apart slightly, ma’am.”

As she did that, he glanced at Ishaan, “Measure from her inner thigh, near the crotch, to the hip joint.”

Both men knelt before her, Ishaan’s eyes glinting as he positioned the tape, the designer observing closely. Madhuri’s breath hitched, unsure of the situation, her mind racing.

Ishaan began, his fingers brushing from her ass down to her inner thigh, grazing her sensitive skin. A jolt of pleasure shot through her, memories of that blindfolded night with Ishaan flooding back. She tried to steady herself, but his lingering touch made her knees quiver.

He took multiple attempts, each one brushing her most sensitive spots, igniting a warmth that left a small wet patch on her leggings. Her heart pounded, praying they wouldn’t notice.

The designer’s eyes flicked to the damp spot but said nothing, his voice calm.

“Now, measure along the bottom, start at the creak of her buttocks, down through to the navel.”

Madhuri’s eyes widened. “What? That’s… such a strange way to measure,” she stammered, her voice shaky.

“It's a crucial step for our precision,” the designer assured smoothly, his tone almost too polished.

Ishaan held one end of the tape at the top of her butt crack, passing the other end under her crotch to the designer, who then placed it against her bare navel.

Both of them touching wherever they want sent a shock through her, her body trembling with illicit excitement. She gripped her churidar top tightly to keep it from falling, her breath uneven.

They pulled the tape slowly from both ends, grazing her crotch, over the leggings, their movements deliberate under the guise of calibration. The friction against her honeypot made her knees buckle inward, a soft moan escaping her lips as the dampness grew, her leggings betraying her arousal.

Sweat beaded on her forehead despite the AC, her expression shifting to one of barely contained desire. “Mmmh..” she let out a soft moan, eyes closed as they lingered, teasing her with subtle rubs, watching her squirm awkwardly from below.

Finally, the designer stepped back, his voice polite. “Thank you for your cooperation, ma’am. You can relax now.”

Madhuri came back to this world and opened her eyes. The tape was visibly damp from her juice, but he said nothing, noting the measurements.

Ishaan, with a smirk, detailed the customizations he wanted, and the designer nodded modestly, agreeing.

They exited the boutique, finding Abhi outside, his face a storm of anger and anticipation. “Mom, why’d you leave me out here?!” he demanded, gripping the bags tightly.

Madhuri, still flushed, forced a smile. “Sorry, sweetie, women’s shopping takes time. Didn't want to bore you.” Her voice wavered, deflecting his frustration.

Without another word, they headed home, the air between them heavy with unspoken tensions and front mirror communications. Madhuri’s mind still reeling from the charged encounter, Abhi’s anger simmering, and Ishaan’s knowing glance lingering in the silence.









They reached home late in the evening. Madhuri entered and lounged on the sofa, Her body still carried the echo of the shopping mall.

Her husband, Ramesh, paced near the dining table, his phone pressed to his ear. “Yes, tonight. I’ll be on the 10 p.m. flight to New York,” he said, voice clipped, brows furrowed. He hung up, glancing at Madhuri.

Ramesh : “What took you guys so long, Uhh.. I got a work emergency, babe. I’m off to the US again for a week. Leaving tonight. Where's Ishaan?”

Madhuri’s heart skipped, a mix of guilt and strange relief washing over her.

Madhuri : “Again? This urgent?” she asked, her voice softer than she intended. "Ishaan's.. parking the car."

Ramesh shrugged, distracted, already mentally elsewhere. He crossed the room, planted a quick kiss on her forehead, and grabbed his keys.

Ramesh : “I’ll call you when I land. Take care of Abhi.” The door clicked shut behind him, leaving the room quieter, heavier.

Madhuri sank deeper into the sofa, her fingers tracing the edge of her chudidhar, her mind replaying Ishaan’s hands adjusting the tape measure.

The door swung open, and Abhi shuffled in, his face sullen, clutching shopping bags, his shoulders hunched.

Abhi : “Dad’s leaving again, isn’t he?” he muttered, placing the bag onto the coffee table.

Abhi : “And this stupid shopping. What took you so long? What even is in these bags?”

Madhuri : “Abhi, don’t start now,” her chest tightened, “I had to buy a few extra things for your aunt’s marriage.”

Abhi : “Whatever,” he cut her off, his voice sharp with resentment. “Dad’s not going to be here. And I know you’re fine with it.” he whispered to himself.

A few minutes later, the doorbell chimed, Madhuri’s breath caught. She knew who it was before she opened the door. Ishaan stood there with a leather bag slung over his shoulder.


Ishaaan : “Aunty,” he drawled, stepping inside, the smirk growing as he set the bag down. “Don’t worry about Uncle. We had a little chat.” He patted the bag, his eyes never leaving hers. “He handed me this camera and some… responsibilities.”

Madhuri : “Camera? What for?” her brow furrowed, confusion settling in.

Ishaan’s smirk widened, a sly edge to it.

Ishaan : “Since he’s leaving and won’t see you for a week, I suggested a photoshoot with you. You know, so he can see what he’s missing across oceans.” his tone dipped.

Ishaan : “He loved the idea and thanked me. Even asked me to handle it myself, saying I’m trustworthy.” He paused, his gaze lingering. “Look at your phone.”

Madhuri’s mouth went dry. She grabbed her phone from the coffee table, her fingers trembling slightly as she opened Ramesh’s long unread message. Her eyes scanned the long text: "Hey dear, sorry for the unexpected trip. All my emails were suddenly archived, and I missed the heads-up about it. My boss mentioned it this afternoon after you guys left. I could’ve canceled if I’d seen it sooner, but it’s too late now. Don’t worry, I told Ishaan about a photoshoot. Please cooperate with him for my sake. He’s a good kid, do what he says. Let’s exchange pics for now. I’ll be back soon. Bye, my love."

Her heart sank, she knew Ishaan’s fingerprints were all over this. She typed a quick reply, her fingers moving instinctively: "Anything for you, honey. I’ll miss you. Take care."

Hitting send, she looked up at Ishaan, his grin now unmistakably predatory.

Abhi perked up, “I can take the photos!” he said, grabbing his phone. “I’m good with angles, Mom, you know that.” eager to steal the chance.

Ishaan’s smile sharpened, his gaze flicking to Abhi with a dismissive edge. “No offense, snowflake, but uncle likes it all professional. I need control of the frame and you’d just get in the way.” His tone was cold, final, cutting through Abhi’s enthusiasm like a blade.


Abhi’s face fell, his jaw tightening. “Fine,” he snapped, shoving his phone into his pocket. “Do whatever.” He stormed toward his loom, closed the door with a thud and hopped on his bed staring at the ceiling, leaving Madhuri’s guilt to twist tighter.

She wanted to call after him, to soothe his hurt, but Ishaan’s presence anchored her in place.

Ishaan : “Don’t worry about him, aunty” he said, stepping closer, his voice low, almost a whisper. “He’ll get over it. Let’s focus on you.” His fingers brushed her arm as he handed her the shopping bags, the touch deliberate, electric.

Ishaan : “Go and change. I’ll set up in your bedroom.”

Madhuri’s heart pounded, her body aching with a mix of shame and desire. “Ishaan, I-I don't think this is right,” she whispered, more to herself than to him.

He tilted his head, his eyes locked on hers, bold and unyielding.

Ishaan : “Don't you see how desperate uncle is? Do it for him aunty. Why fight it?”

Madhuri forced a small, uneven smile, masking the flutter of excitement and unease in her chest.

Madhuri : “Umm, okay,” she said, her voice light but laced with suspicion. “But, I need to freshen up first.”

Ishaan’s eyes gleamed, catching the playful edge in her tone.

Ishaan : “I know. You were sweating buckets at the boutique even in the AC. Take your time, Aunty,” he said, leaning casually on the sofa, his fingers brushing the strap of the camera bag. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Her legs moved before her mind could catch up, carrying her upstairs. The bag felt heavy in her hands, her thoughts a tangle of maternal guilt, loyalty to Ramesh, and the reckless thrill of Ishaan’s gaze.









Madhuri slipped into the bathroom, leaving the bedroom door slightly open. She knew Ishaan would follow.

Meanwhile, downstairs, Abhi lay sprawled on his bed in the dark, the lights off, his chest heavy with betrayal. His mother’s complicity stung, and he vowed silently to himself: "No more. I wouldn’t be part of his schemes, no more watching my mom taking orders from him."

Upstairs, Ishaan moved with purpose, removed his shirt, arms bare in a tank top, and stepped into Madhuri’s bedroom. He began setting up, pulling equipment from his leather bag and stuff from the storeroom, a tripod, softbox lights, a reflector.

His movements were deliberate, practiced, as if he’d planned every detail.

Madhuri emerged from the bathroom, her damp hair clinging to her neck, a thick robe loosely tied around her. She caught his eye, and his smirk returned, sharp and knowing.

Ishaan : “Go Aunty, change behind those curtains,” Ishaan said, nodding toward the corner of the spacious room where her vanity shifted. “I’ll finish setting up.” He shifted her bed to one side, clearing space.

Madhuri grabbed the shopping bags, took out the first dress he'd chosen, her bare feet leaving faint wet prints on the hardwood floor as she crossed to the makeshift changing area.

Her pulse quickened, an unfamiliar excitement buzzing under her skin. Behind the curtain, she let the robe fall, drying herself, sliding her arms into the sleek, emerald slip dress, its fabric cool against her skin.


Ishaan locked the door from inside, the soft click sent a shiver through her.

The camera shutter clicked, and Ishaan snapped a quick selfie, tongue popped out, his grin sharp and wicked against the backdrop of the meticulously arranged bedroom.

The image instantly beamed to the movie night projector in Abhi’s room downstairs, a soft chime announcing its arrival. The wall lit up, casting Ishaan’s smug face and the staged scene across the dark space.

Abhi’s eyes snapped open, his stomach twisting at the sight of his parents’ bedroom transformed into Ishaan’s playground.

Clenching his fists, Abhi buried his face in his pillow, smothering the urge to scream. He wouldn’t watch. He couldn’t.

Upstairs, Madhuri made her hair, adjusted the dress, her fingers trembling slightly, and stepped out from behind the curtain, her eyes meeting Ishaan’s.

The slip dress hugged her frame, its asymmetrical hem catching the light, shimmering with every step.

He stood by the camera, his expression unreadable but charged, the lights casting sharp shadows across his face.

The room’s ambiance, the soft glow of the lights, the faint scent of jasmine from a diffuser, heightened the electric hum in her veins.

Ishaan : “Well, look at you,” he said, leaning against the tripod, his voice smooth, laced with something daring.

Ishaan : “Ready to make uncle happy?” He gestured toward the center of the room, where the lights converged. “Step in here, Aunty. Let’s make this worth his while.”


Ishaan’s voice cut through the charged silence, calm but commanding.

Ishaan : “Alright, first pose. Turn slightly, look back over your shoulder, bend a knee slightly.” Madhuri complied, stepping into the pool of light.

The slit parted subtly, accentuating her leg as she angled her body. Ishaan adjusted the lens, his eyes sharp behind the camera.

* Click *

The shutter snapped, and the image beamed to Abhi’s room with a chime.

Downstairs, Abhi’s resolve wavered. He tried to keep his face buried in the pillow, but curiosity tugged at him. He glanced up, and there she was, his mother, framed on the wall in that shimmering dress, he slowly got up and sat on the bed.

"Mom? How could she wear that? Is this what they’ve been shopping all day for?" he thought, fury spiking. "Posing like that for Ishaan, out of all?" He pulled the pillow, flushing his face deeper into it, trying to block it out.

Another chime. This time, she sat on the bed’s edge, legs crossed at the knee, the slit falling open to reveal her thigh. Her hands rested on her legs, her chest pushed slightly forward, her expression bold, almost provocative.

Abhi’s jaw tightened, a confusing heat stirring in him. His body betrayed him, a twitch of arousal he despised himself for.


Grabbing his phone, he typed a furious message: "Ishaan, stop this bullshit now." He hit send, glaring at the screen. The message sat on read, Ishaan’s silence a taunting dismissal.

Upstairs, Ishaan’s smirk didn’t falter. “Perfect,” he murmured, adjusting the camera for the next shot.

After taking a few more clicks, Ishaan called her “Now, let’s do the next one, Aunty.”

His voice was smooth, coaxing, as Madhuri hesitated for a fraction of a second before complying, the air between them crackling with unspoken tension.

A soft chime broke the silence in Abhi’s room as another image flickered onto the wall.

Madhuri had changed into the form-fitting gown, its triangular cutouts along the sides exposing slivers of skin. The three-quarter shot, taken at mid-level, captured her standing with one hand on her hip, her body slightly turned to emphasize her curves, her boobs popping out, the silk stretching tight, almost cutting it off.

Abhi’s eyes betrayed him, lingering on the subtle skin show, unable to look away despite the knot of anger in his chest.

Another one, quick and relentless. Madhuri now lay on her side on the bed, propped on one elbow, her legs sprawled free on the bed. Her hands held her dress together preventing any slipping, the low-angle, eye-level shot from the bed’s edge making her seem larger than life on his wall.

Abhi swallowed hard, his mind screaming that she’d fallen into Ishaan’s trap, yet his body reacted, a shameful heat pooling within him.

"I don't get how dad agreed to all of this. Mom's clearly playing him!" he fumed, desperate to stop it, Abhi stumbled out of bed and yanked at his door but found it locked from outside.

Ishaan had planned this, too. He grabbed his phone and fired off another text: "Take off the lock. Now! Get me out." No response.

Defeated, he sank back onto the bed, his eyes drawn unwillingly to the projection, fixating on the bare skin popping out of his mother’s deep cleavage, so openly displayed. His arousal surged, and he hated himself for it.





A few shots later, Madhuri appeared in the mesh corset mini dress, standing in front of the camera, hands on hips, eyes on the cameraman. Her curves strained against the tight corset, her boobs nearly spilling out.

The next image, a full-length shot. She leaned back against the wall, chest slightly forward, hands above her head to elongate her body, angled to the side. Her long, bare legs gleamed under the lights, and Abhi’s resistance crumbled.

Abhi shot to his feet, a twisted cuckold excitement pulsing through him again, his dick throbbing as he stared at the provocative image.

He accepted his helplessness, sinking to the floor beneath the projection, his face positioned as if it was under her foot. His hand moved to his crotch, rubbing slowly, guilt and desire warring within him.

Another chime. A low-angle shot now, Madhuri kneeling on the bed, legs slightly spread, one hand on her knee, the other brushing through her hair.

Her torso twisted to highlight the corset’s fit, the lighting casting a shadow between her thighs, teasing at what lay beneath. Abhi’s breath hitched, his pulse racing as his eyes locked on the shadow between her legs.

Upstairs, Ishaan’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming as he watched Madhuri surrender to the moment, her compliance veiled as devotion to her husband.

Ishaan : “You’re no less than a plus-size model, Aunty,” he said, his voice dripping with flattery and she smiled, bashful. He handed her a sleek, black bag, its contents hidden. “Change into this next.”

Madhuri took the bag, her brow arching. “What’s in it?”

Ishaan : “Custom lingerie, they delivered it quick.” his tone low. “And... something special from my side.”

Her pulse quickened as she slipped behind the curtain, unzipping the bag. Her breath caught at the sight, a white cropped button-down shirt, a black-and-white plaid mini skirt, and delicate lingerie beneath. It was scandalously bold, teetering on taboo.








She hesitated, her heart pounding, but the thrill won out. Slowly, she changed, the lingerie hugging her tight, the outfit barely concealing it.

Stepping out, her cheeks flushed with awkward embarrassment, she crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes meeting Ishaan’s with a mix of innocence and secret excitement.

Ishaan’s stare was hungry, unapologetic. “Didn’t expect it to suit you so well,” he said, stepping closer. His fingers grazed the shirt, removing the buttons at the top, adjusting the knot under her breasts, tugging the skirt slightly up her waist.

