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Kiss-ClAIMER

Inspired by private truths and forbidden moments, this work blurs the line between reality and imagination.
Names, places, and events have been changed—or perhaps they have simply been revealed.

In lust, as in fiction, no confession is ever complete.




Prologue – The Red Invitation 

It appeared like a lover in the night—unannounced, untraceable, and full of promises.

A blood-red envelope lay on the onyx console table of Anaya Kapoor’s Mumbai penthouse, nestled between a Baccarat crystal vase and a forgotten diamond cufflink. There was no postmark, no courier slip. Just the envelope, velvet to the touch, sealed with a wax emblem so rich it seemed to melt beneath the fingers.

She ran a polished nail over it, slow and teasing, like a strip of silk being slid off bare skin.
She wasn’t dressed for surprises—unless the surprise required a view. Her robe was open at the thigh, clinging to curves like a whispered secret, and underneath… nothing but heat.

The air conditioning hissed softly. Her legs crossed at the ankle. The city stretched behind her in a thousand blinking lights. But all her focus was on the card inside.

Cream paper. Thick. Luxurious. And the ink…
Not black. Not blue. But deep wine red—like a kiss bitten too hard.

You are invited.

To reconnect. To rediscover. To reveal.

Three nights. One retreat. No boundaries.

The Villa awaits. You already said yes.

Her breath caught.

She hadn't said yes.

But her body remembered something her mind refused to voice. A hunger she’d buried under Prada, press interviews, and polite orgasms.

Somewhere in Lutyens' Delhi, Meera Malhotra sat in an antique clawfoot tub, water steaming around her soft skin, breasts glistening above the surface like secrets. The envelope sat on the bath tray next to a half-empty glass of red. Her fingers trembled as she touched the seal. Her wedding ring clinked faintly against the glass.

"No boundaries."
She let the phrase roll over her tongue like chocolate. Or sin.

Across the country, in a whitewashed Bangalore condo, Tara Sharma sprawled across Egyptian cotton sheets, naked except for silver anklets and smudged eyeliner. The card was wedged between her thigh and the bare chest of her husband, Arjun—fast asleep, spent from the last hour of rough, angry sex.

She reached for the card again, licking her lips.
A tiny moan escaped her as she reread the final line.

You already said yes.

She hadn’t.
But her thighs said otherwise.

And far away, deep in the monsoon-kissed hills of the Western Ghats, a villa pulsed with candlelight and the scent of desire. Silk-draped corridors. Mirrors behind secret panels. A bed so wide it held stories.

Dev and Siya stood on a balcony overlooking the jungle. Siya’s saree slipped off her shoulder as Dev brushed her neck with his mouth.

“They’ll come,” she said, breath hot against his jaw.

Dev didn’t answer. He was already thinking of who would crack first.
Who would beg.
Who would scream.

The game was set.
The first move had already been made.
Now it was only a matter of who would break... beautifully.




Chapter 1 – The Arrival

From “Velvet Agreements”

The rain came first.
Not a drizzle. Not a polite warning.
A full-throated monsoon downpour that soaked the Western Ghats like the gods had torn open the sky in a fit of passion.

The road twisted higher, veiled by mist and shadow, until it finally gave way to a hidden estate—The Villa.
Stone. Candlelight. Silence. The kind of place that didn’t need to announce itself. It waited. Like a predator.

A sleek black sedan slid to a stop on the gravel. Its engine purred, then cut. The only sound was the hiss of rain on marble.

The car door opened.

Anaya Kapoor stepped out, heels first, hair swept in a high bun, strands escaping to kiss the nape of her neck. Her ivory saree, translucent from the rain, clung to her like devotion. The silk was soaked, turning her curves into poetry—breasts outlined beneath the sheer fabric, thighs visible where the pallu had shifted.

She didn’t fix it. She didn’t need to.

Thirty-Four. An empire of wellness brands under her name. Millions hung on her every word online. But here, in the rain and silence, she wasn’t a brand.
She was a woman walking into the unknown, nipples tight from cold—and maybe something else.

Behind her, Kabir Kapoor slammed the boot shut. Late thirties. Banker turned crypto king. His shirt clung to muscle and regret. He didn’t look at Anaya. He didn’t have to.
He’d already memorized her.
And hated that he still wanted her.

“This isn’t a holiday,” he said flatly.

“It’s not meant to be,” Anaya replied, without looking back.

Their eyes met only when the villa’s front doors opened, light spilling onto wet stone, and Siya appeared.

She stood barefoot, draped in black silk that shimmered against her skin like liquid. A golden waist chain winked from beneath the folds. Her smile was slow. Knowing.

“You’re the first to arrive,” she said, her voice warm honey laced with something spiced and wild. “Perfect. We like to… prepare our favorites.”

Anaya didn’t blink. “Do you?”

Siya’s eyes dragged down her body, lingering at the nipples pressing against soaked fabric. “Oh, absolutely.”