Madhuri tensed, her voice sharp but curious. “Wait, what are you doing? Whose idea was this?”

Ishaan : “Mine,” he admitted, his confidence unshaken. “Who knows what Uncle’s kinks are? Thought I’d give it a shot.” He stepped back, gesturing to the center of the room. “Come on, stand there and pose for me.” he said with a commanding tone.

Madhuri’s lips curved into a teasing smirk, acting hesitant and sauntered to the spotlight to pose, her movements deliberate.

Downstairs, a chime pierced the air, and a new image flashed onto Abhi’s wall. His eyes widened in shock. His mother stood in the center of the room, dressed in their high school girl’s uniform, except the skirt was scandalously short.

Abhi : “What the fuck, Mom?” he muttered, his shorts sliding down as his hand moved uncontrollably, gripped by a shameful rush.


Upstairs, Ishaan’s voice cut through again. “Pull the ends of the knot open,” he instructed, “and pull the skirt up a bit.”

Madhuri’s eyes widened, feigning innocence. “No, Ishaan, that’s crossing the line.”

Ishaan leaned in, his voice smooth, persuasive. “Trust me, Uncle’s gonna love it.”

She bit her lip, her expression torn but betraying a flicker of hunger. Slowly, her fingers grazed the knot, her other hand brushing the skirt’s hem, pulling it higher, as Ishaan lowered the camera angle, his grin predatory.

The projector in Abhi’s room flickered, switching to a live feed, the chime replaced by the soft hum of real-time video.

Upstairs, Madhuri’s fingers tugged the ends of her cropped shirt, the fabric parting in a slow, stunning reveal. Her balconette bra hugged her breasts tightly, the sight electrifying.

She knew this wasn’t for Ramesh anymore, sliding the skirt a bit higher, the hem touching her belly. The spark in her eyes danced for Ishaan’s wicked game, her body swaying to his unspoken commands.

Abhi stared at the moving frames, his mother transformed into something brazen, seductive, under his bully’s control. His fragile ego burned with shame, yet desire surged as her breasts jiggled with the shirt’s release.

He’d never thought his innocent traditional mom would be dressed like a sexy school teenager, that too in front of a boy she met a few weeks back.

Ishaan’s voice came through the feed, low and commanding. “Turn around and keep going.” Without hesitation, Madhuri turned, peeling off the shirt entirely and sliding the skirt even higher.

Her smooth, peachy ass filled the projection, and Abhi’s hands held his head, grasping at the image, forgetting it was just light and shadow as he wondered how his mom would have looked when she was an actual teenager.









A buzz from his phone snapped him out of it. "Check under your desk." A message from Ishaan,  Abhi’s heart raced as he pulled the drawer out of the desk, finding a pair of panties, soft, slightly damp.

Confused, aroused, he texted back: "Whose panty is this?" Ishaan’s reply was instant, cruel: "Who else, sisspot? It’s your bitch mommy’s. She left it openly on the bed here before going to take a bath. You can use it from today."

Abhi’s nerves tightened, his fingers clutching the fabric as his eyes flicked back to the wall. The camera zoomed closer, Madhuri’s curves filling the frame as she swayed, unzipping her skirt from the side and removing it down her legs, her movements deliberately seductive.

Madhuri : “Isn't it hot in here, Ishaan?” Her voice, teasing, broke through.

Ishaan : “Yeah, aunty,” he replied. “Temperature has spiked suddenly,” his tone thick with amusement. She chuckled, a playful edge in her voice.

Madhuri : “Maybe you should take off some clothes too.”

The feed showed Ishaan setting the camera on the bedside table, stripping down to his boxers. Madhuri’s eyes gleamed with thrilled excitement. He grabbed the camera again, directing her.

Ishaan : “Get on the bed.”

She obeyed, climbing onto the mattress with a feline grace, her body poised, waiting. The camera moved, positioning between her legs, shooting from above. Without prompting, Madhuri’s hands cupping her breasts over the bra, pressing them together, her hips rolling in slow, provocative circles. “Yes, like that,” Ishaan growled, his voice rough with approval.

Downstairs, Abhi’s breath hitched, his excitement peaking. The raw and vivid smell from his mother’s panties she wore earlier that day, its musty scent laced with an intoxicating flavour, drove him over the edge, his body trembling as he surrendered to the twisted rush, the projection searing into his mind.


Madhuri’s movements were deliberate, a seduction cloaked in subtlety. Her eyes caught the growing bulge in Ishaan’s boxers and a damp heat bloomed in her thong.

Yet, his lack of reaction puzzled her, spurring her to push further. She slid a finger into her mouth, sucking slowly, then trailed it down, rubbing it over her panties while her other hand pinched her nipple through the bra.

Madhuri : “How am I doing?” she asked, her voice a sultry purr.

Ishaan’s lens stayed fixed on her, his voice steady. “You’re doing well, Aunty. Uncle would love this.”

Her impatience flared. She didn't want to hear about his dead beat husband.

Madhuri : “What about this?” she teased, tugging down one bra cup, her breast spilling out, bare and provocative. Ishaan remained silent, his face hidden behind the camera.

Madhuri : “Don’t you like what you’re seeing?” she pressed, her tone playful as she freed the other breast, her nipples hardening under his gaze.

Downstairs, Abhi, trapped in his locked room, watched the live feed with fevered intensity, his hand working furiously as he stroked his cock, anticipation twisting his gut.

Ishaan : “You’re doing good, aunty. Keep going.” he said, maddeningly calm.

Madhuri : “Just good?” she shot back, her breath quickening. “What about now?” She hooked her thumbs into her thong, slowly pulling it down her legs. Naked now, she lay back, breathless, her eyes locked on Ishaan, waiting for his move.


Ishaan stepped closer, the camera capturing every inch of her exposed body in high resolution, his lens unrelenting.

Downstairs, Abhi lost his mind, pressing himself against the wall, hugging her image over the wall, kissing the projection near her pussy, rubbing his cock against the surface, consumed by the forbidden rush.

Madhuri eased into a sultry smile, her fingers grazing her pussy as she sucked her own nipple. “Yeah, you like that?” she murmured, her voice thick with desire, urging him to act.

Ishaan’s response was a calculated twist. “Yeah, Aunty, Uncle will have a blast.”

Her brow furrowed, confusion flickering through her arousal. His shift, cloaking his desire in Ramesh’s name, threw her off.

Downstairs, Abhi’s stomach churned hearing Ishaan toy with her again, manipulating the moment. Yet, his body betrayed him, a strange feeling hit him as he realised how she got under Ishaan’s control, humping the wall as he discharged, his cum streaking the wall surface, shame and ecstasy colliding in a messy blur.

Madhuri’s body ached with unfulfilled desire, her hips rising instinctively, swaying with a sensual rhythm as she inched closer to Ishaan’s bulging trunks. Her wetness grew, her pussy throbbing, so close to his erection, craving him to break her without pretense, without any blindfold.

Ishaan’s voice cut through, cold and detached. “Perfect, Aunty. Task done. This session is a success.” He pulled back, shutting off the camera’s lens, stepping off the bed with deliberate calm.


Madhuri froze, stunned, and scrambled for the sheets, clutching them to cover herself. Her mind reeled, he was leaving her like this, exposed and wanting. She couldn’t speak, her throat tight with shock and shame.

As Ishaan slipped back into his clothes, his tone was infuriatingly casual. “Uncle’s so lucky to have you. No wonder he’s such a happy man.” He dismantled the lights, his movements brisk. “You must be extremely tired by now. Get some rest, Aunty. See you tomorrow. Good night.” he said, winking back. The door clicked shut behind him.

Madhuri collapsed onto the pillow, her embarrassment a heavy weight she couldn’t share. She was left burning, like a pawn in his cruel game.

Madhuri : "What happened to him?" she thought, her shame crashing over her like a wave. Sinking beneath the sheets, she felt desperate, unquenched, hollow.

Guilt gnawed at her for dismissing her stalker, the one she’d ignored in favor of Ishaan’s charm.

She grabbed her phone, typing a quick message: "Hey devil, uhm.. sorry for ignoring you." No reply.

Minutes passed, and her fingers moved again, spilling the truth: "Ok listen, I was drawn to Ishaan. I didn’t know he too was playing me. I had no choice but to play along, but he left me shattered, just like you. Why are guys so evil?" Still nothing.

Minutes passed, her desperation peaked, and she sent one final text, raw and honest: "I admit it, I don’t want to be the one to make the first move. I hate looking desperate, even though I am. Please, do something."

Silence. No response came. Her shame swallowed her whole, and, exhausted, she drifted into a restless sleep, her thirst unquenched, her body still aching for something more.

(End of Chapter)





   

 Chapter 10: Memory Trap


The city's morning sun sliced through the curtains, a cruel spotlight on Madhuri's restless form, her bedroom a prison of unspoken lust. She sat on the edge of her bed, fingers trembling over her phone.

Regret gnawed at her soul, she'd pushed the stalker away, craving Ishaan instead, only to drown in deprivation, her pussy aching for a brutal, raw act she couldn't dare demand.

She quickly got ready and escaped to her office before the boys woke up. Work was blur, her corporate desk a graveyard of focus, her mind replaying Ishaan's thrusts, his spanks he'd claimed her under Ramesh's name.

She'd typed emails with shaking hands, her thighs clenching under her pants. "He did it first... blindfolded me, broke me and now left me," she muttered, yet, fear held her back, she couldn't ask him to fuck her, terrified he'd take advantage of it later, especially since he'd already taken her blindfolded once, a secret she couldn't confess to Ramesh without breaking his heart.

Her phone buzzed. Ramesh's voice came through, cheerful.

Ramesh : "I just landed babe. Nothing to rush here, it’s just a formal workshop. I should've canceled this trip." He paused, his tone warming. "Ishaan sent me the pics. My colleagues’ll die of jealousy if they see them, hahaha.. such a bomb you are.. Muuah!"

Madhuri's heart skipped. "Which pics?" she asked, tense.

Ramesh : "Don’t be naughty, honey. Those in that green slip dress," he said. "I knew the boy got a good taste. G0d, I wanna come home soon."

Relief washed over her, Ishaan hadn't sent the others. She exhaled, steadying herself. "I'll be waiting too, honey," she replied, feigning love.

That evening, she returned home late, drained. Ishaan greeted her at the door, his smile odd, suggestive. "Coming from a photoshoot, Aunty? You look all worked up. Haha, just kidding."

Her cheeks burned with embarrassment. She mumbled a greeting and hurried to her room, avoiding his gaze. In the living room, Abhi sat beside him, staring blankly at the TV, his poker face masking the turmoil of last night's memories.

That night, lost in her thoughts, Madhuri texted the stalker, her desperation spilling out: "Listen. You are the only one I can reach out to. Do something, I'm begging you. I gave you a blowjob, and you ghosted me for nothing. You owe me this much, help me out."

After a long silence, the stalker replied: "Fine. Wait till morning."  and Madhuri was left in tormenting expectation.


The next morning, she woke up to see a small box on the night stand containing a vial of green liquid labeled with a wolf sticker, a pipette inside. She looked at it carefully before checking her room to find a window wide open.

A message popped up: "That’s a memory eraser, the favor you asked last night. Use it on him, he'll forget everything, no trouble for you. Also, why is my accomplice complaining about the musty smell in your room?"

Madhuri : "Don't play with me. How's this supposed to help?" she scoffed, texting back, closing the window.

The stalker's reply was sharp: "How? I thought senior consultants have brains. Go fuck that boy, later use it on him, and he wont remember anything."

Madhuri : "What? What's that supposed to mean?" she shot back, perplexed.

Ishaan : "Test it yourself if you're skeptical of me. Oh, and it only affects males." he replied.

Madhuri : "How do I test it?" she typed, skeptical.

Ishaan : "Mix a few milliliters in whatever he takes. He'll forget those last few hours, depending on the dose. Simple."

Madhuri : "What? You sent me a drug? Is it safe?" she pressed.

Ishaan : "Yeah, totally safe," he assured.

Hesitant but intrigued, Madhuri thanked him. Unbeknownst to her, the potion was nothing but a ruse, Abhi convinced forcefully into playing along, and the pipette's readings were transmitted straight to Ishaan's device whenever used.


While closing the chat, she found an unread notification from Ramesh he sent last night, “You’re glowing in that brown dress, honey. Here’s me,” a proud dad selfie of him wearing a blazer, clicked in front of the Vessel, his double chin evident, belly protuding out, attached to the text. “How do I look?”

Alerted, she quickly typed, “You look so handsome, honey. Sorry, I didn't check my phone yesterday.” and replied.

She took a leave from work, the stakes set high as her pics burned in Ishaan’s camera, “I don’t have much time left,” she muttered, rushing downstairs.

Madhuri : "I'm off today, making breakfast. What do you boys want?" she announced.

Abhi : "Ah.. just Idlis are enough, Ma," he said nervously, eyes on TV.

Ishaan : "Me too, aunty" he said, his tone teasing. "Two soft, round, plumpy idlis are more than enough." His smirk made her flush, catching his double entendre.

Abhi sank in anger, hidden, he knew he was the one who started all this, the initial chat screenshots, still safe with Ishaan, a rein tied to Abhi.

Madhuri : "Umm.. S-Sure," she said, heading to the kitchen.

As she prepared the idlis, she pulled out the potion, measuring 40ml of the tasteless liquid, drizzling it over Ishaan's plate.

On second thought, she decided to test it on Abhi first. She added a small drop on a piece of idli and called him to the kitchen.

Madhuri : "Sweetie, come taste this once," she said, handing it to him.

Right as he's about to swallow, she pinched his thigh hard. Abhi yelped in pain but quickly masked it after gulping, eyes watering with discomfort, forcing a strained smile as he praised the flavor of the Idli.

Madhuri's eyes widened, shocked, thrilled. She texted the stalker after Abhi left the kitchen: "Thank you. It's working!"


The boys quickly ate, thanking her for the breakfast and Madhuri sat next to Ishaan, waiting for the drug to take effect.

Ishaan, then started his act, blinked slowly, rubbing his temples.

Ishaan : "Why do I feel.. strange? Is it.. morning already?" putting down the water glass on the table, checking his surroundings.

Madhuri : "What's wrong, Ishaan?” Can't remember anything? What's the last thing you recall?" she asked, feigning worry.

Ishaan : “I-I don’t know. How did I end up here?” he said, acting confused.

Madhuri : “What do you mean Ishaan, you were here all along” she said with a victorious smirk, convinced the potion had worked, his innocent act making her feel powerful.

Ishaan : "No, aren’t we at the photoshoot? You looked incredible in that brown dress," Ishaan said, keeping up the charade.

Madhuri chuckled, oblivious to Abhi's deception and Ishaan's act cementing her confidence.

Madhuri : "You must be exhausted, Ishaan, take some rest. By the way, speaking of the photoshoot, can I check out my photos?" she asked.

Ishaan : "I'm good, Aunty, thank you," he handed the camera over, then joined Abhi in a video game, lounging lazily.

On the couch, Madhuri scrolled through the camera, deleting every compromising pic.

Madhuri : "Ishaan, did you copy these anywhere?" she asked, her voice tight.

Ishaan : "Just sent a few nice ones to Uncle after clicking. Nothing else." he shrugged, eyes on the game.

She sighed, relieved, her fingers trembling as she clutched the camera, believing she'd outmaneuvered him, for now.


She sighed, relieved, her fingers trembling as she clutched the camera, believing she'd outmaneuvered him, for now.

Madhuri slipped into the kitchen, her mind buzzing with twisted possibilities with the potion. Her desire was a live wire, and she couldn't wait any longer to test her plan on Ishaan.

“You can do this!” she whispered to herself as she poured 3ml of the green liquid into a glass of juice, to give it to him later, erasing his memory. Tucking the vial away, she steadied her trembling hands.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped out and called to Abhi.

Madhuri : "I need some groceries, sweetie," she said, handing him a long list. "Can you go to the supermarket?" Abhi nodded, feigning compliance, and left, leaving her alone in the house with Ishaan.

Madhuri had changed into the black saree Ishaan picked, its fabric clinging to her curves. She sauntered into the living room, hips swaying seductively, and stood before him. Ishaan was engrossed in Valorant, lounged on the beanbag, his eyes on the screen.

Ishaan : "Need any help, Aunty?" he asked.

She smirked, adjusting her saree to reveal her navel and midriff, tugging her waist band low to expose her venus tummy, mirroring his tease from the shopping mall.

Madhuri : "Yeah," she said, her voice low, suggestive.










He glanced at her, feigning shock, and set the controller down, standing. "What's it, Aunty? Tell me. Anything for you," he said, his eyes locking with hers, playing innocent.

Madhuri stepped closer, her smirk widening. "Don't you know what it is?"

He tilted his head, acting confused. "What do you mean?"

She scoffed, closing the gap. "Don't you play me like your high school girlfriends, I know you want it." Her voice was sharp, confident.

He stood there not moving an inch and asks, "Want what aunty?"

Stepping closer, she took his hand, placing it on her breast over the blouse. "Me. Am I wrong?" Her eyes blazed with lust.

Ishaan's hand stayed still, his face a mask of cluelessness. "I don't know what you're saying, Aunty."

Madhuri's smirk deepened. "Then why's this getting hard?" Her hand slid to his bulge, rubbing slowly over his track pants.

Ishaan's lips twitched into a smirk. "Because there's a hot woman standing right in front of me."

Her breath grew heavy. "Uh-huh, so... what do you wanna do to her?" She undid his belt buckle, her fingers deft, her tongue wetting her lips.

"I don't know," he teased, his voice low. "You tell me. What does she want?"

"You're a tease, aren't you?" Madhuri replied, unzipping his pants, their eyes locked in a charged stare.

"You're confusing me, Aun-" Ishaan started, but she cut him off, pouncing onto him. "Fuck me!" she demanded, her voice raw.

"What!?" he exclaimed loud, his pants dropping to the floor, his act of surprise almost convincing.

Her hand stroked his hard dick through his trunks, her other index finger hushing his lips. "Ssh, don't shout. You heard me right." She pushed him onto the couch, his body sinking into the cushions.

Ishaan swallowed, still playing innocent. "But you're my friend's mom. How can I-"

Madhuri leaned over him, flipping her hair back and gently kissed on his cheeks. Her blouse slipped slightly and her cleavage loomed in front of his face. "So what? Forget that. We're both adults. I like the man in you. From the very first day you walked into this house, your charm gripped me. Every flirt, every glance, it made my heart race. I didn't think it'd take this long. Here I am, all for you." She tossed her pallu aside, her body trembling with desire, offering herself completely, her words a fiery confession of pent-up need.


She got up and knelt before Ishaan, her eyes glinting with a mix of defiance and desire. "This is where you lit my spark, remember?" she said, tying her hair back, her voice low and teasing, hinting at the spot where they played 3D Twister weeks ago, her fingers grazing up his thighs.

"The other day, when you slipped your hand into my pocket..." She paused, her hand brushing his erect cock straining against his trunks. "I felt it then."

Slowly, she tugged his underwear down, revealing his thick, raw cock, dangerously familiar from the stalker's photos but more imposing in the flesh, pulsing under the living room lights.

Her face lit with excitement as she locked eyes with him, fondling her breasts over her blouse.

Holding his dick, she spat on it, stroking, her movements deliberate. "You guys like this, don’t you?" she murmured, leaning in to lick the tip, then dragging her tongue up the shaft from the bottom like a lollipop, her gaze never leaving his.

Ishaan's cock twitched, and her smirk widened. One hand slipped under her petticoat, rubbing her coochie as she worked him.

Little to her knowledge, Abhi hadn't gone to the market. He lurked in the backyard, peering through the window, hidden in the shadows, his shorts tenting with a hard boner as he watched, torn between shame and a secret thrill.

Madhuri opened her mouth, taking Ishaan's cock in slowly, her lips wrapping around it, teeth carefully tucked away. She went deeper, his hard length poking her throat, her muffled breaths filling the air and Abhi hitched in the shadows, “What are you doing, mom?”

Ishaan groaned, falling back onto the couch, his hands soon finding her head, pushing her down harder.

She gagged softly, her muffled noises mixing with pleasure as she reveled in his dominance, her pussy growing wetter at the thought of him inside her. The technique she'd honed with the stalker in the backyard fueled her, driving her to please him.


She gagged softly, her muffled noises mixing with pleasure as she reveled in his dominance, her pussy growing wetter at the thought of him inside her. The technique she'd honed with the stalker in the backyard fueled her, driving her to please him.

After sucking it for a few minutes, she pulled back, breathless, and stood, unhooking her blouse and letting it fall. Her petticoat followed, leaving her in just her bra and panties.

Ishaan mirrored her, ripping his shirt off in one swift motion, his muscular frame sending a shiver through her. She climbed onto the couch, straddling him, her legs framing his body, her hands around his neck, her wet pussy hovering just above his throbbing cock.

Their eyes locked. Ishaan tugged one bra cup down, grabbing her breast, the other hand slipped from her thighs onto her panties from behind, squeezing her big round ass.

Madhuri flipped her hair to the side, grinding slowly against him, his warm breath grazing her neck, her hard nipples brushing his chest. “I want to fuck you, Aunty,” Ishaan said, caressing her ass.

"Yeah? I waited so long for you to say this," she whispered, her voice thick with need, her wet spot rubbing his dick, aching for something wild and deep.

Abhi, outside, muttered to himself, "It's happening," his boner straining, a twisted urge to join them flickering in his mind.

Ishaan took control, clicking a button on the couch that flattened it into a bed.

He threw Madhuri onto the soft cushions, landing on top of her, spreading her legs and pinning her hands down. Her breath hitched as he tore her bra off in one rough pull. She instinctively covered her breasts, but he brushed his fingers into her panties, dragging it aside.

Coating his fingers with saliva, he eased them inside her, drawing a moan from her lips.

Abhi moved to the main door, watching his bully take on his mom through the letter hole.


Ishaan pulled his fingers out, unfolding her hands from her breasts, leaned forward pinning them above her to the cushion. His cock brushed her clit, pausing for a heartbeat, her body naked, exposed in her own living room, no blindfold, no pretense. "Give it to me," she gasped, her voice raw.

Ishaan thrust into her, hard and deep, her eyes squeezing shut as a loud moan escaped, “Aaaahh..” He moved slow and slowly increased his pace, fucking her like a beast in missionary, his cock plunging into her pussy, each thrust, deep in and out, making wet, sticky sounds that filled the room.

Her body arched, consumed by the raw intensity, as he pounded her relentlessly, no hesitation, no restraint.

Abhi stood frozen outside the living room door, his hand trembling on the knob, an empty shopping bag dangling uselessly at his side. His heart pounded so loudly he was sure it would give him away.

His fear had kept him at bay, but curiosity, or something darker, had finally won. He turned a spare key into the lock, the click loud, and pushed the door open.

The sight hit him like a punch. His bully laid on top of his mother, thrusting deep, her legs hugged him, with a voice, a high pitched desperate moan. "Aaahh.. Don't stop, Ishaan. Aaahh… please…" she gasped, her head thrown back.

Hearing the click, Madhuri's eyes flicked toward the door, and she froze, her face draining of color. "Abhi!" she shrieked, shoving Ishaan off her. She scrambled to cover herself, snatching two small throw pillows to shield her chest and lap.

Her cheeks burned red, her gaze dropping to the floor in shame. "What... what are you doing here?"









Her cheeks burned red, her gaze dropping to the floor in shame. "What... what are you doing here?"

Abhi slammed the door shut behind him, his voice shaking with feigned anger. "What the hell is going on, Mom? What is this?" He gestured wildly at the scene, his eyes darting between her and Ishaan, who was still lounging on the couch, unbothered.

Madhuri's voice was small, trembling. "W-Why didn't you go to the… supermarket? You said you were going!"

"I forgot my wallet!" Abhi snapped, holding up the spare key like evidence. "But, I didn't think I'd walk in on... on this!" he shouted, throwing away the empty bag.

Ishaan stood, completely naked, his movements casual, almost mocking. "Relax, Aunty," he said, his voice smooth as he sauntered toward Abhi.

He stopped inches away, towering over Abhi, his eyes glinting with something dangerous. "Listen to me you piece of shit," his voice faltered Abhi, "You say a word about this to anyone, and I'll tell your mom your little secret."

His warning a gunshot to Abhi, bringing him back to senses instinctively, “Oh no, did I just commit the worst mistake of my life?” he thought, looking away frightened.


Ishaan grabbed Abhi's collar, yanking him closer to the couch where Madhuri sat, mortified. "Sit," Ishaan ordered, pointing to a chair across from them. "And watch."

Madhuri's breath hitched, her hands clutching the pillows tighter. "Ishaan, no," she whispered, her voice cracking. "This is... I can't do this with him here. It's wrong."

Ishaan grinned, leaning closer to her. "Oh, come on, Madhuri. You can if he agrees to it, right?" He turned to Abhi, his tone sharp. "What do you say, duffer? Should I spill your secret?"

Abhi's heart thundered, his mind racing. He knew what Ishaan was threatening to reveal, the nights he'd lingered outside the door, listening, watching through the curtains, too ashamed to admit what it did to him. "No," he stammered, his voice barely audible. "I'm sorry, I'll... I'll watch."

Madhuri's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. "Abhi, what?" she whispered, her voice laced with disbelief. She looked at him, her son, sitting there with fear in his eyes, and her heart sank. "Poor kid," she thought. "He's being blackmailed."

But another thought gnawed at her, "What secret could he be hiding? And why do I always get interrupted when I was so close to losing myself in the moment?"

Ishaan chuckled, turning back to Madhuri. "Problem solved." He fixed Abhi with a stare. "You do exactly what I say, got it? Keep your eyes only on her. Don't look anywhere else, or I'll make sure she knows everything."

Abhi opened his mouth to protest, but Ishaan cut him off. "Shh. Silently watch me fuck your beautiful mom." He reached out, trying to snatch the pillow’s from Madhuri’s grasp and she snapped.

"Ishaan, wait," Madhuri whispered, her voice trembling with shame. "Where have I gotten myself stuck?" But a small, desperate part of her clung to the thought: "At least I know a way to erase their memories." But that was later. This was now.

Ishaan leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "You really want to stop?" he murmured. "If you stop now, you stop forever."


Madhuri's eyes met his, her mind a storm of confusion. She wanted to run away, but her body betrayed her, slowly letting the pillows slip away into Ishaan’s hands, leaving her exposed. Her cheeks flushed crimson, a weird feeling hit her as her hands hovered uselessly as she tried to cover herself.

Before she could answer, Ishaan pulled her back onto the couch-turned-bed, taking her hands off her chest and held her right tit, his lips finding her nipple, sucking hard. She gasped, eyes closed with shame, torn between the pleasure coursing through her and the duty screaming in her head.

"Look at this, dipshit," Ishaan said, his voice mocking as he glanced at Abhi. "See how hard your mom's nipples are? That's how hungry your mom is."

"Stop it.. Ishaan…" Madhuri moaned, but her voice broke, half protest, half plea.

Ishaan ignored her, flipping her onto her knees. He pinned her head down to the couch, her hands held to her back with his grip, positioning her in a way that made her face directly at her son.


Her cheek pressed against the fabric, her eyes locked on Abhi's. Then he entered her, hard and unrelenting, each thrust pulling a moan from her lips.

Madhuri's voice was a broken whisper. "Agghh.. Abhi, please... close your... ahh... eyes. Look away."

Ishaan's hand tightened in her hair. "No, look closely. Don't even blink or look elsewhere, or I'll tell her everything."

In his mind, Abhi silently thanked Ishaan while giving himself a mental pat on the back. “This is the best mistake I ever made,” he thought.

He'd taken the daring step to open that door, and now he was here, caught in this surreal moment. "I'm sorry, Mom," he said, his voice shaking. "I can't... I have to watch."

Ishaan's pace quickened and Madhuri melted into pleasure, toes curled, her moans grew louder, her eyes closed, drowning in shame. "My son’s watching me?" she thought, her heart wrenching as her body gave in, while Abhi silently observed her body move with each thrust.

"Hands off your crotch, Abhi," Ishaan barked, noticing the boy's subtle movements. Abhi hesitated, then obeyed, revealing a small tent in his shorts.

Madhuri's eyes opened wide, a pang of guilt hitting her. "My poor boy, struggling so much," she thought, her heart aching for him, trapped in this nightmare.

Ishaan then turned Madhuri, her ass now facing abhi, spreading her legs and then the cheeks. His hand came down hard, a sharp spank that made her moan, her knees buckling inward. Her skin flushed red, her body trembling as her juices glistened in the light.

"Fuck," Abhi muttered under his breath, his eyes locked on the sight of his mother's ass, juices flowing out of her pussy, the way her flesh jiggled with each strike.

Ishaan caught the word, grinning. "You like that, huh?" He leaned closer to Abhi, his voice low. "Spank her."

Abhi froze, his hands clenching. "What? No, I... I can't."

Ishaan's eyes narrowed, his expression darkening. "Do it, or I spill."

“Oh no,” Madhuri whispered beneath her breath and Abhi swallowed hard, his throat dry. He stood, his legs shaking, and approached the couch. His hand hovered over Madhuri's bare skin for the first time, the heat radiating from her body.

Slowly, he pressed his palm against her, feeling the softness, the forbidden warmth. Then, with a trembling hand, he spanked her, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

Madhuri moaned, her body jerking, her eyes squeezing shut. Shame, pleasure, and confusion collided within her, a storm she couldn't escape. She didn't know what was worse, the act itself or the fact that, somewhere deep inside, a part of her didn't want it to stop.


Ishaan's grip tightened on Madhuri's hips, guiding her into a new position. With a swift motion, he shifted her into reverse cowgirl, her front now facing Abhi, who sat back rigid in his chair, eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination.

Madhuri straddled Ishaan, her body rising and falling, each thrust drawing a slick, wet sound as she took him deep.

Her hands instinctively flew to her chest, trying to cover her bouncing breasts, her thighs curling inward in a desperate attempt to shield herself from her son's gaze.

"Sweetie," she gasped, her voice trembling with shame, "I'm not... ahhh.. I'm not what I look like right now. Please, don't... ahhh... misunderstand me." Her words were a plea, her eyes searching for some sign of forgiveness, understanding, anything but judgment.

Ishaan's laugh cut through the air, low and mocking. "Hey loser, bring your chair closer," he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Abhi hesitated, his throat tight, but he obeyed silently, dragging his chair forward until he was just feet away from them. His eyes darted nervously, caught between Ishaan's command and his mother's pleading gaze.

Ishaan's hand snaked into Madhuri's hair, yanking it back sharply. Thrusting upward with relentless force.

Madhuri lost her balance, her hands slipping from her chest to brace against Ishaan's torso. Her legs splayed wide, every inch of her exposed, her breasts bouncing wildly with every thrust, the little stubble above her V-line glistening with sweat, her pussy stretched around Ishaan's cock, the wet sounds mixing with her moans, filling the room like a humiliating symphony.


Madhuri's face burned, her heart sinking under the weight of her son's stare. "Ishaan… please…" she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction, drowned by the pleasure rippling through her.

Ishaan's head tilted to face Abhi, his lips curling into a wicked grin. "Closer, dumbass. I want your face just an inch away from her pussy, and from my cock."

Madhuri's body twitched, a strange, unfamiliar thrill sparking deep within her. "No, Ishaan… don't…" she protested, but a quiet voice in the back of her mind whispered, “It's okay.”

She shook her head, trying to silence it, but the thought lingered, dangerous and intoxicating.