Inside, the villa was a dream in low light.
Stone floors. Persian carpets. Incense curling in the air like fingers.
Every hallway invited a secret. Every door promised something just barely legal.

Dev appeared from the shadows like a man summoned by hunger itself.
He was lean, caramel-skinned, bare feet silent on the floor. His kurta was deep charcoal, open at the chest, revealing a trail of Arhair that disappeared beneath the fabric like a promise.

“Anaya. Kabir,” he said, his voice silk-wrapped steel. “Welcome to vulnerability.”

Anaya smiled. “I prefer control.”

“Then you’ll love losing it.”



Upstairs, their suite was pure decadence.
Candles. A bed the size of a sin. Robes folded in silk boxes. On the wall: a mirror that spanned the ceiling.

Kabir dropped the bags. “So? Is this the part where we are supposed to heal?”

Anaya pulled off her wet pallu and let it fall to the marble floor with a soft, heavy slap. Her skin glowed, droplets sliding over the curve of her hip.

“I didn’t come here to heal,” she said.
“I came to remember what it feels like… to be seen.”



Two hours later, the rain hadn’t stopped.
But another car arrived.

Meera stepped out slowly, shielding her face from the storm. Mid-forties. Dusky skin, full-hipped elegance, wearing a maroon kurta that clung too close in all the wrong places. Or maybe the right ones.
She smelled of mogra and melancholy.

Her husband, Rohan, followed. Salt-and-pepper. Worn-in, like a book with dog-eared pages. Eyes that had read too much and touched too little.

They barely looked at each other.



The final car came with thunder.

Tara Sharma burst out of the door laughing, barefoot, her red saree already slipping. Anklets jangling, rain kissing the inside of her thigh. She was twenty-five, irresistible, and already bored.
She kissed the air near Siya’s cheek. “Hope this place fucks better than it looks.”

Arjun was silent. 28. Tall. Rough-jawed. Quiet intensity in every step.
He looked at his wife like he wanted to worship her and strangle her at once.

Dev took a slow sip of wine as they entered. “Now,” he said to Siya, “the game begins.”



Later, at Dinner…

The six guests gathered around a long mahogany table.
Champagne in crystal flutes. Saffron risotto served in gold-rimmed plates.
But it wasn’t the food anyone tasted.

It was the heat under the table.

Tara’s foot grazed someone else’s calf.
Anaya met Rohan’s gaze too long.
Kabir caught Dev watching his wife and didn’t blink.
Meera traced the rim of her wineglass like she was imagining it on her clit.
Arjun said nothing. But his knuckles were white from how tightly he held his fork.

Dev stood.

He raised his glass.

“To vulnerability,” he said.

“And to what you’ll do,” Siya added, licking the edge of her spoon,
“once you’re finally naked.”




Chapter 2

There was no light in the Mirror Room that didn’t flicker.

Candles burned low, each one set into the carved hollows of the walls, their flames barely stirring—but enough to cast shadows that danced across the mirrored surfaces. It was a room made for watching. For being watched. And for forgetting which was worse.

The scent was thick. A blend of incense, wax, sweat, and sex. Not fresh sex—remembered sex. The kind that lingered in the mind long after the body had been cleaned. The air was warm, humid, like breath against a neck.

Anaya stepped in first, barefoot now. Her anklet chimed softly, a single silver sound in the otherwise reverent silence. She wore black silk, thin as smoke, backless and slit high enough to expose the line where her thigh curved into her hip. Her breasts moved beneath the fabric, unhindered by anything as modest as lingerie. In the mirrors, she was a goddess multiplied—a temple of pleasure repeated a hundred times, each image more unbearable than the last.

Kabir followed. Silent. The top three buttons of his shirt undone, exposing the sharp line of his collarbone, the rise and fall of his chest. His eyes never left Anaya’s reflection. He didn’t trust her. But he couldn’t look away.

The others filtered in behind them. Meera and Rohan in a tense, brittle silence. Tara laughing under her breath as if her body wasn’t practically vibrating with tension. Arjun stone-faced and slow, eyes flicking to the corners, already assessing. Already aware.

Siya’s voice broke the stillness. Low. Smooth. Designed to enter you and settle somewhere deep.

“Tonight,” she said, stepping barefoot onto the central platform, “you will tell us what you would never tell yourselves.”

Dev stood behind her, shirtless now, his chest lean and taut, nipples pierced with delicate gold rings that caught the candlelight like secrets. His palms pressed together. Calm. Patient. Predatory.

“Two sentences,” he said. “One truth. One lie.”

A servant moved forward, hands cradling folded silk—black blindfolds, long and soft, the kind used more often in bedrooms than ceremonies.

Meera was chosen first.

She walked barefoot across the rug, hips moving in quiet, reluctant grace. Her kaftan slipped off one shoulder as she knelt, revealing the slope of her breast, the areola peeking—just visible. She adjusted nothing.

The blindfold was tied. Her lips parted as she inhaled.

“My truth…” she paused, throat working, “is that I don’t want my husband to touch me anymore.”

Rohan blinked. That was all. But in the mirrors, the tension in his jaw vibrated through the room.

Meera’s second sentence came slower, almost like confession.

“My lie is that I haven’t thought about what Siya’s mouth would feel like on me.”

Siya tilted her head. Said nothing.

When Kabir moved to the center, he undressed as he walked. Not all the way—but enough. His shirt peeled from his body like water, sleeves tugged down with deliberate slowness. His chest was hard, defined, tanned. He sat with one knee raised, arm draped over it.

His voice was quiet.

“My truth is that I watched Anaya fuck someone else once.”
A pause.
“And came in my pants before I could even touch her.”

Anaya didn’t move. Her breath shallowed, but she didn’t move.

“My lie…” Kabir’s voice dropped to something almost intimate, “is that I didn’t want to join them.”

Tara let out a breath that sounded too close to a moan.

And then it was her turn.

She sauntered. That was the only word for it. The shirt she wore belonged to someone else—it hung off one shoulder, the bottom brushing the tops of her thighs. Nothing underneath. She wore pearls and pride and absolutely no shame.

She didn’t bother to tie the blindfold. She sat. Spread her legs just enough for the candlelight to kiss the inside of her thigh.

“My truth is that I dream of being taken by strangers in masks. Blindfolded. Bound. Used.”

Arjun exhaled through his nose. A sharp, tight sound.

“My lie is that I haven’t imagined Dev watching while I do it.”

Dev smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes.

Arjun moved next. Wordless. He peeled off his shirt in silence, revealing a body that wasn’t gym-sculpted, but worked. Strong. Built for lifting, holding, restraining. The kind of man who didn’t just fuck—he handled.

He knelt on the velvet, blindfold tight.

“My truth,” he said, voice deep and rough, “is that I like making women beg. Not with words. With sounds.”

Tara shifted in her seat, squeezing her thighs together.

“My lie is that I wouldn’t do it to my wife.”

When Anaya stepped forward again, she walked as if she’d already won something. Her robe had loosened further—one strap slipping down her shoulder, the curve of her breast now visible from the side. Her blindfold was tied slowly by Siya, hands lingering longer than necessary.

She sat. Her voice was calm. Seductive.

“My truth is that I don’t believe in love.”

Her lips curved faintly.

“My lie is that I don’t want someone to break me open and fuck me until I forget who I am.”

Kabir’s grip on the armrest turned white-knuckled.

And then Rohan.

He walked like he was walking to his own funeral. But when he sat, blindfolded, he straightened.

“My truth is that I’ve read every message Meera deleted.”

Meera inhaled sharply.

“My lie is that I didn’t enjoy imagining what she looked like when she came for someone else.”

There was no sound after. Just breath. Heat. Pulse.

Dev stepped forward again.

“Tonight,” he said, “you’ve undressed yourselves with words.”

He paused.

“Tomorrow, we see what happens when the body follows.”

And behind him, in every mirrored surface, their faces stared back—exposed, flushed, aching.
And not a single one of them was ready.




Chapter 3

The villa didn’t fall silent after midnight.
It hummed.

There was no clock in the place. No ticking. No reminders of time passing. Only breath. Only shadow. Only the slow, rhythmic sound of rain on carved stone, and the low beat of tabla drums echoing faintly from somewhere deep—too deep—inside the estate.

Anaya walked barefoot across the marble floor, and the chill bit gently at the soles of her feet, a welcome contrast to the liquid heat between her thighs.

Her robe was barely tied. Deep emerald silk, slit so high it exposed the sharp line of her hip with every step. The fabric clung to her breasts, the light catching the curve of her nipple beneath the thin layer. Her skin was warm, dewy from the bath, scented with rose and sandalwood. Her hair was undone, a wild river down her back, strands curling slightly from the steam.

She moved like she belonged to the space. Like the villa had been built to watch her move through it.

Every hallway was lit in candles and desire.
Every mirrored arch whispered things she hadn’t said out loud yet.

Kabir’s door had been shut since the Mirror Room. He hadn’t spoken a word. But Anaya had seen the way he’d looked at her confession—not with shock. With recognition. With memory.

She hadn’t come looking for him.
She came looking for something else.

She turned a corner and felt it before she heard it—a thrum, low and wet, a breath too heavy, a rhythm just a little too human. A door was open—just slightly. Red light spilled from inside, thick and hazy, painting the marble like blood and candlewax.

Anaya paused.

Her pulse slowed.

She pushed the door open with two fingers.

The room was made of seduction.

Red velvet draped across the walls. Silk cushions sprawled over the floor in rich, decadent piles. A golden hookah hissed gently in the corner, its sweet smoke coiling upward in hypnotic swirls. The air was saturated with the scent of warm rose, burnt clove, and something deeper—musk, need, heat.

And at the center of it all—
Tara.