Abhi's face flushed red as he slowly leaned forward. His breath hitching as he brought his face closer, so close he could smell the musky heat of her, his own sweet mom. Her heart raced, torn between shame and a dark curiosity she couldn't name.

"Abhi, don't look... ahhh... please," Madhuri begged, her voice breaking as she fought the wave of sensations, pleasure, humiliation, and that strange, forbidden excitement building inside her.

Ishaan's eyes gleamed. "Don't listen to her. Now stick out your tongue."

Madhuri's breath caught, her eyes widening. "What are you… ahh… talking about, Ishaan?" she snapped, but the secret thrill surged, her body betraying her with another involuntary twitch.

"Don't worry, aunty," Ishaan said, his voice dripping with mockery. "He deserves this." He fixed Abhi with a stare. "Go ahead."

Abhi's voice was barely a whisper. "Sorry, Mom." He stuck out his tongue, his eyes locked on the rhythmic thrusts of Ishaan's cock, an inch from his mother's pussy. His hot breath grazed her skin, each exhale sending a shiver through her.

"Ahhh..." Madhuri moaned, louder now, the sensation of her son's breath against her most intimate place igniting something primal, something she couldn't reconcile.

Ishaan paced up, and her hips followed uncontrollably, matching Ishaan's speed, her body acting on instinct.

Abhi's drool dripped onto the couch, some of it slicking Ishaan's shaft as it plunged into her. A treacherous part of her mind imagined Abhi leaning just a fraction closer, his tongue brushing her clit, and the thought sent a jolt through her.

Ishaan's thrusts grew harder, and Madhuri's control slipped. Her hips shifted forward, and for a fleeting moment, her pussy grazed Abhi's outstretched tongue. The contact was electric, a spark that sent her knees buckling, her legs trembling as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She gasped, pulling back instinctively, her body collapsing onto the couch, helpless and shaking.

Abhi froze, his pants forming a visible wet spot, the brief taste of her clit along with Ishaan's shaft on his tongue, a thrill he never knew he had.


Madhuri laid there, her legs still trembling, her mind reeling. "What just happened?" she thought, shame and ecstasy warring within her. She couldn't look at Abhi, couldn't face the reality of what they'd become part of.

Ishaan's mocking laughter filled the room, cutting through the haze of Madhuri's fading orgasm. "Looks like you gave your mom an orgasm. Not really a loser after all, huh?" he taunted, his eyes glinting with cruel amusement.

Abhi's face burned, but he said nothing, his gaze flickering between shame and something darker, hungrier. Ishaan didn't give him time to dwell.

He stood, dragging Madhuri toward a glass table in the corner of the room. With a sweep of his arm, he cleared the scattered newspapers, the pages fluttering to the floor.

He pushed Madhuri down, pinning her body against the cold surface, her breasts pressing into the glass. He lifted one of her legs onto the table, exposing her completely, and grabbed a fistful of her hair.

"Ready for something new?" Ishaan murmured, his voice low and dangerous. He positioned himself behind her, his fingers guiding his cock toward her untouched asshole. Madhuri tensed, her breath hitching.

"Ishaan, wait!" she cried, her voice sharp with pain as he began to press inside, slow but relentless. "It.. ahh.. hurts!"

"Relax," he growled, his movements deliberate, easing in and out. The pain was sharp, unfamiliar, but as he continued, a wild, unexpected pleasure began to bloom through Madhuri's body, radiating from her core. She gasped, her fingers gripping the edges of the table, torn between the sting and the intoxicating rush.

Ishaan's gaze flicked to Abhi, who sat frozen, eyes wide with longing. "Get under the table. Now!" he ordered. "Keep your head up, mouth open. Catch your mom's dripping juices."

Madhuri's heart lurched, a strange mix of thrill and horror surging within her. "Sweetie, go away," she pleaded, her voice weak, dutiful, but her body betrayed her, responding to the depravity unfolding.

Abhi hesitated, then obeyed, crawling under the table. He looked up, his mouth falling open instinctively as he saw his mother's breasts squished and moving against the glass, their shape distorted in a way that made his pulse race.

Her pussy glistened, growing wetter with each of Ishaan's thrust in her ass, the sight and sound overwhelming him.

Madhuri's moans deepened, her body responding not just to Ishaan but to the knowledge that her son was below her, watching, waiting. She fought the feeling, but Ishaan's deep thrusts overpowered her will.

Her labia pulsed, a thick, viscous drop forming at the edge, trembling there. Madhuri noticed it, saw Abhi's eyes fixed on it, and tried to shift, arching her back to move the drop away. But it slid down, grazing her clit, and fell. Abhi moved instinctively, catching it on his tongue.

The taste was heaven, a forbidden sweetness that sent a shiver through him. Madhuri bit her lip, drowning in shame, yet a part of her reveled in his interest to catch, her body betraying her mind.


Ishaan's fingers found her pussy, rubbing in time with his thrusts. Madhuri jolted, pleasure building uncontrollably. "Oh, G0d," she moaned, her voice breaking as her body shook. The intensity overwhelmed her, and with a loud cry, she squirted, for the first time in her life, the liquid splashing onto Abhi's face below.

Her leg trembled, her eyes rolling back as another orgasm tore through her.

She glanced down, seeing Abhi's face slick with her release, and regret flooded her. "I'm sorry," she whispered, grabbing a nearby cloth and tossing it to him. "I think I drank too much water." she thought, gasping for breath.

Abhi wiped his face, his hands shaking, but his eyes never left her. Ishaan slowed, pulling Madhuri off the table and onto her knees.

He pressed her cheeks, and she opened her mouth, her tongue extending out.

Stroking himself, he released in seconds, hot, thick cum spilling across her face, some dripping onto her breasts. Abhi handed her another cloth, but Madhuri, as if guided by some primal instinct, licked it off, her movements practiced, a skill honed from the porn the mysterious stalker had sent her late nights.

“What the…” Abhi’s breath hitched as Ishaan smirked and sprawled on the sofa, his eyes gleaming with a dangerous edge. "How was it?" he asked, his voice low.

Madhuri stood, wiping the remaining cum from her skin, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "It was... umm.. great," she admitted, a sense of satisfaction evident despite the shame flooding her. Her voice was calm, sated, but her heart raced with conflict. "Now, go and have a bath, both of you,"

She turned, gathering her clothes and torn inners, and fled to her room, locking the door behind her.


Shame overwhelmed her, but her cheeks burned red, matching the sting of her spanked ass. She stood there, breathing heavily, trying to process what had happened.

Minutes later, she emerged, dressed in a simple kurti, her composure a fragile mask. She descended the stairs, catching Ishaan's grin from the living room. "Wasn’t that quite a wild ride?" he asked her, lounging on the extendable couch.

Abhi sat beside him, both freshened up, his face buried in his hands, feigning shame.

Madhuri smiled at the boys and hurried to the kitchen, to the memory-erasing concoction she'd kept hidden. She split the energy drink laced with the potion between two glasses.

She entered the living room with a tensed smile “Aren’t you boys tired of the day? Here, have it.” She then handed one to Ishaan, who spanked her ass playfully as he stood and took it, and the other to Abhi, who accepted it without meeting her eyes.

They drank, she clicked the button on the bed, and it turned back to a normal couch, hiding the wet spots.

In moments, their expressions shifted, as if the last 90 mins had never happened. Ishaan grabbed the game controller, sprawling on the mat. "Those idlis were delicious, aunty," he said, his flirtatious tone back to normal. "Just like you."

Abhi looked up, his shame seemingly gone, and hugged her. "Thanks for breakfast, Mom," he said, his voice light. "Do you wanna play with us?"

Madhuri kissed his forehead, her mind reeling with flashes of what had transpired. "Of course, I'm always here," she said, sinking onto the couch, between both, convinced the potion had worked. She let out a shaky sigh of relief.

Pulling out her phone, she texted her stalker: "Thank you so much for helping me out Mr.Devil. I'll never forget this day."

The key to her desires was in her hands now. She ran her fingers through the boys' hair, massaging gently with each hand.

Ishaan flirted again, his voice teasing. "Your hands are smoother than a feather, aunty. Wonder what else is." her heart swelling with fulfilled desire as she watched them play the game.

Madhuri let out a small smile. The stalker her secret, the boys her toys, her husband oceans away, every piece fallen in place, every kink begging to be explored, her journey ahead with no pit stops, or so she thought.









The afternoon sun filtered through the kitchen curtains, casting a warm glow over the counter where Madhuri stood. Lunch had been a quiet affair, the boys resting in Abhi’s room, leaving her alone with her thoughts. Her mind still churned with the morning’s events, a heady mix of shame and exhilaration. The buzz of her phone snapped her back to the present, a reply from her stalker.

“You sound like you’re buzzing with excitement. I wish I was in town. How did the boy fuck you?”

Her breath caught, her fingers tightening around the phone. She glanced around the empty kitchen, her heart racing with the urge to confess, to share the forbidden thrill with someone who already knew her secrets.

Biting her lip, she typed, “I didn’t expect Ishaan to be so… intense. He made me cum twice. Also, it’s my first time in the ass. He made it less painful than I imagined. Wish you’d been here to give him a run for his money.” She added a playful “hehe”, her fingers trembling as she hit send, a teasing smirk tugging at her lips.

In Abhi’s bedroom, Ishaan leaned over Abhi’s shoulder, both of them staring at the phone screen displaying Madhuri’s texts to the account Ishaan controlled. He grinned, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Look at that,” he whispered, nudging Abhi.

He typed quickly, “Well well well, my innocent velvet’s turned into a proper slut, hasn’t she? You want both of us taking turns, or both at once?”

Madhuri’s phone pinged in the kitchen, and she froze, the word “slut” hitting her like a slap. Her pride stung, but the image of both doing her, overwhelmed her senses, making her throat tighten. She bit her lip harder, a secret smirk betraying her indignation. “Don’t call me that,” she typed, her fingers flying. “I was just thanking you for the… help. That’s all.”

Ishaan chuckled, tapping Abhi’s back. “She’s still got some fight in her.” He typed again, “I’m tied up for a few days, darling. Why don’t you get your son to help you out? Bet he’s dying to fuck a mommy like you.”

Madhuri’s heart stopped, her phone nearly slipping from her hand. "Did he know what happened this morning? I remember closing all the curtains," she thought, panic surging. Her fingers shook as she typed, “You’re disgusting! Don’t drag my son into this!” She paused, her mind racing, her stomach twisting with dread.


The stalker's reply came quickly. “What’s the big deal? He won’t remember anyway, right? Don’t you want to make your baby boy happy? He prolly doesn’t even have a gf. Moreover, trying new things can be… exhilarating. You know that now.”

Madhuri’s palms grew clammy, her breath uneven. She wanted to shut it down, to be the mother she was supposed to be. “Enough,” she typed, her voice firm in her head even as her resolve wavered. “I’m not doing anything like that.”

She closed the chat, her heart pounding. But the stalker’s words lingered, planting a seed she couldn’t uproot.

The memory of Abhi’s tongue, the way her body had betrayed her, the forbidden taste she gave him, it all flooded back, unbidden. She knew the feeling of getting exposed in front of her son turned her on, but couldn't admit. She pressed her hands to her face, trying to scrub the thoughts away.

Ishaan leaned back on the bed, smirking at the phone. “Tough luck, Abhi,” he said, elbowing him. “Your mom’s playing hard to get. But we’ll crack her. Now go.”

The kitchen door creaked, and Madhuri jumped, her phone clattering onto the counter. Abhi stood there, his expression unreadable, his eyes catching hers for a fleeting moment.

Her mind flashed to that day, when she’d faced him on the stairs in a transparent saree, again all exposed.

Abhi’s gaze lingering a little too long. She fumbled with a dish towel, avoiding his eyes. “W-What do you need, sweetie?” she asked, her voice unsteady.

Abhi shifted, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh, Ishaan said he really liked that energy drink you gave us after breakfast. He’s asking for more.”

Madhuri’s heart skipped. “Oh, um, that’s all that’s left, sweetie,” she lied, forcing a smile. “Your dad had his share before leaving. Here, have some ice cream instead.” She grabbed two cups from the freezer, thrusting them toward him, her hands trembling slightly.

Abhi took them, his fingers brushing hers, and she flinched, her cheeks flushing.

“Thanks, Mom,” he said, his voice soft, and he turned to leave. Madhuri exhaled, relief washing over her as the door swung shut.

Abhi said nothing, his mind replaying the morning, the taste, the heat, the way his mother’s body had trembled. He clutched the ice cream cups and left the kitchen.

Madhuri leaned against the counter, her breath uneven. The stalker’s words echoed in her mind, stirring thoughts she didn’t want to acknowledge.

She shook her head, trying to busy herself with cleaning, desperate to anchor herself to normalcy, but the seed had been planted, and it was already taking root.









The night settled over the house, heavy and quiet, as the aroma of dinner lingered in the dining room. Madhuri sat at the table, her phone buzzing with a video call from Ramesh. She plastered on a smile and answered, her heart thudding with the weight of the day’s secrets.

“Hey, love,” Ramesh’s voice crackled through the screen, his face pixelated but warm. “How’s everything going over there?”

Madhuri forced a light tone. “All good here. The boys are eating.” She tilted the phone, showing Abhi and Ishaan at the table, their plates piled with rice and curry. Abhi waved awkwardly. “Hi, Dad.”

Ishaan grinned, leaning into the frame. “Don’t worry about aunty, uncle. We’ve got her covered.”

Ramesh chuckled, his laugh tinny through the speaker. “I know I don’t have to worry with you around, Ishaan. You’re like family.”

Madhuri’s cheeks flushed, embarrassment mingling with relief. The potion had worked, Ishaan’s casual demeanor proved he didn’t remember the morning’s depravity. If he did, he’d have let something slip to Ramesh, she was sure of it. She ended the call with a quick “Miss you,” her voice tight, and cleared the table as the boys retreated to Abhi’s room.


In her bedroom, Madhuri changed into a short, silky nightdress. She sat on the edge of the bed, her phone dark and silent. No messages from the stalker.

The emptiness gnawed at her, a craving stirring deep within, a hunger for Ishaan’s touch, his dominance. She tried to push it away, but her body betrayed her, her skin tingling with need. Unable to resist, she crept out of her room, her bare feet silent on the floor, and tiptoed to Abhi’s bedroom.

Unable to resist, she stood, her bare feet soft against the floor. She crept down the hall, her heart pounding as she reached Abhi’s bedroom door. Turning the knob slowly, she slipped inside, the dim glow of a nightlight casting shadows across the room.

Abhi and Ishaan lay in their respective beds, the faint sound of their breathing filling the space. Madhuri’s eyes locked on Ishaan, his form sprawled under a thin blanket. She tiptoed closer, her pulse racing, and gently peeled the blanket back.

Ishaan wore a tight tank top and flimsy nylon shorts, the outline of his cock stark against the fabric. Madhuri stifled a chuckle, noting the lack of underwear. "Bold as ever," she thought, her fingers trembling as she reached out, brushing them lightly over the bulge. It twitched under her touch, and her breath hitched. Slowly, she rubbed her hand along the length, feeling it harden beneath the shorts.

Ishaan’s eyes snapped open, but before he could speak, Madhuri pressed a finger to his lips, pushing him back onto the mattress. Her nightdress slipped forward, revealing her cleavage as she leaned in, her voice a sultry whisper. “You’ve been driving me crazy, Ishaan. I can’t wait anymore.”

His lips curled into a knowing smirk, but he played along, as if this were their first forbidden encounter. Madhuri’s hand slid over his shorts, stroking his growing erection. She tugged the shorts down, freeing his cock, and slipped off her panties, climbing onto him.

Her nightdress dra*ped over them, his erection brushing her crotch. She leaned down, her hair falling over his face, and whispered, “Let’s see what you can do.” Slowly, she guided him inside her, her body shuddering as she began to ride him.


Ishaan matched her rhythm, thrusting upward, their movements quiet at first.