She lay on her back, naked, legs parted, one arm resting lazily over her head like a courtesan awaiting praise. Her skin shimmered, kissed by oil. Her breasts glistened, full and high, nipples dark and taut. Her hand moved between her thighs in slow, torturous circles, fingers slick, wrist trembling.

She was lost in it.

Her head turned slightly when the door creaked. But she didn’t stop.
Her lips curved. She smiled.

“I hoped it would be you,” she said, voice syrup-slow, thick with pleasure. “I left it open.”

Anaya stepped inside, and the door clicked shut behind her like a secret being locked away. Her bare feet moved over Persian rugs, her silk robe swaying around her legs like a lover’s touch. She didn’t speak.

Tara’s eyes dropped—hungrily—to Anaya’s breast, where the robe had loosened, exposing one dusky peak, the nipple pebbled and flushed.

“You’re so beautiful,” Tara whispered. “I want to watch you touch me.”

Anaya didn’t kneel.

She lowered herself, like a queen, slow and sensual, the robe spilling open at the thighs as she settled beside Tara. She didn’t touch her—yet. But her presence, her scent, the heat coming off her skin, was intimate enough to burn.

“Do you always perform with your doors open?” Anaya asked softly.

Tara moaned. Her fingers kept moving—faster now, desperate, slick with arousal.

“Only when I want to be seen.”

Anaya’s hand hovered just above Tara’s breast, close enough for warmth, not close enough to touch. Her breath drifted over the curve, and Tara’s body arched toward her.

“Please.”

Anaya smiled, slow and cruel.

“You’ll come,” she said. “But not because you want to. Because I allow it.”

Tara whimpered.

Anaya leaned closer, her own breast brushing lightly across Tara’s arm as she bent to whisper in her ear. “You’re already trembling.”

Tara’s thighs twitched. Her body was electric, her slick folds glistening in the red light. Her fingers moved faster, her back arched. Every muscle in her body clenched.

“Don’t,” Anaya whispered.

Tara whimpered, nearly sobbed.

“Please,” she begged. “Anaya…”

“No.”

Anaya trailed a single finger along the swell of Tara’s inner thigh—just that. Not touching her sex. Not relieving her. Just teasing. Cruel. Precise.

“You’ll hold it,” she said. “You’ll hold it until…”

Tara gasped.

Anaya’s hand slipped lower—finally.
Just one fingertip, brushing between her folds, barely grazing her swollen clit.

“Now.”

Tara shattered.

Her cry filled the room—raw, broken, desperate. Her legs shook. Her back lifted. Her orgasm rolled through her like fire through silk, and Anaya stayed beside her, watching. Smiling.

When Tara collapsed, panting, her skin glowing, Anaya rose—graceful, untouched, her robe falling back into place like sin never happened.

She didn’t look back.

She walked to the door and opened it into the dark corridor.

What she didn’t know—what she didn’t see—was the figure standing just beyond the candlelight.

Kabir.

Leaning against the wall.

Watching everything.

His chest rose and fell slowly, his silk robe tented from the hard length beneath it. He hadn’t moved. Hadn’t made a sound.

He didn’t need to.

He would remember every detail.
Every moan.
Every inch of her.
And the next time she reached for control…
He would take it back—with hands, mouth, and something darker.

Something she wouldn’t ask for.

But she’d crave.

Oh, you're in it now—and so am I.  


Chapter 4
Velvet Touches

It began with silk.

The kind of silk that slides like a sigh across the skin, cool at first touch, then warmer, heavier, alive. It had been laid out for them on lacquered trays—folded into squares, each piece dyed a different color: oxblood red, midnight blue, pearl white, deep gold. Smooth ropes. Long blindfolds. Cloth cuffs. Pieces of sensual suggestion.

“Tonight is about surrender,” Siya had said over dinner, her tongue slow as it tasted the word.

They were gathered in the courtyard under a canopy of stars and candlelight.
The air was thick—humid, expectant, fragrant with frangipani and burnt clove. A soft tabla rhythm pulsed low beneath the night like the villa’s own heartbeat.

Anaya stood barefoot on the marble, watching the flames dance in the lanterns. Her robe tonight was violet, sheer enough to reveal the curve of her navel and the swell of her breasts beneath. It clung to her skin like a promise, the slit open to the top of her thigh. Her hair was pinned loosely, with strands falling deliberately—a neck left exposed like a vulnerable offering.

She wasn’t cold. She was waiting.

Siya approached her with a folded strip of silk. Deep red. Velvet-lined.

“Blindfold?” she asked softly, eyes gleaming.

Anaya met her gaze. “Only if you tie it yourself.”

Siya’s smile was slow. She stepped behind her, close enough that her breath ghosted over Anaya’s shoulder. Her fingers were skilled, sliding the fabric across Anaya’s eyes, knotting it with a sensual precision that felt less like restraint and more like seduction.

Anaya let out a breath. The dark behind the blindfold wasn’t empty—it pulsed with awareness.

Somewhere near her, Kabir’s voice drifted low and taut.

“I want her hands tied.”

Dev was with him. “With what?”

Kabir didn’t hesitate. “The white silk.”

Anaya’s pulse throbbed in her wrists.

She couldn’t see him. But she could feel him.

Footsteps circled her. Then fingers—not Siya’s—touched her wrists, wrapping them together in the cool silk. Firm. Exact. The knot sat high, between her breasts, pinning her forearms in place.

Her breath caught.

Then came the first touch.

Not on her breasts. Not her sex. But the inside of her elbow—a warm hand sliding over the soft skin there, and she shuddered, gasped.

Fingers traced up, over her collarbone. A thumb brushed just beneath her jaw.

“Who—” she started, and Siya hushed her with a press of lips to her ear.

“No names tonight. Just need.”

Tara’s laugh came from somewhere behind the curtain of trees. Sultry. Playful. She was being led—blindfolded too—by Dev. Her body moved like honey, slow and languid, her sheer robe clinging to every inch. She wore nothing underneath. Her breasts were full and high, nipples dark and already hard. Her legs parted with every step, thighs gleaming with oil.

Arjun watched from across the courtyard, chest bare, a lowball glass in his hand. He was still. Controlled. Until she moaned.

Then his jaw flexed.

Siya guided Anaya to a soft mat, laying her down like a prize being displayed. The silk bindings pulled her wrists high above her head. She was blindfolded. Helpless. Glowing.

And someone—she didn’t know who—knelt between her legs.

Not touching. Just... breathing.

The warm exhale kissed the inside of her thigh. Moved higher.

She squirmed.

A tongue. Finally. A tongue dragged slowly, torturously, up the line of her thigh—stopping just before her center. She gasped. Tried to move.

Hands held her hips down.

“No,” a voice murmured. Deep. Male. Controlled.

“You don’t get to come. Not yet.”

From the other side of the courtyard, Tara was being pinned against a tree trunk, her wrists held above her by Dev. His mouth on her neck. His hand between her thighs. She moaned, loud, uninhibited, as her leg curled around his waist and he lifted her, her robe falling open as he whispered something in her ear that made her gasp and claw at his shoulders.

Arjun crushed the glass in his hand.

Kabir stepped closer to Anaya, watching her body writhe under the blindfold, under the breath and tongue and silk. Her nipples strained against the fabric. Her thighs trembled.

He wanted to touch her.

He wanted to ruin her.

But not yet.

He leaned down, inches from her mouth, his voice like molten iron.

“Are you going to beg me this time?”

Anaya’s lips parted.

“I already am.”

He kissed her. Hard. Deep. Dominant.

And in that kiss was every word they hadn’t spoken. Every time he’d touched her in memory. Every time she’d pretended not to dream of being taken.

When he pulled away, her lips were swollen. Her body was fire. Her thighs were slick.

But still, no one had made her come.

Because tonight wasn’t about release.
It was about power.
Denial.
Devotion to the edge.

And by the time the silk was untied from her wrists, she was trembling with the need to be destroyed.

The game had changed.
Now it wasn’t just about truth.
It was about control.

And no one in that villa would leave untouched.


Chapter 5
The Switch

The storm had quieted to a murmur, but inside the villa, the atmosphere was electrified.

It was past midnight, and the dining room had transformed. The air was thick with jasmine and burnt amber, clinging to bare skin like memory. The long teakwood table, now lit by the soft flicker of oil lamps, seemed to stretch endlessly, casting golden reflections off wine glasses stained with dark lipstick, fingertips, and want.

The guests were dressed in silk.
Or nearly nothing.

Anaya sat at the head of the table, a queen in deep maroon. The robe she wore was scandalously soft and slung low across her chest, barely held together by a sash. Each time she moved, her breasts threatened exposure, and her thigh—long, honeyed, impossibly smooth—peeked from the high slit. Her perfume—mogra and sweat and skin—had become part of the room.

She crossed her legs slowly, the whisper of skin-on-skin making Kabir’s jaw tense.

Across from her, Tara leaned forward with a smile full of teeth, the sheer fabric of her robe leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her breasts, round and high, moved as she laughed at something Dev had said. She was flushed, glowing, unashamed of the faint red marks still visible on her thighs.

Dev stood slowly, commanding silence without needing to speak. His fingers trailed over the velvet pouch at the center of the table—dark, elegant, ominous.

“Tonight,” he said, voice like smoke in a wine glass, “you’ll give up control.”

The room stilled.

“You won’t choose who touches you,” he continued. “And you won’t choose how. The cards will decide.”

From the pouch, he withdrew a stack—handmade, thick parchment, gilded with gold ink and adorned with symbols that promised surrender: a Flame, a Whip, a Mirror, a Key, a Mask, and more.

Anaya reached first. She didn’t hesitate.

She pulled two cards:
The Flame.
The Key.

Dev’s smile curved. “Unlock the fire.”