Madhuri peeled off her nightdress, tossing it aside, her naked body gleaming in the moonlight. Her moans started soft, then grew louder, deliberate, a signal meant to stir the room.

Across the room, Abhi stirred, his groggy voice cutting through the darkness.

“Mom!” Abhi shouted, scrambling to sit up. “What are you doing?” He fumbled for the light switch, flooding the room with harsh light.

Madhuri gasped, feigning shock, but her hips didn’t stop. “Ishaan, stop,” she said, her voice unconvincing as she continued grinding against him, her eyes flicking to Abhi with a calculated glint.

Ishaan chuckled, his hands gripping her waist. “Relax, Aunty. Abhi, sit on your bed and watch, or I’ll tell your mom what you’ve been hiding.”

Abhi’s face twisted in mock horror, but he obeyed, sinking onto his bed, his eyes locked on the scene. Madhuri moved more freely now, her hips rolling smoothly, her gaze occasionally meeting Abhi’s with a sultry intensity.

The fact that her son was watching sent a thrill through her, amplifying her pleasure. “Abhi, please, don’t look,” she said, her voice a half-hearted plea, even as she arched her back, grinding harder, knowing he couldn’t look away.

Abhi’s breath hitched, a bulge forming in his shorts. “Mom,” he muttered, his voice low, almost a whimper, as he watched her take Ishaan’s cock. The sight of his mother, so brazen, so wanton, shocked and aroused him in equal measure.

Ishaan sat up, his voice commanding. “Get on your knees, Aunty.” She complied silently, her body pliant under his control. He turned to Abhi. “Lie on the floor, right there.”


Abhi hesitated, then slid to the floor, his eyes wide. Madhuri’s face flushed with feigned shock. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” she whispered, but she lowered herself, squatting over his face, her crotch inches from him. The musky scent of her arousal, mixed with Ishaan’s, filled the air. Ishaan gripped her hair, guiding his cock into her mouth, and she began to suck, her lips sliding over him.

Her body responded to Abhi’s warm breath below her, and she fondled her breasts, arching her back until her ass brushed his face.

The contact was light at first, her cheeks grazing his skin, but she pressed down, rubbing slowly. Abhi’s hands found her hips, gripping her ass, pressing it closer.

She heard his muffled sounds of discomfort, but the throbbing bulge in his shorts told a different story. Smirking, she pressed her weight down, her ass enveloping his face.

Then, Abhi’s tongue darted out, brushing her wet pussy. Madhuri jolted, her eyes rolling back, "gwak.. gwak.." a muffled moan escaping around Ishaan’s cock. His hands pulled her down harder, and Abhi licked with abandon, his muffled voice vibrating against her. “Mmmph… Mom, you’re so… delicious…”

Madhuri’s hand reached Abhi’s hair from the back, gripping it tightly, urging him on as her hips moved. She reached down, unzipping his shorts, her fingers wrapping around his cock, slightly larger than her husband’s but dwarfed by Ishaan’s.

Ishaan smirked, watching as Abhi’s eyes widened in shock, his mother’s hand stroking him.

The intensity built, Madhuri’s body trembling as Abhi’s tongue worked her pussy, Ishaan’s cock throbbing in her mouth. She couldn’t hold back, she squirted, her release coating Abhi’s face.

Ishaan pulled out, slapping her cheek lightly before cumming, hot and thick, across her panting face. He collapsed onto the bed, spent.

Madhuri stood, her legs shaky, and helped Abhi up, biting her lip as their eyes met.

She handed both boys glasses of water, laced with the memory-erasing potion. They drank, their expressions blankening. She grabbed her nightdress, fleeing to her bedroom, the door slamming shut behind her. Her heart raced, shame and satisfaction warring within her, but the fire in her body burned brighter than ever.

(End of Chapter)





   

 Chapter 11: Experiments


The room echoed with moans and rhythmic creaks of bed.

Madhuri: “Oh, Ishaan, yes, right there... don’t stop!” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Ishaan: “You hear that, Uncle? That’s what she needs, a real man who knows how to please her.” he grunted, a smug grin spreading across his face.

Ramesh: “Honey, please! Stop this! I’m begging you!” he cried, straining against the ropes binding him to a chair beside the bed, his voice cracking with desperation.

Madhuri: “Oh, Ramesh, you’re… ahhh.. pathetic. You never could satisfy me. Look at Ishaan, this is what I’ve been… missing. ahh..” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery.

Ishaan: “Watch closely, Uncle. See how she screams for me.” he said, thrusting harder.

Ramesh: “Noo! Honey, no, tell him to stop, don’t do this! I love you!” he said, sobbing.

Madhuri: “Love? This is love!” she moaned loudly, her legs quivering as she arched into Ishaan. “You could never give me this!” she cried, her body shuddering before she jolted awake.

Her body, damp and sweaty, her breath ragged from the vivid daydream still burning in her mind. She lay tangled in her sheets, her skin flushed, muttering, “Poor Ramesh,” a dark chuckle escaping her lips, her mind reeling from the wicked possibilities of the potion, a power she thought she held strong.

Her phone buzzed insistently on the nightstand, and she fumbled for it, her heart leaping with the thought of the stalker.

The screen, however, displayed her boss’s name. Confusion knit her brows; she was on leave, a rare respite from the office grind. She swiped to answer, her voice groggy. “Hello, sir?”

“Madhuri, I’m sorry to do this,” Mr. Roy said, his tone clipped with urgency. “Your leave has been revoked. We’ve got a crisis with a high-profile client. I need you in the office. Now!”

Madhuri’s stomach tightened, the weight of the previous night’s events still lingering like a fog. “O-Okay, sir,” she said, forcing calm. “I’ll be there soon.”

She hung up, her mind racing. "A client issue? This sudden?" She swung her legs out of bed, her nightdress clinging to her skin, a reminder of her reckless abandon hours ago.


She showered and dressed quickly in a professional high-waisted pencil skirt, a flowy blouse tucked neatly beneath a tailored blazer.

In the kitchen, she grabbed her water bottle, hesitating before adding a few more drops of the memory-erasing potion, almost empty now. "Just in case," she thought, her fingers trembling as she sealed the cap.

As she packed her handbag, a voice startled her from behind. “Morning, aunty,” Ishaan drawled, leaning against the counter. Madhuri spun around, her eyes instinctively dropping to avoid his piercing gaze.

“I… I have to go to work,” she said, her voice unsteady.

Ishaan tilted his head, a Rubik’s cube in his hands, his fingers twisting the colored squares with casual ease.

“I had a weird dream last night,” he said, his tone teasing, almost probing. “You and Uncle were in that. Felt so real.” He stepped closer, the cube’s clicks echoing like a taunt.

“We both were playing chess in your room, and Uncle’s monitoring us.” He said, with a sly grin, “And you looked just as beautiful as you do now.”

Madhuri’s breath caught, “Did he have the same dream as me?” her eyes flicking up to meet his, a nervous flutter in her chest.

She forced a smile, her voice tight. “That sounds nice, Ishaan. Maybe we’ll play chess when Ramesh is back. But, I’ve to leave now.” She grabbed her water bottle, shoving it into her handbag, and brushed past him, her heart pounding as she fled to her car.










The office was a hive of tension when she arrived, the usual hum of keyboards replaced by hushed whispers. Mr. Roy summoned her to his cabin, where she found him sitting, his face etched with stress.

Standing across him was Suraj, the junior associate who’d always flirted with her before he switched teams, his usual cocky grin replaced by a nervous frown, his eyes red-rimmed and pleading.

“Madhuri, we’re in deep trouble,” Mr. Roy said, handling her few legal papers, his voice low but urgent.

“Suraj screwed up, big time. We’re handling a go-to-market strategy for Horizon Tech’s cloud platform, and this idiot sent a sensitive document to someone at Apex Solutions. Target customer segments, planned discounts, all the work is in it. It’s a breach of confidentiality, and Horizon’s CEO, Tim, is here from the US, threatening to sue us into oblivion.”

Suraj looked up, his voice cracking. “I didn’t mean to, Ma'am. It was an email mix-up. Please, you’ve got to help fix this. I’m begging you.”

Madhuri’s mind sharpened, the chaos of the morning giving way to her professional instincts. She placed a hand on the desk, her voice steady. “Calm down, both of you. Where’s the CEO now?”

“In the conference room,” Mr. Roy said, rubbing his temples. “With his legal team, and they’re coming on strong.”

Madhuri nodded, straightening her blazer. “I’ll handle it.”


Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she made her way to the conference room. Inside, Tim, Horizon Tech’s CEO, sharp and intense in his late 40s, pacing near the head of the table, flanked by two stern-faced lawyers in crisp suits.

Madhuri cleared her throat, stepping forward. “Mr. Tim, I’m Madhuri, senior consultant. I understand there’s been a serious mistake, and I’m here to address it.”

Tim looked up, his eyes narrowing, his American accent clipped. “Address it? Your team leaked our entire strategy to a competitor. We’re talking millions in potential losses, not to mention a lawsuit that’ll bury this firm.”

Madhuri held his gaze, her voice calm but firm. “I understand your anger Mr. Tim, and you have every right to be upset. But let’s focus on solutions.”

A guy from the legal team stood abruptly, sliding a folder across the table. “This,” he said, his voice sharp, “is evidence of your firm’s negligence. Our strategy document, leaked to Apex Solutions. Their latest campaign mirrored our customer segments and discounts exactly. Can you explain?”

Madhuri replied, “The document was sent in error, and we’re prepared to take immediate steps to contain the damage, secure Apex’s cooperation, destroy the email, and implement stricter controls to ensure this never happens again.” her voice feigning confidence. “Can we discuss a path forward?”


Tim folded his hands, his expression skeptical but intrigued. “You’ve got five minutes to convince me why I shouldn’t walk out and call my attorneys.”

Madhuri took a deep breath, her mind racing. The stakes were high, but she kept her expression steady, her eyes flicking to Tim. “Gentlemen,” she said, her voice smooth but firm, “I’d like to discuss this with Mr. Tim privately. It’s… sensitive. Could you step outside for a moment?”

Tim raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. He nodded to his legal team. “Leave us.” The lawyers exchanged glances but filed out, leaving the door clicking shut behind them.

Madhuri turned, her fingers brushing the lock, securing it with a soft click. She took a deep breath, her plan forming in her mind.

She turned to him, stepping closer, her heels clicking softly, voice calm but sultry, “Tim, I know you’re furious. That leak was a mistake, but I can make it right.” standing just inches from him, she slowly removed her blazer, letting it fall on the floor, revealing her fitted blouse.

Her eyes locked on his, “I have a plan to crush Apex, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes to keep Horizon on top.” she said, gently pushing him back to his chair, “Let me show you,” her hands firm on his shoulders.

She steps back, walking slowly to the other end of the table, her hips swaying as she walks.

Tim grips the armrests, eyes narrowing, “What the hell are you doing? This isn’t a game. I want a solution, not a show!”

Madhuri smirks, “Oh, I’m all about solutions, Tim.” She begins unbuttoning her blouse, one button at a time, her voice low, “My plan’s simple. We pivot Horizon’s strategy, launch a new feature set Apex can’t touch, and spin this leak as a decoy to throw them off.”

He swallows hard, “A new feature set? You’re saying you can outmaneuver Apex after your firm’s screw-up?”


She raised her skirt above her knees, the fabric sliding up her thighs, “Yes, but I need your trust to make it happen. And I’m ready to earn it.”

Madhuri climbs onto the table, crawling slowly toward Tim, her movements deliberate, her curves accentuated by the tight skirt and half-unbuttoned blouse.

Tim breathed heavily, shifting in his seat, voice strained, “Jesus, Madhuri, this is insane. You can’t...” His eyes locked on her, torn between anger and desire, “This better not be a distraction.”

Madhuri reached Tim, grabbing his tie and pulling him closer, her lips inches from his, “It’s not a distraction, Tim. It’s a commitment.” She tosses her hair back, her blouse slipping open to reveal her cleavage close to his face, “Mistakes happen, but winners don’t dwell, they act.”

She pauses, locking eyes, “I know you’re a man who takes risks, who sees opportunities where others see setbacks. Let me help you turn this into a win. My team can deliver a new strategy in 72 hours, exclusive to Horizon, no conflicts. We’ll fund the initial campaign design as a gesture of good faith, no additional cost,” her voice almost a whisper.

Madhuri slides off the table, letting her blouse fall to the floor, revealing a lacy bra. “And I’ll personally oversee every step to ensure it’s flawless. Let me show you how serious I am about making this right,” She drops to her knees in front of Tim, her hands moving to his belt, unzipping his pants with a slow, deliberate motion.

Tim gripped the chair, his voice hoarse, “Madhuri, stop, this is crossing a line.”

His hands hover, unsure whether to push her away, “You think this fixes anything? Apex is eating our market share. Give me one reason not to throw you out right now.”


She looked up at him, her hands pausing but her eyes intense, “Because I’m the only one who can turn this around, Tim.”

She pulled out his dick, leans in, her breath warm as she begins to stroke and lick him, “My plan’s already in motion.” Her voice was muffled but confident as she took his dick in her mouth.

She slowly removed her skirt and pulled her bra down to stimulate him more. “You’ll have the proposal by Monday, and Apex won’t know what hit them. Trust me.”

Tim groans, his resistance crumbling as Madhuri continues to blow him. After a few minutes, he snaps, driven by a mix of anger and desire. He stands abruptly, grabs Madhuri by the arms, and slams her down onto the table, spreading her legs.

“You want to play dirty? Fine. But this better work, or your desi ass will be finished.” He leaned over her, fucking her pussy, his tone a mix of anger and lust “Your plan sounds good, but if it fails, I’ll make sure your firm pays every cent we lost.”

Madhuri arched beneath him, her voice breathy but defiant, “It won’t fail, Tim.”

She wraps her legs around him, pulling him closer, “Let’s seal this... ahh.. deal.” moaning softly as he moves against her.

Tim, consumed by the moment, takes her mercilessly on the table, the room filled with the sounds of their intensity. The encounter is raw, driven by the high stakes of the corporate fallout and their mutual need to reclaim control.


He filled her pussy and fell back on the chair as Madhuri stood up weak, adjusting her hair and dress.

She slid a contract across the table, her fingers brushing his as she handed him a pen.

Tim hesitated, then smirked, signing the document with a flourish. “You’re persuasive, I’ll give you that,” he said, his voice tinged with something warmer.

Madhuri checked if everything was in its right place before offering him her water bottle, her heart raced. “Here, you look like you need a drink.”

He took a swig, wiping his mouth, and read the document once again. “Alright, Madhuri. It's Monday then. Don’t you disappoint me.”

She smiled, tucking the signed document into her folder, and left the room, her pulse pounding with triumph.

In Mr. Roy's cabin, she presented the contract, a smirk playing on her lips as she glanced at Suraj, who looked like he might collapse from relief. “It’s all handled,” she said. “Tim’s on board.”

Suraj rushed forward, wrapping her in a grateful hug. “Thank you, ma’am! I’d have been done without you!”

Mr. Roy beamed, clapping his hands. “Madhuri, you’ve saved us. Effective immediately, you’re promoted to regional director. You’ve earned it.”

Pride swelled in Madhuri’s chest, “Really? Thank you so much!” a rare moment of professional victory cutting through the chaos of her personal life.

But as she returned to the conference room for final paperwork, she caught Tim’s gaze, hungry, lingering, his eyes tracing her form.

A flicker of doubt sparked. “Did the potion fail?” She brushed it off, focusing on the task, but the intensity of his stare lingered.

At the airport, as they bid farewell to Tim and his team, Mr. Roy extended a hand. Tim ignored it, stepping toward Madhuri instead.

He pulled her into a hug, his hand sliding low, pressing her ass over her skirt. “Congrats on the promotion,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ll be back soon.”

Madhuri gasped, her body stiffening, but she masked it with a tight smile, praying Mr. Roy hadn’t noticed. Tim’s smirk told her he knew exactly what she’d done.