She met his gaze, and then Kabir’s. Her lips parted, but she said nothing.
Her eyes already spoke desire in a language no man could ignore.

Kabir drew next.
The Whip.
The Mirror.

He didn’t react. But something dark flickered across his expression.

The cards moved around the table. One by one. Breath hitched. Eyes averted. Hands shook.

Tara drew The Rope and The Mask. She grinned, teeth catching the candlelight.

The pairings weren’t announced aloud. They were revealed in motion, as Dev led them into the Gallery Room.



It was a place built for voyeurism.

Floor-to-ceiling windows opened to black jungle. The air was damp, fragrant with night. Silk curtains fluttered like ghosts. The walls glistened with candlelight. The center of the room held a platform, wide and low, draped in plush cushions and dark silks.

A throne for sin.

Anaya was led forward.

Her robe slipped from her shoulders with a shrug. She stepped out of it with the poise of a woman shedding everything but her power. The light struck her naked skin: her breasts full and firm, nipples already tight with anticipation. Her stomach was smooth, the delicate dip of her navel catching the flicker of flame.

Her thighs, long and toned, glistened. Her pussy—bare, soft, flushed—was visibly wet, her lips plump and swollen with need. The inner folds peeked out slightly, glistening from her earlier teasing. A single drop of wetness had already begun its descent along the curve of her thigh.

She stood in full view.
Unashamed.
Untouched.
Yet already trembling.

Rohan approached from behind.

He was quiet, shirtless, barefoot, the rope coiled loosely in his hand. His chest was lean but defined, the kind of strength that didn’t posture—it dominated silently. His voice was low, almost reverent.

“Turn around.”

She did. Slowly. Her hips swayed with each step, her breasts swaying just slightly. She held her hands behind her back, and when he began to bind them, her breath caught.

The silk rope slid across her wrists like a lover’s tongue. Not tight. Controlling.

Her nipples peaked harder. Her stomach fluttered. Her pussy clenched—hot and slick, aching with the pressure of restraint.

Rohan stepped around her, eyes never leaving her body.

He knelt.

He brought his face inches from her cunt—close enough to feel the heat, to smell the sweet, sharp scent of her arousal.

He didn’t touch. Not yet.

“Open for me.”

Anaya parted her legs.

Her pussy was drenched. Her outer lips were soft and sensitive, blushed a deep, dark pink. Her clit peeked out from the hood, fully engorged, a jewel of need.

She gasped when his breath brushed against it.

Then—his mouth.

A single lick.

Flat. Slow. From the base of her slit to the top of her clit.

Her knees wobbled. Her body throbbed.

Her clit pulsed like a second heartbeat. Her slickness grew, dripping now, her pussy gushing from the sudden, raw contact.

His tongue circled her—slow at first, then tighter, deeper. He spread her with two fingers, parting her wet folds to taste deeper. She clenched around the emptiness, the ache to be filled blooming like pain. Her moans turned frantic. She rolled her hips toward his mouth, desperate for pressure.

He pulled back.

“No,” he whispered. “You wait.”

He stood.

Slipped two fingers into her—deep.

Her pussy clenched around them, sucking them in greedily. He curved upward, hitting that tender, pulsing spot inside her that made her cry out. Her legs buckled. The silk rope pulled at her wrists.

“Please,” she gasped, voice breaking.

“No.”

Across the room, Kabir was watching.

Seated on a chaise, robe open, his cock hard and glistening, he gripped the base of it—slow strokes, lazy, deliberate—as he watched her unravel.

He didn’t blink.

Because next time, it would be his mouth between her legs.

His cock in her pussy, thick and throbbing, buried to the hilt.

And he wouldn't stop until she screamed his name into the marble.




Chapter 6
Bruised Silk

The villa had quieted, but the air still throbbed.

In the hallway outside the Gallery Room, the silk-draped sconces flickered with low, golden light, casting the walls in amber shadows. The rain had stopped. Now, only the soft drip of water from the balconies and the occasional gasp of wind through the trees broke the silence.

And the smell.

The air was thick with it—sex, sweat, candlewax, and rose oil. It clung to the tapestries. It soaked into the stone. It curled at the edge of the skin like a lover who didn’t want to leave.

Anaya walked barefoot down the corridor, wrists red from the silk rope, thighs slick from Rohan’s touch. Her body still trembled in places she couldn’t name. Her robe hung open, sliding off her shoulders. She didn’t bother to fix it. Her nipples were still erect, her inner thighs sticky with the residue of pleasure that hadn’t quite reached its peak.

She hadn’t come.

Not fully. Not completely.

She was left open—raw, waiting, a blade not yet buried.

That was the design. That was Dev’s way.

Ahead of her, the door to her suite stood ajar. Warm light glowed from inside, soft and beckoning. She pushed it open with one finger.

Kabir was inside.

He stood by the window, robe undone, his body tense—his broad chest rising slowly, hands clenched at his sides. His cock was hard. Fully, achingly hard, standing thick and proud against his stomach. The veins along it throbbed. He hadn’t touched himself, but he’d clearly been watching. Her. Them.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

She stepped in, letting the robe slide to the floor completely.

She was naked, glistening, her skin glowing from oil and arousal, her breasts full, high, still marked with faint lines from the ropes. Her pussy, bare and wet, was swollen—lips parted, inner folds flushed a deep pink. Her clit was engorged, still pulsing from denial, a throbbing ache between her thighs that begged for closure.

Kabir moved first.

He crossed the room in two slow, deliberate steps and stopped just inches from her. His eyes raked down her body—slowly, taking in every glisten, every tremble, every twitch of muscle that betrayed how wrecked she was.

“You let him lick your cunt,” he said, voice low, jagged.

She didn’t flinch.

“And you didn’t stop watching,” she whispered.

Silence.

Then his hand shot forward—fist tangled in her hair, pulling her head back as his other hand slipped between her thighs.

She gasped.

His fingers found her instantly wet. He dragged them up through her folds, parting them, coating himself in her slick heat. He pressed one thick finger against her entrance—her pussy throbbed, clenching eagerly around the tip without needing permission.

“Still dripping,” he muttered. “Still fucking open.”

She tried to speak—but he kissed her.

It wasn’t soft. It was claiming. Tongue deep, hands pulling her against his chest. She moaned into his mouth, her body pressing against his, the heat between them now unbearable.

He lifted her—easily—and carried her to the edge of the bed, tossing her down like something precious he was about to ruin.

“Spread your legs,” he growled.

She did—eager, trembling, thighs falling open to reveal her soaked, twitching cunt. The wetness gleamed under the low lamplight, her folds swollen and visibly clenching in rhythm. Her clit was fully out now, a tight, needy pearl.

Kabir knelt.

And then—devoured her.

His mouth sealed over her sex, tongue lashing, slow at first, then deeper—sucking, licking, tasting her like he needed to cleanse her of anyone who had touched her before. His tongue pressed deep into her pussy, pushing into her soaked core, then retreating to circle her clit in slow, relentless spirals.

She screamed. Her hands clawed the sheets. Her hips lifted. But he held her down, one forearm across her stomach, tongue moving like punishment.

“You’ll come for me,” he hissed against her.

And she did.

Her orgasm hit like a collapse—her body convulsing, pussy clenching violently, juice spilling down onto his mouth, his chin, the bed. She sobbed as she came, legs shaking, head thrown back, hair wild, mouth open but wordless.

He stood, lips wet with her, and stared at her body—glistening, heaving, undone.

And then he did what she didn’t expect.

He stepped back.

And left.

Without a word.

The door closed softly behind him, and she lay there—naked, drenched, wrecked—legs still spread, inner thighs soaked, and her heart hammering with something she hadn’t expected to feel again.

Longing.

Not just for the man.

But for the next moment she’d be taken.

Used.
Claimed.
Seen.




Chapter 7
The Raat Rasa Ritual

The invitation arrived at their doors before dawn.

A single card. Crimson. Embossed with gold.
No names. Just a single phrase.

Tonight, you wear only what hides your face. The rest will be revealed.

Beneath it, in Dev’s slanted, inky handwriting:

Raat Rasa: The Night of Essence. One room. No roles. No refusal. Only truth, in shadows.

Anaya stared at the card for a long time.

She had slept alone, her body still trembling from the wreckage Kabir left between her legs. Her thighs were sore. Her clit, swollen. Her sheets still carried the scent of her orgasm and his mouth. And yet… she hadn’t slept.

Not really.

She had waited.

For this.



They gathered after midnight.

The room was unrecognizable.

A long corridor of floating candles led them into the heart of the villa—a place none had seen before. Walls draped in sheer black fabric. Velvet cushions arranged around a sunken space lined with silk mats and flickering bowls of scented oil. The air was thick with it—oudh, saffron, sweat. Music drifted in, low and slow: a tabla rhythm overlaid with a woman's voice, breathy and haunting.

And masks.

At the entrance, each guest was given one.

Not party masks. Not playful.

These were ritualistic. Elaborate. Obscuring. Full-face coverings that transformed them into strangers—beasts of hunger, of memory, of need. One mask was gold. One, pure black. Another, ivory. Another, red.

No one spoke.

They entered the room as figures, not lovers.

Naked, save for the masks.

Anaya’s body was a flame in motion—her curves fluid, golden in the light. Her breasts swayed as she walked, nipples hard, her hips rolling as if responding to a drum only she could hear. Between her legs, her pussy was already wet, lips swollen from everything that had come before. Her thighs glistened slightly, a soft sheen that betrayed her anticipation.

She did not know who was watching her.
Only that everyone was.



The game began without instruction.

A soft chime.

Then a pair of masked bodies stepped forward. No names. No introductions. Only the sound of breath and the movement of skin against skin.