As his team disappeared into the terminal, she exhaled, bidding goodbyes, her mind reeling.









That evening, Madhuri returned home, her pride tempered by a gnawing restlessness. In the kitchen, she spotted her water bottle on the counter and froze, a sinking realization hitting her. "Damn it, I took the wrong bottle."

In her rush to escape from Ishaan, she’d grabbed plain water, not the potion-laced one. Panic flared, but she pushed it down. "I’ve gotten the deal done, haven’t I? That was what mattered."

She walked into the living room, sinking onto the couch. Abhi sprawled on the mat, engrossed in a video game, his controller clicking furiously. “Abhi,” she called, her voice softer than intended. “Where’s Ishaan?”

He didn’t look up. “He had some emergency meeting with Ms. Sherley. Said he’d be back late.”

Disappointment curled in Madhuri’s chest, sharp and unexpected. Ishaan’s promise to Ramesh echoed in her mind, "Didn't he tell Ramesh he'll take care of me? Pchhh.. But now he is gone," her thoughts leaving her alone with her craving.

The night showed no signs of him and she pulled out her phone, her fingers hovering over the stalker’s chat. "Are you there? I wanna tell you something.” she typed, “From a shy wife, I see myself coming a long way. The fire you ignited helped me get promoted today," she texted, her heart thudding. No reply. The silence was deafening, her desire a weight pressing against her.

She climbed into bed that night, the sheets cool against her skin. She closed her eyes, her body aching for release, but sleep claimed her, leaving her desires unanswered, at least for now.


The morning buzzed with energy at the office, Madhuri’s new role as regional director drawing a flurry of wishes from colleagues and juniors alike. “You deserved it, ma’am!” Suraj said, his eyes still wide with gratitude.

Her new office, a sleek space with floor-to-ceiling glass, offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline, the morning light glinting off distant towers.

But as she settled into her chair, her thoughts drifted far from the paperwork on her desk. The stalker’s silence, Ishaan’s absence, the memory of Tim’s bold moves swirled in her mind, a restless undercurrent beneath her professional triumph.

Staring out the window, she wondered who the stalker could be. "Was he watching me now, hidden among the city’s chaos?"

The thought sent a shiver down her spine, equal parts fear and intrigue. Leaving him unknown felt dangerous, like a storm brewing just out of sight.

She pushed the thought aside, focusing on her new managerial duties, delegating tasks, guiding her team, but the weight of her secret life clung to her like a shadow.

By the time she reached home that evening, the sky turned purple, and her anticipation for another heated night with Ishaan burned hot. But the house was quiet, save for Abhi’s voice drifting from the living room, where he sat eating snacks alone.

“Where’s Ishaan?” she asked, setting her bag down, her voice betraying a hint of disappointment.

Abhi shrugged, his eyes on his plate. “He’s still out. Not answering my calls.”

Madhuri’s heart sank, her craving for Ishaan unfulfilled. She joined Abhi for dinner, the silence between them heavy, charged with the unspoken memory of the night the day before.


Madhuri’s heart sank, her craving for Ishaan unfulfilled. She joined Abhi for dinner, the silence between them heavy, charged with the unspoken memory of the night the day before.

After cleaning up, she retreated to her bedroom, slipping into a maroon chemise nightgown, the short hem grazing her thighs. She checked her phone, her fingers hovering over the stalker’s chatbox. "When are you coming back to Hyderabad? Don't keep me waiting like this," she texted, her pulse quickening. No reply.

The silence gnawed at her, a seed of doubt sprouting in her mind, "He must have left his traces somewhere."

A sudden thought struck her: the terrace. The note he’d left a week ago, breaking a pot. “Maybe, I can find something there,” she thought, grabbing a robe, tying it loosely, and started towards the terrace after checking Abhi getting drowned in music inside his room.

The air was cool as she climbed the stairs. She scanned across the terrace, searching for any sign, a footprint, a scrap of paper, a clue, but found nothing.

Frustrated, she turned her gaze to the house across the street and froze. Mr. Sharma, her neighbor, stood at his window, a cigarette glowing in his hand, his eyes fixed on her.

He flinched when their gazes met, tossing the cigarette and yanking the curtains shut.

Madhuri’s stomach twisted. "Creepy old man!" she thought, recalling his lewd comments during that night in the backyard and his taunts about her in the crowd during Holi.

But the memory sparked something else, a flicker of desire. She knew the potion could erase this, too. Her eyes lingered on Sharma’s window, and moments later, the curtains parted again, his face peeking out, hesitant but hungry.

With a bold impulse, Madhuri let her robe slip off, revealing the clingy nightgown.

She crooked her finger, beckoning him, then turned and descended to the house quickly, leaving the front door slightly open to avoid the bell.

In the kitchen, she poured a glass of juice, adding the last drops of the potion, her hands steady despite the thrill coursing through her. Her phone buzzed, a message from the stalker, "You used all the potion, didn’t you? Getting desperate to suck new cocks, huh?” he typed and added, “Anyone in the world but your husband." followed by a few laughing emojis.


She wondered and asked, "How do you know?" and he replied saying, "I know it every time you use the pipette, bimbo!"

Madhuri’s cheeks burned, shame mingling with defiance. "Don’t call me that! You didn’t show up when I asked," she shot back. "Hiding like a coward, not even showing your face."

The reply came swiftly: a smiling devil emoji.

She asked, "What does it mean?" He replied, "You’ll find out soon.” and added, “Now that you emptied the potion, you might need to keep that pipette safe, it’s brittle. Break it, and all their memories will flood back."

Her heart raced as she checked the delicate pipette, its glass glinting in the kitchen light. She hurried to her bedroom, climbing a small ladder to tuck it atop the wardrobe, out of reach for anyone.









Back in the living room, she sank onto the couch, flipping on a random TV channel, her body thrumming with anticipation.

The door creaked open, and Sharma stepped inside, his cotton night suit slightly rumpled, his eyes wide as they roamed her form.

Madhuri stood, the nightgown accentuating her curves, the hem barely covering her thighs. “Well,” she said, her voice low, teasing, “aren’t you bold, Mr. Sharma? Coming in, when my husband’s not here.”

Sharma stepped closer, eyes raking her top to bottom, his awe palpable. “G0d, Madhuri, you’re… stunning,” he stammered, his gaze tracing her from head to toe.

She stepped back, a strange mix of desire and unease stirring within her, he followed her until her back hit the wall.

He placed a hand on the wall beside her, leaning in. “Where’s he then?” he asked, his voice hushed, eager.

“On a work trip,” she replied, her tone steady. “He'll be back in a few days.”

He moved to kiss her, his breath heavy with cigarette smoke. Madhuri turned her head, stopping him. “Not here,” she said, grabbing a mint from the counter and handing it to him. “Chew this. Come with me.” They quietly passed Abhi’s room as she led him to her bedroom, locking the door behind them.


Sharma chewed the mint awkwardly, his eyes never leaving her. He pushed her onto the bed, fumbling with his shirt buttons and yanking off his pants. She slowly removed her gown and he quickly tugged her panties down, his movements rushed.

“Slow down,” Madhuri said, spreading her legs, her voice firm but sultry. “I want this to last all night.”

Sharma’s grin was almost feral. “Fuck! Guess I’m just born lucky,” he growled, climbing onto the bed. “I’ve watched you through that window for years, dreaming of this day.”

He crawled onto her, his semi-erect cock struggling to enter her. After a moment, he pushed inside, and Madhuri moaned softly, her body responding despite the clumsy start.

“Touch me,” she urged, guiding his hands to her breasts. He obliged, squeezing as he thrust, his words spilling out in a rush. “You have no idea how many men in the colony wanted you..” Her pride swelled, a smile tugging at her lips despite herself.

“I must be special,” he said, moving in and out. But his rhythm faltered, and within a minute, he groaned, finishing with a shudder and pulling out. Madhuri blinked, shocked at the brevity, her body still humming with unfulfilled desire.

Sharma collapsed beside her, panting. “Where’s the washroom?” he asked, his voice sheepish.

Madhuri wrapped the sheet around herself, her face tight with disappointment. “Over there,” she said, pointing.

As he shuffled out, she sat up, her mind racing. The night she’d craved had fizzled, leaving her emptier than before.


Sharma emerged from the bathroom, his hair damp, a smug grin spreading across his face as he buttoned his shirt. “Thanks for the night, Madhuri,” he said, his voice dripping with condescension.

“Poor Ramesh. Off in the US while his wife’s having fun with me, haha. Bet he’d be gutted to know.”

Madhuri’s jaw tightened, but she forced a sultry smile, her frustration simmering beneath the surface. “Get back on the bed,” she said, her tone sharp but inviting. “Let's go for another round.”

The words felt foreign, a stark reminder of the line she was crossing, the word “slut” the stalker taunted her weeks back, echoing in her mind. She was changing, and the realization stung.

Sharma chuckled awkwardly, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh, I’m spent, Madhuri. One round’s my limit these days. Besides, my wife’ll get suspicious if I’m out too long.” He tugged on his pants, avoiding her gaze.

Anger flared in Madhuri’s chest, but she masked it with a tight smile. “Sure, I understand,” she said, her voice laced with ice.

She followed him to the main door, her bare feet silent on the floor. Sharma turned, his eyes raking over her in the nightgown. “I want to be back again,” he said, winking. “I know you'll wait for me.”

Madhuri’s smile didn’t waver. “You look parched,” she said, grabbing the glass of drink laced with the last of the potion. She’d poured only a quarter, expecting a longer night, but now it would serve to erase this mistake. “Have this drink.”

Sharma downed it in one gulp, his expression shifting to confusion, his eyes glazing over. “Wait… why am I here?” he mumbled, his voice convincing enough to fool her. He shuffled out, muttering, “Gotta get home.”

Sharma had been coached by Ishaan, the night after the photoshoot, to play dumb after consuming anything with her, a plan to keep her off balance. A promise now fulfilled.

Madhuri shut the door, her hands trembling as she leaned against it, cursing herself. "What was I thinking, inviting him?"

She turned toward her bedroom, and sighed, her heart heavy with shame and unfulfilled desire. "This house feels so empty," she murmured, "and I can’t shake the feeling of being all alone."

Suddenly, the living room lights flickered and died, plunging the house into pitch black. Madhuri froze, her breath catching. A faint click echoed, and the lights snapped back on, revealing a man standing in the center of the room.

He covered his face with a wolf mask, its sharp angles glinting in the light. His eyes not matching with the stalker’s, yet someone she met before, locked onto hers.

Madhuri’s pulse raced, her voice a shaky whisper. “Who are you?”

She stumbled back, only to collide with another figure. Her breath hitched as she spun around, facing the stalker, this time. “Missed you, Madhuri,” he said, his voice low, intimate, sending a shiver down her spine.

She swallowed hard, her eyes darting between the two men as they closed in, bridging the gap. “What’s going on?” she demanded, her voice trembling but defiant. “Who is he? What do you want?”

The stalker chuckled, his hand brushing her arm, the touch electric. “You’ve been playing a dangerous game, haven’t you?”

The stalker’s devilish smile from his last text echoed in her mind, and she realized she made a big mistake.

(End of Chapter)







   

 Chapter 12: The Reveal


The air in Madhuri’s living room was thick with tension. To her left stood the stalker, dressed in a rugged cargo shirt and jeans, the top buttons undone, while to her right was a vaguely familiar stranger, bit shorter than the stranger but daunting in his 3-piece suit.

Sandwiched between them, their bodies inches from hers, her silk nightgown suddenly felt too thin, too revealing. She tucked her arms protectively, eyes darting downward to their encroaching boots.

The man in the suit tilted his head, his voice a silken taunt muffled by the scarf. “You’re not as alone as you think, Madhuri. We’ve been watching… and waiting.”

Her breath hitched, but a treacherous thrill snaking through her shame. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she lied, her voice cracking like thin ice. “Get out of my house.”

She tried to slip between them, a desperate bid for escape, but their hands clamped onto her arms, firm and unyielding. Ishaan posing as the stalker, leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “Oh, we’re not going anywhere, darling. And neither are you.. not when you’re this desperate.”


They maneuvered her to the coffee table, bending her over its edge. Her knees hit the floor, her bust pressed against the wood as she struggled, hands pushing futilely against the surface.

The man in the suit swiftly yanked her arms back, the metallic click of handcuffs locking her wrists behind her.

“Wait! What are you, ugh!” she gasped, her words cut off as Ishaan’s boot pressed firmly against her back, pinning her down.

The humiliation stung, yet a secret part of her relished his dominance, a truth she buried beneath her outrage.

The man in the suit knelt, deftly tying her thighs to the table legs with coarse rope, spreading her legs vulnerably. When Ishaan finally lifted his foot, Madhuri didn’t move, she knew resistance was pointless, but her body hummed with conflicting impulses.

SPANK.

Ishaan’s hand cracked against her ass, drawing a sharp yelp. His fingers roamed over her nightgown, tracing her back, her thighs, her curves with deliberate slowness. “Tell me you’re not enjoying this,” he purred, his voice dripping with mockery.

“No… I don’t,” she spat, biting her lip to stifle any betraying sounds. But when he tugged her nightgown up, exposing her panties, her resolve wavered.

SPANK.

This time, the man in the suit delivered the blow, his hand heavier, more deliberate. “Ow! Let me go, you perverts!” she shouted, her voice trembling with anger and something else, something she refused to name.

The blaring sounds appeared to go unnoticed by Abhi, with Madhuri suspecting he had his headphones on sleeping in his room.


Ishaan’s hands spread her cheeks, his touch invasive yet electrifying, brushing against her most sensitive spots. A faint sensation stirred in her crotch, teetering on the edge. Her pale skin warmed, pink from the spanks.

SPANK.

“We all know who’s the real pervert here,” Ishaan taunted. “Did Sharma give you what you wanted, or did he leave you aching for more?”

SPANK.

Madhuri glared back at him, her face a mix of anger and frown mingling with a soft moan she couldn’t suppress. His words cut deep, mocking her recent disappointment.

“Oh, and congrats on your promotion,” Ishaan added, his laugh dark and cruel, his eyes gleaming with malice.

The man in the suit rummaged through a bag, and took out an egg vibrator out of it, handing it to Ishaan. Madhuri’s eyes widened. “What’s that?” She tried to twist around, but the man in the suit pushed her back down, and Ishaan slid her panties aside.

He rubbed the device against her faintly wet entrance, teasing her until, with a swift motion, he pushed it inside. Her body clenched around it, the wired remote dangling as he repositioned her panties, making sure she couldn't push out the egg.

"Ahhh...!" Madhuri groaned, feigning resistance as Ishaan flicked the vibrator on, its low hum sending shivers through her.

He glanced at his partner, who took out more items from the bag and moved to her face. Kneeling before her, the man in the suit brushed her dark hair from her eyes, tying it into a loose ponytail with a rubber band while Ishaan delivered another stinging spank.

When she saw the collar in his hand, Madhuri squirmed, her voice sharp. “Oww... Who.. Who even are you? Why do you have that?” Her bound limbs limited her to turning her face away, pressing her cheek against the table. Her body, though, whispered for her to surrender, to explore this new edge.


A sharp tug on her ponytail jerked her head up, pain flaring as her scalp bore her weight. “Ouch! What are you doing?”

The Stalker’s voice cut through, cold and commanding. “Didn’t you call me a coward? Let’s see how brave you are now.” He spanked her again, nodding to the man in the suit, who fastened the collar around her neck, its leather cool against her skin.

He lowered her head back to the table, locking the clasp with a soft click. “Let me go, please!” Madhuri cried, but the spreading wet patch on her panties told a different story.

The vibrator pulsed inside her, amplifying her conflict, anger at their audacity, shame at her body’s squirming response, and a reckless hunger for more.

The stalker chuckled darkly, his eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “So soon, Madhuri? Didn’t you tell Mr. Sharma you wanted it to last all night? Give us a chance to show you what you’ve been craving.”

Madhuri's heart felt a hit, "Why am I liking this?" her mind spinning, "Glad Ishaan isn't here. Else, he wouldn't have let this happen to me." she thought, consumed with wicked pleasure.

Before she could respond, the man in the suit, his tattooed arms barely concealed, attached a chain to the ring on her collar. With a swift motion, he clamped the free end to the table’s bottom frame. Madhuri’s breasts pressed harder against the surface, her upper torso’s weight pulling at the collar.

“Let’s go,” Ishaan said, signaling the other guy. Madhuri’s eyes darted between them, panic rising as Ishaan headed toward the stairs and the man in the suit moved toward Abhi’s bedroom, a coil of rope dangling from his hand.

“Wait! ahh... sigh... Where are you going?!” Madhuri’s voice broke as the vibrator hummed inside her, its slow pulse igniting a shameful heat she couldn’t ignore.

“Please! Don’t leave me… like this!” she begged, but her words fell on deaf ears.


Ishaan disappeared up the stairs into her bedroom, and the man in the suit kicked open Abhi’s door with a thud. A sharp, frightened yelp from Abhi pierced the air, and Madhuri’s heart lurched.

She squeezed her eyes shut, praying nothing would happen to her son, clinging to the faint hope of the three-fourth glass of memory-erasing potion she’d saved earlier. “Glad I saved it”, she thought, but the vibrator’s buzz pulled her back to her body, and she bit her lip, her mind traitorously conjuring images of the stalker's cock.

Minutes dragged like hours until the man in the suit emerged, dragging Abhi into the living room. Her son’s hands were bound behind him, his mouth gagged with a strip of cloth, his wide eyes playing the victim but flickering with something else.

He saw his mom, her nightgown hiked up, her body squirming involuntarily from the vibrator’s torment. She caught his gaze and forced her voice to steady. “Abhi, close your eyes, sweetheart. Don’t worry, everything will be alright,” she said, her words a fragile shield against the reality unfolding before him.

“Let me go, you sick fuckers!” she shouted, her voice thick with feigned outrage, though her body’s betrayal was undeniable. The damp spot on her panties grew, the vibrator’s hum a relentless assault on her resolve.

The man in the suit dragged Abhi behind her, showing her ass. “You can scream all you want,” he said, his voice soft yet laced with menace, “but your body’s telling us everything we need to know.”


Ishaan descended the stairs, his presence filling the room like a storm. He stepped toward Abhi, patting his shoulder with mock camaraderie.

“Look at her, kid,” he said, his voice a low growl. Then he turned to Madhuri, his eyes boring into her as she turned back squealing. “Your beautiful mom! She'd always been running from this, but I saw her, the real woman in her.”

He leaned in close, his scarf tight, dropping to one knee, and said, "The question is, how much longer can she pretend?”

With a press of the remote, he increased the vibrator’s intensity. Madhuri’s body let out a moan, her back curving as her hips lifted, fingers and toes clenching tightly.

“Please! Ahhh... Turn it off!” she pleaded, her voice cracking as the vibrations overwhelmed her senses.

“Just a little longer,” Ishaan teased, sauntering toward the kitchen.

“No! Please, turn it off! Take it out!” she begged, her desperation peaking as he twisted the dial again from the kitchen, pushing the intensity to a merciless high.

“P-P-Please!” Madhuri’s cry dissolved into a shuddering gasp as her body succumbed, her legs quivering as an orgasm ripped through her. Her vision blurred, her panting breaths loud in the silence that followed.

Ishaan switched off the vibrator and emerged from the kitchen, holding the glass of potion she’d pinned her hopes on. He stood before her, his smirk vicious. “Thirsty?” he taunted, tilting the glass.

Before she could react, he poured the liquid onto the floor, the mat soaking it up like her fading resolve. “Oops,” he said, his voice dripping with false regret. “Looks like no more ‘drinks’ left for you.”

Madhuri’s eyes widened, shock pulsing through her. The last chance to erase this night from Abhi’s memory was gone, spilled into the fibers of the rug. She glanced at her son, his bound form trembling, his eyes no longer innocent but heavy with the weight of what he’d witnessed.

She knew he’d never forget this, her shame, her surrender, her secret desires laid bare. Her mind raced, clinging to one final strategy: she had to act the victim, to convince Abhi she was forced into this, to salvage what little of their bond remained.


Ishaan crouched before her, his scarf slipping slightly to reveal the edge of a familiar jawline. “You’re out of tricks, Mrs. Velvet,” he whispered, his breath warm against her flushed cheek.

Madhuri’s lips parted, but no words came. The collar tightened with her every breath, the ropes chafed her skin, and Abhi’s muffled whimpers echoed in her ears.

Madhuri’s scream was cut short as Ishaan swiftly fastened a silicone ball gag over her mouth, the rubber pressing against her lips. Her eyes widened, a mix of panic and reluctant arousal flickering in their depths. He unclamped the chain from the table, leaving her legs unbound but her handcuffs intact.

He then gripped the chain attached to her collar and yanked her to her feet.

Madhuri wobbled, her legs unsteady from the ordeal. The vibrator left silent inside her, as he dragged her by the chain toward the stairs, leading her to her bedroom.

The man in the suit shoved Abhi behind her, his hands still bound, his eyes wide with feigned innocence. Madhuri’s heart twisted as she climbed the stairs, her red, spanked ass cheeks jiggling with each step, fully aware of Abhi’s gaze.

They entered the spacious bedroom, floor spilled with rose petals, Madhuri spotted a projector setup at the ceiling casting a faint glow across a wall and a rose placed on the table next to the bed. The man in the suit pushed Abhi into a corner, locking the door with a heavy click. He shrugged off his jacket, loosened his tie, and unbuttoned his vest.

Removing the cloth from Abhi’s mouth, he leaned in, his voice cold. “There you go, kid. No one’ll hear you scream.” Abhi whimpered, his cries theatrical, as his hands were cuffed to a chair where he was forced to sit.

Ishaan shoved Madhuri onto the bed, his gaze flicking to Abhi with a smirk. “Unless they’ve got their ears pressed to the wall,” he said, his tone mocking. Abhi coughed, his voice trembling. “Please… ahem... don’t hurt my mom!”

Ishaan laughed, low and cruel. “Calm down, kid. Just sit back and enjoy the show.” He nodded to the man in the suit, who pulled a leather strip flogger from his bag and handed it to Ishaan.


Madhuri’s muffled protests softened, her mind racing. She clung to the hope that Abhi believed she was a victim, forced into this depravity. A few nights ago, she’d begged Ishaan to fuck her on the same bed, her desires laid bare, and now the stalker seemed intent on fulfilling her darkest fantasies. She submitted silently, her body yielding even as her mind wrestled with guilt in front of her son.

“Get on your knees,” Ishaan ordered, his voice sharp. Madhuri struggled, the mattress sinking beneath her as she obeyed. He gripped her chin, leaning close. “You’re gonna love this,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

He removed the handcuffs and ball gag, tossing them aside. Madhuri gasped, her hands instinctively covering herself, her chest heaving with relief and trepidation.

Ishaan’s eyes gleamed. “Now, stick out your tongue and pant like a dog.”

Madhuri hesitated, "W-What!?" her gaze flickering to Abhi.

The other guy, now shirtless too, revealing a tapestry of tattoos across his chest, raised another flogger, threatening a whip toward Abhi. “Wait!” Madhuri cried, her voice hoarse. She met Ishaan’s gaze, then slowly extended her tongue, panting softly, her breaths shallow and humiliated.

“More,” Ishaan demanded. “Tongue out further. And point your hands out like dog paws.”

Madhuri looked at Abhi’s trembling form, the guy stretched the flogger, his eyes evil, while Abhi sat silent, his fear palpable.

Steeling herself, she straightened her back, extended her tongue fully, and raised her hands, mimicking a dog’s stance. “Heh-heh-heh,” she panted, the sound degrading yet laced with a secret thrill. The humiliation of performing in front of her son clashed with the dark pleasure coursing through her.

“Now, that's what we call a true BITCH” the other guy laughed, showing to Abhi, pointing at her.


Ishaan flicked the vibrator’s remote, and a jolt shot through Madhuri. She gasped, losing balance, her hands falling to the mattress to catch herself. Ishaan tucked the chain on her collar, forcing her to grip it for stability.

He pulled it taut, dragging her off the bed.

“Kneel,” he commanded. She sank to her knees, the carpet rough against her skin. Ishaan walked her on all fours around the room, the chain guiding her like a leash, the vibrator’s buzz echoing in the silence.

Abhi watched, his eyes wide as Ishaan removed her gown, down to bra and panties, the sound of the device and grunts of his mom still a cruel underscore to the scene.

Ishaan stepped before her, his bulge inches from her face. Madhuri swallowed hard, her hand twitching toward his pants but pulling back, mindful of Abhi’s presence. “Go on,” Ishaan said, his voice low and taunting. “You know what to do.”

Madhuri glared at him, fury flashing in her eyes. “I won’t do it,” she spat, her voice trembling with defiance.

The man in the suit cracked the flogger against Abhi’s shoulder, drawing a sharp “Ow!” Ishaan twisted the vibrator’s dial, sending a surge of pleasure through Madhuri. “Ahh!” she moaned, the sound escaping before she could stop it, unsure if it was the vibrator or the whip that sparked it.

She caught herself, feigning concern for Abhi. “Wait, don’t hurt him!” she pleaded, her hands fumbling with Ishaan’s zipper.

She pulled his pants down, freeing his thick cock from his trunks, and began stroking it, her movements mechanical, her eyes avoiding Abhi’s.


The chain on her collar dangled, a reminder of her captivity, as her eyes tracked the man in the suit approaching from behind. He stopped directly behind her, his presence a silent threat, and grabbed her panty near her waist, yanking them upward giving her a sharp wedgie.

“Ow!” Madhuri gasped, the fabric digging into her skin, pressing the vibrator deeper against her sensitive core. The sensation was overwhelming, forcing her to rise to her legs, her body bending forward as she struggled to maintain her grip on Ishaan’s cock.

The man in the suit tugged her panties aside, his fingers brushing the wire of the egg vibrator.

With a slow, deliberate pull, he took it out, the device slick with her juices, sliding out smoothly. Madhuri’s breath hitched, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness.

Ishaan switched off the vibrator and nodded toward Abhi, who sat bound in the corner, his eyes wide but glinting with something unspoken. The guy strode over to him, holding the glistening egg. “Open your mouth,” he commanded, his voice low and unyielding.

Madhuri’s heart sank. "Oh no," she thought, pitying Abhi, assuming his compliance stemmed from fear. She missed the curiosity flickering in his gaze, oblivious to his lack of resistance.

Abhi slowly parted his lips, and the guy placed the wet vibrator in his mouth, drawing it out slowly. Abhi’s lips closed around it, sucking every inch, his tongue flicking over his lips to clean them.

The sight sent a jolt through Madhuri, dragging her back to the other night when she’d sat on his face, a twisted pleasure she’d buried deep. Her cheeks burned with shame, her hand faltering on Ishaan’s cock.

The man in the suit returned, his eyes fixed on her exposed pussy, the glistening hole an open invitation. The sound of his zipper cut through the silence, and Madhuri’s eyes widened. “Wait, what are you, AAAH!” Her protest dissolved into a cry as he thrust his cock into her, though not as big as the Stalker's, he entered in with a forceful stroke.

Ishaan seized the moment, gripping her hair and guiding her mouth onto his dick. Her eyes fluttered shut, her moan morphing into wet, muffled “gwak-gwak” sounds as she rocked back and forth, pleasuring both in a rhythm that consumed her.


Abhi’s voice broke through, his cries theatrical. “Please, let her go! Take all the gold, the money, anything! Just leave her alone!”

Ishaan chuckled behind his scarf, the sound dark and amused. “Gold? Money? Kid, your mom’s the real treasure here.”

Madhuri’s chest swelled with a perverse pride at his words, even as she struggled to keep up with their relentless pace. The man in the suit punctuated his thrusts with sharp spanks to her ass, each one drawing a stifled yelp.

Ishaan’s grip on her hair tightened, pushing his cock deeper into her throat, stealing her breath. Her lungs burned, her body caught in a storm of pain and pleasure, the chain on her collar swaying with every movement.

Abhi’s pleas grew desperate. “She’s innocent! My mom doesn’t know anything, please, let her go!”

Ishaan threw his head back, his laugh loud and mocking. “Oh, kid, if anyone’s innocent here, it’s you. You have no idea about your mommy, do you? The milf the whole colony’s dying to fuck, and she knows it.”

Madhuri’s eyes snapped to Abhi, her throat constricting around Ishaan’s cock. She shook her head frantically, choking out a muffled protest, her gaze pleading with her son to believe she was a victim.

But the truth in Ishaan’s words stung, exposing the desires she’d hidden even from herself. Her body betrayed her, responding to the brutal rhythm, her pussy clenching around the man in the suit’s cock, her lips tightening around Ishaan’s.

The other guy leaned over her, his breath hot against her ear. “You love this, don’t you?” he growled, his voice a taunt. “All that innocence you’re selling, we know it's just a mask.” Another spank landed, harder this time, and Madhuri’s moan vibrated against Ishaan’s cock, her resolve crumbling.

Ishaan pulled her hair, making her gasp for breath, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. “Look at these hungry eyes, kid. Tell me she doesn't want this.”

Her eyes glistened, tears of shame and defiance mingling. She couldn’t speak, but her body answered for her, rocking eagerly between them.


“My mom’s a pure woman! She doesn’t want any of this, stop forcing her!” Abhi pleaded, his hips adjusting to conceal the bulge straining against his shorts.

“Your baby boy trusts you so much, Madhuri,” he taunted, thrusting deeper into her mouth. He fished a remote from his pocket and clicked it, the projector whirring to life. A screen recording of his phone filled the wall, displaying a chat under the username ShyVelvet.

Madhuri’s heart lurched. She shoved against Ishaan’s thighs, desperate to break free, but the man in the suit seized her wrists, pinning them behind her back with one hand while delivering a stinging spank with the other.

“Watch this, kid,” Ishaan said, his voice dripping with malice. “Your mom’s not the saint she pretends to be.” Madhuri’s muffled protest, “Nngh-noh!”, was drowned out as he scrolled through the chats.

“This is your mom's alt account on Instagram, used to lust after men and cheat on your dad.” He lingered on a message which said, "Ignoring me won't win you anything, stalker. I'm here, talk or lose me." Ishaan sneered, “Look how needy she is.”

Abhi shook his head, his shock rehearsed. “Bullshit! That’s not my mom. She’d never do that. She loves my dad, she’d never cheat!”

Ishaan’s chuckle was low and mocking. He scrolled to an audio clip and hit play. "You're missing out my heat, handsome... come get it", Madhuri’s voice filled the room, sultry and pleading, begging the stalker to respond. Her face burned with humiliation, the sound a mirror to her hidden desires. Abhi’s jaw tightened, but he doubled down. “That’s not her. I know it.”


“Still in denial?” Ishaan swiped through a series of teasing pics she had sent, each one carefully cropped to hide her face, her curves, her thighs, her barely concealed arousal. Madhuri’s shame crashed, as her body rocked between them, stretching her mouth with relentless thuds from behind. “That’s some other woman. You can’t fool me. My mom won't do sick shit like this.”

Madhuri’s heart sank, guilt gnawing at her. But Ishaan wasn’t finished. “Oh really? That sucks,” he said, pointing to the vanity table across the room. He swiped to a face covered nude mirror selfie, the woman’s body unmistakably Madhuri’s, posed against the same vanity, its intricate pattern a perfect match. Her breasts, her pussy, her curves, all exposed in stark detail. “What do you think, kid? Does she look like your mom now?”

Abhi fell silent, his eyes glued to the image.

Madhuri stole a glance and froze, his shorts tented, a clear bulge outlining his arousal. “Oh no,” she thought, dread pooling in her chest. Her secret was clawing its way out, and Abhi’s reaction was a wound she couldn’t ignore.

Ishaan swiped again, and Madhuri’s face flushed crimson. A video call recording played, showing a woman fingering herself, her moans raw and unrestrained, until the camera slipped, revealing Madhuri’s face at the end.

Abhi watched, his expression shifting from denial to devastation, his sad eyes meeting hers. Ishaan pulled his cock from her mouth, his voice cold. “Convinced now?”

Abhi said nothing, his silence deafening. The guys withdrew, their cocks slipping free, and they tore her bra and panties and shoved Madhuri onto the bed. She collapsed, gasping for air, the chain on her collar clinking against the mattress. Her body trembled, slick with sweat, her bra and panties askew, her mind a battlefield of shame, guilt, and the lingering pulse of pleasure.



She collapsed, gasping for air, the chain on her collar clinking against the mattress. Her body trembled, slick with sweat, her bra and panties askew, her mind a battlefield of shame, guilt, and the lingering pulse of pleasure.

Abhi’s gaze lingered on her, a mix of betrayal and something darker, his tented shorts a silent accusation.

“No more hiding, Madhuri. I gifted you with freedom.” He turned to Abhi, his tone mocking. “What’s it gonna be, kid? Keep pretending your mommy's a pure little woman, or face the truth?”

Madhuri’s eyes met Abhi’s, pleading for forgiveness, but his silence cut deeper than words. Her naked body, slick with sweat, trembled on the bed.

She glared at the stalker, her voice breaking through sobs. “Who are you? Why did you come into my life? You’ve ruined everything!”

“Oh, darling, I’ll give you all the answers you’re begging for.” He nodded to the man in the suit, who reached up and removed his scarf, tossing it to the floor. Madhuri’s gaze locked onto his face, a jolt of recognition hitting her like a slap.

It was the designer she’d met days ago with Ishaan, discussing custom lingerie for her.

Before she could process, the designer undressed and climbed onto the bed, sliding beside her. With a swift motion, he pulled her onto him, her back pressed against his tattooed chest. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wide open, forcing her to clutch the pillow behind her head as she struggled to sit up.

“Who are you? I’ve seen you somewhere!” she gasped, her mind racing to place him, her body resisting even as it responded to his touch. Abhi watched from the corner, his eyes wide but sharp with curiosity, his bound hands twitching.

His cock brushed against her asshole, teasing. Madhuri’s breath hitched as the memory of him in the shopping mall solidified, his sly smile, his knowing glances while taking her measurements.

Before she could protest, he thrust into her ass in one brutal stroke, no warning, no mercy. A cry tore from her throat, pain and pleasure colliding.



Ishaan hopped onto the bed, his knees sinking into the mattress as he approached, his eyes locked on hers. He positioned himself between her spread legs, his cock grazing her pussy lips, his fingers rubbing her clit with deliberate slowness.

Madhuri’s mind fractured, guilt and ecstasy warring within her. She reached for his scarf, desperate to unmask him, but Ishaan caught her left wrist, the designer the right.

Ishaan’s other hand clamped around her throat over the collar, squeezing just enough to make her gasp. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed into her pussy, filling her completely.

Madhuri’s head tilted back, a moan escaping as her body surrendered, taking both cocks like a whore, her shame drowned by the overwhelming sensation. Her eyelids fluttered, struggling to stay open as pleasure consumed her.

Ishaan guided her trembling hand with his hand to his scarf, letting her tug it free. The fabric fell, revealing his grinning face. Her eyes widened, her voice a choked scream. “ISHAANNN?!”

He grabbed the rose on the bedside table, clamping it between his teeth with a evil grin on his face.

Leaning in, he kissed her, his lips hot and demanding, transferring the rose to her mouth. Her teeth bit into the stem, the petals brushing her lips as he pulled back.

“I love you, aunty,” he purred, “Feel my love,” his hand tightening around her throat, his other hand grabbing her breast as he thrust deeper into her pussy.

Madhuri’s grunted moan vibrated through the rose, her eyes rolling back as both men found a relentless rhythm, fucking her like bulls shaking the bed.

Her fingers dug into the pillow, nails clawing at the fabric, her breaths hot and ragged. Her face flushed crimson, her mind grappling with the truth, Ishaan, her son’s friend, also the stalker who’d orchestrated her descent.

Their thrusts were merciless, each one pushing her further into submission. Her body arched, caught between their bodies, her glory holes stretched and pulsing with pleasure she couldn’t deny.

Abhi’s voice broke through the haze, his tone a mix of feigned shock and desperation. “Ishaan, is that you!? You arrogant douchebag!” he shouted, “Leave my mom alone!” his bound hands twitching, his eyes betraying a flicker of something more than pain, desire, perhaps, poorly concealed by his act.


Ishaan’s gaze locked onto Madhuri’s, his eyes burning with possessive intensity. He leaned in, kissing her deeply, plucking the rose from her mouth and tossing it aside with a careless flick. His lips curled into a wicked grin.

“Couldn’t even wait two days, huh?” He pressed himself closer, his voice a low growl. “Let us give you a night you’ll never forget.” and leaned in to kiss her lips.

Madhuri’s eyes widened, her breath catching between moans. “How do you… mmph… know that?” she gasped. “The p-potion… aahh…” she stammered, her mind scrambling to process his words.

Ishaan chuckled, his thrusts unrelenting. “You think that potion works on me? Don't you think I'll keep myself safe? Don’t worry, your darkest secrets with your son are still safe with me.” His tone was mocking, but his words carried a twisted reassurance, as if he relished holding her shame over her.

A fleeting relief washed over Madhuri as she glanced at Abhi, his innocent facade crumbling under the weight of his gaze.

She held memories of their forbidden night, moments she’d thought erased, now flickering in his expression. She wanted to believe he was still her innocent boy, but the truth gnawed at her.

Their pace intensified, the bed slamming against the wall with each thrust, the vibrations rippling through Madhuri’s body. Her holes stretched, their pulsing cocks filling her completely, erasing any hope for Ramesh.

Her moans grew louder, raw and unrestrained, her body surrendering to the pleasure despite her guilt. Her eyes darted to the wardrobe, where the fragile pipette teetered on the edge, inching closer to disaster with every violent thrust of the bed.

“No, no! Wait!” she cried, her voice desperate as she tried to halt them, her hands clawing at the sheets. But Ishaan only rode her harder, his grin feral. With one final, brutal thud, the pipette toppled, shattering into glittering shards on the floor.


Madhuri’s heart shattered with it, the sound a death knell for her secrets. She looked at Abhi, who met her gaze with a mix of shock and desire, his eyes narrowing as if he’d recalled every detail of their illicit encounter, the memories she’d tried to erase now flooding back.

The guys pulled out, their cocks slick as they let her collapse onto the bed, her body trembling, her breath ragged. Ishaan smirked, and strode to Abhi, uncuffing his wrists with a flourish. “I think it's time to join the fun, dickhead, now that you recall what a whore your mom is,” he said, dragging Abhi to the bed where Madhuri lay, her bra and panties askew, her body a map of their conquest.

Abhi stumbled forward, his shorts still tented, his expression caught between horror and hunger. Madhuri’s eyes met his, pleading for forgiveness, every erased memory now a ghost in the room.

The designer leaned against the wall, his tattoos glistening, watching with a predatory calm. Ishaan loomed over Madhuri, his voice a taunting whisper. “I'm sorry aunty, this one's not on me. You should have hid that thing somewhere safe. Your boy knows who you are now. Also, Mr. Sharma. Haha”

Madhuri’s heart sank as everything unraveled, unaware that Ishaan had orchestrated it all. Humiliation consumed her, no secrets left to shield her. As Abhi approached her bed, she clutched the sheets to cover herself, stammering, “Sweetie, I can explain…”

Abhi, summoning his courage, sat on the edge of the mattress. “No need, mom,” he said, his voice steady. “I… I liked how you touched me that night, stroking me while you sat on my face.”

Madhuri’s cheeks flushed, her shame laid bare, her son’s desire igniting something within her.

“I don’t know what to do,” Madhuri whispered, her voice trembling with despair.
Ishaan smirked. “Why not.. you know, do it again? Right now.”

“What!?” Madhuri exclaimed, her voice heavy with regret. “No way.”

“Please, Mom,” Abhi urged, his gaze locked on hers, leaving her momentarily speechless.

The designer, slipping back into his clothes, chimed in with a sly grin. “Come on, Ma’am, what’s the holdup? Don’t you love your own son? Go for it.”

“Stop it!” Madhuri snapped at him, then turned to Abhi, her voice trembling. “Abhi, what happened the other night was a mistake. I’m so sorry.” Her head bowed, shame weighing her down.


Abhi stood, slowly climbing onto the bed, closing the distance between them.

Madhuri’s eyes widened, her body instinctively retreating. "He’s coming for me… because of what I did," she thought, regret flooding her senses.

He took off his shirt, his voice soft but firm. “Look up, Mom. Look into my eyes.”

She couldn’t lift her gaze, her face burning. Abhi gently but decisively pushed her back against the pillows, his hands brushing hers away from her chest, pinning them to the mattress.

“Abhi, stop… What are you doing? I’m your mother,” Madhuri protested, her voice shaky, though a hidden spark of excitement urged her not to push him away.

Abhi’s eyes locked onto hers, unwavering. “I know, mom. But.. I can't control,” he murmured, easing himself onto her, his head hovering near her chest before he gently took a nipple into his mouth.

Madhuri turned her head, biting her shoulder to stifle a gasp. “No, sweetie… ahh…”
Abhi’s voice was low, teasing. “I can still picture it, you know... how you slowly bent down, naked, and sat on my face. That taste… it’s still with me.” He reached for her other nipple, his lips closing around it. “Let me taste this too.”

He stood, sliding off his shorts, his slender erection throbbing with anticipation. Settling over her, he felt Madhuri’s body yield beneath him, her earlier resistance fading into a subtle invitation.

His weak chest grazed her breasts as he wrapped his arms around her, seeking her gaze. She turned her face away, cheeks flushed with embarrassment, avoiding his eyes.

“Mom..” he murmured, voice soft but eager, leaning closer to find her lips.

She shifted her head slightly, dodging his kiss. “Don’t,” she whispered, her voice a mix of shyness and hesitation.

“Please...,” he urged gently, his breath warm against her cheek, still chasing that connection.

His erection nudged below, searching for her slit as she subtly shifted, feigning resistance. Her warm breath stirred memories of her motherhood, and he captured her lips in a sudden, fervent kiss. His hand slid down, finding her pussy, and he guided himself, easing into her slowly.



“Mmph… sweetie,” she murmured, turning her face to break the kiss, her voice soft but wavering.

“Don’t pull away, mom” he whispered, his lips brushing her jaw as he pressed closer.

Her hands wrapping around him, fingers threading through his hair to guide his face to her neck. The other slid down, resting on his ass, urging him closer despite her faint protest.

“We shouldn’t…” she breathed, “This is… mmph… so wrong,” her voice trembling with protest as she subtly rolled her hips, chasing to sense his slender cock.

“Please, Abhi… control yourself.”

“I’m sorry, Mom..” he murmured, his voice strained with effort as he thrust, struggling to find a rhythm inside her. “Just… bear with me. I’ll forget everything you did with Ishaan. Please...”

His thin cock barely grazed her already stretched walls, leaving her wanting. Her eyes flicked sideways, catching the gazes of the other guys in the room, their stares heavy with intent.

Ishaan chuckled from the corner, his voice dripping with mockery. “You’re killing it, buddy! Keep it up!”

Abhi, oblivious to the taunt, took it as praise, his confidence surging. He quickened his pace, believing he was pleasing his mom. Within moments, he shuddered, his release spilling into her, and he collapsed beside her, breathless. “Mom... I’m so... sigh... happy my first time... sigh... was with you,” he panted, a grin spreading across his face.

Madhuri forced a smile, masking her embarrassment at his swift finish. “Mmm… anything for you, sweetie,” she replied, her tone strained as she discreetly wiped herself clean.

Abhi caught the flicker of hesitation in her eyes, and the weight of reality hit her, he’d finished too soon, leaving her unsatisfied. She shifted away awkwardly, her movement subtle but sharp. A sinking feeling washed over him, echoing the inadequacy he’d seen in his dad.

Madhuri’s eyes locked onto Ishaan, a bold glint in her gaze as she pointed at him. “You, what are you looking at? Come here, silly boy,” she said, her voice unapologetically direct, biting her lip with a suggestive smirk. “I want you.” Her secrets lay bare, no trace of shame or need to hide from her son.

Abhi, despite his disappointment, felt a strange contentment, knowing he’d at least witness her with Ishaan.

Ishaan grinned, his eyes gleaming with mischief. “At your service, ma’am,” he teased, unzipping his pants with a flourish. But just then, the sharp chime of the doorbell cut through the room.


Madhuri froze, her face paling. “Who could that be?” she gasped, panic seizing her as she scrambled to pull the bedsheet over herself, clutching it tightly.

Ishaan acted quickly, yanking open the wardrobe and tossing Madhuri a fresh nightdress similar to the one she wore before. “Put this on quick,” he said urgently. Turning to Abhi, he barked, “Get back to your room, now!” Then, with a sharp nod to the designer, he gestured toward the terrace. “This way, move!”

Abhi bolted to his room, heart racing. Ishaan led the other guy to the terrace, pointing out a path for a swift escape, and the man vanished into the night.

Returning to Madhuri, Ishaan took charge, he grabbed a comb, spritzing water on her hair and body to muss it slightly, crafting the look of a recent shower. “Tell them you were showering,” he instructed, his voice firm.

With a playful smack on her ass, he smirked. “Go answer the door,” he said, turning to slip away.

Madhuri grabbed Ishaan’s hand, halting him. When he turned back, her eyes locked onto his, holding his gaze for a charged moment. Stepping forward, she rose onto her toes, hands slipping around his neck, one tangling in his hair, and pressed her lips to his in a fierce, passionate kiss.

Ishaan responded, his hands finding her waist, grazing her curves as he deepened the kiss, gently pushing her against the wall. The doorbell’s persistent ring faded into the background, unnoticed.

A minute later, her phone’s sharp ring broke the spell. Startled, Madhuri pulled back, a sly smirk playing on her lips as she glanced at Ishaan. Without a word, she straightened and sauntered toward the door, leaving the moment lingering behind her.


Madhuri swung open the door to find Ramesh, his back turned, phone pressed to his ear, muttering, “Why isn’t Ishaan picking up?”

“Honey! You’re back?” she called, her voice warm but edged with nerves.

Ramesh spun around, his face lighting up as he pulled her into a hug. “What took you so long?” he asked, grinning.

“Just in the middle of a shower,” Madhuri replied smoothly, brushing damp hair from her face. “Busy day at the office.”

“Oh, I get it, honey.” Ramesh said, his excitement bubbling over as he grabbed a confetti popper from his side and yanked the string.

“Congrats!” he shouted, confetti bursting around them. “Saw your boss’s LinkedIn post about you and immediately boarded the flight. Wanted to surprise you in person. You deserve the promotion!”

Madhuri’s smile twitched, her mind scrambling to pin down which promotion he meant. “Thanks, honey,” she said, a sly edge to her grin. “Ishaan’s been… a huge help.”

Ramesh glanced over, spotting Ishaan beside Abhi, who called out a faint, “Welcome, Papa!”

Moving inside, Ramesh clasped Ishaan’s hand, chuckling. “Looks like everything’s changed since you showed up, huh?”

Ishaan’s lips curled into a sly grin, his gaze steady, “Don’t mention it, Uncle. This is just the beginning.”

Madhuri caught the glint in Ishaan’s eyes, her smile curling with quiet understanding. She turned back and shut the door with a soft click, sealing the moment and felt a fragile peace settle, ready to navigate her with whatever came next.

(End of Chapter)
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