A man knelt behind a woman and blindfolded her with her own hair. His mouth found her neck. Her hands gripped his thighs behind her. A second figure moved between her legs—female—tongue lapping up her wetness while the man above her whispered filth into her ear.

She moaned—loud. The room listened.



Anaya stood still, arms loose at her sides, watching.

Until he came to her.

A figure in a black mask. Broad chest. Veined forearms. Callused hands.

He did not ask.

He reached out and ran the back of his fingers down the center of her stomach—slow, deliberate—until they reached her mound. He hovered.

Anaya’s breath caught.

She parted her legs.

His fingers slid lower. Between her lips. He exhaled.

“You’re soaking,” he murmured behind the mask. “And untouched.”

Her voice was silk.

“For now.”

He circled her clit once. Pressed.
Her knees buckled.

He caught her. Dropped to his knees. Held her thighs apart and tasted her—deep, slow licks from his tongue, flicking over her soaked folds, then dipping in. Anaya groaned. Loud. Her mask tilted back. Her body shivered.

She didn’t care who he was.
She only cared that he knew how to worship.



Across the room, Tara was on her knees between two men.

One behind her, stroking her hair like a leash. The other in front—cock stiff, dripping, which she took into her mouth like it belonged there. Her body swayed between them, moaning against him, while the man behind her spread her and slipped two fingers into her soaked cunt.

Her pussy made wet sounds in the silence, audible even over the music.

She sucked. She came. She didn’t stop.



Anaya felt hands at her back.

A second person.

A pair of arms slid around her waist, a mouth at her neck.

She was between them now.

One tongue inside her. One mouth at her throat. Her nipples pulled between two sets of fingers. Her pussy clenched, juice dripping onto the tongue below her, while her body ground backward into the one behind her.

She couldn’t see them. She didn’t care.

Her orgasm crept in—slow, molten, a wave building inside her, her walls tightening, her breath breaking into sobs.

The man between her thighs licked harder.

The one behind whispered, “Come.”

And she did.

With a scream muffled into a shoulder. With legs shaking. Pussy spasming—tight, rippling pulses around the tongue inside her. Her slickness coated his chin, his mouth, his chest.

She collapsed.

One held her.

The other licked her one last time, tasting her to the root.



Later, much later, they lay across the cushions, masks still on.

Bodies shining in the candlelight. Arms and legs tangled with strangers. Soft panting. The scent of sex dripped from the air.

No one spoke.
No one needed to.

Because they had said everything already—with fingers, with lips, with the way they watched each other fall apart.

But in a far corner of the room—

someone else watched.

Unmasked.

Recording.

And smiling.


Chapter 8
The Watcher

The first thing Anaya felt was the air—cool and still, brushing across her bare skin like the whisper of silk. Then the ache. Deep. Heavy. Between her legs. In her thighs. The kind of ache that lingered long after the orgasm had ended. The kind that didn’t beg for pleasure anymore—just recognition.

Her eyes opened slowly.

The room around her was lit in a low gold. Morning had arrived without force, sliding into the villa like a secret lover. Shafts of soft, filtered light spilled through the sheer curtains, touching the marble floor, warming the carved headboard, glinting off the half-finished wine glass on the bedside table.

Her body hadn’t moved since she collapsed hours ago.

She lay sprawled diagonally across the bed—naked. One arm flung above her head, her hair spread over the pillow in a dark, wild fan. Her legs parted, the silk sheet tangled beneath her, leaving her fully exposed to the quiet of the morning.

Her skin glowed, dewed with the faint sheen of sweat and scented oil. Faint red welts traced the inside of her wrists. A bite mark bloomed high on her left thigh. Her breasts—full, flushed—rose and fell slowly, nipples still sensitive, slightly darkened from tongues and teeth.

And between her thighs…

A slow, wet heat.

She could feel it without touching.

Her pussy was sore—not hurting, just full. Satisfied. Opened. Her lips were swollen, sticky with her own slickness and the remains of others. She shifted slightly and winced. The sensation of wetness pulled from her—thick, warm, trailing along her inner thigh and onto the sheets beneath her.

She didn’t remember who had come last.

Just the sound of her name being whispered from behind the mask, right before someone’s fingers curled inside her and her body gave in, convulsing around them.

She exhaled, tasting the night on her tongue.

And then—
Bzzzt.

A vibration. Muffled. Electronic. Too modern for this room. Not her phone.

Her brows knit. She sat up slowly, letting the sheet fall. Her body moved like it was remembering the weight of other hands. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed, her toes pressing into the cool floor. Her breasts swayed with the motion, heavy and tender.

The vibration came again.

From the nightstand.

She opened the drawer.

And there it was.

A phone. Black. Unmarked. Cold in her hand.

No lock screen. Just a glowing screen with six video thumbnails.

Each marked not by title, but by symbol.

?? — Mirror
🗝️ — Key
?? — Flame
?? — Mask
?? — Rope
👁️ — Eye

No names. No dates.

Her heart beat once, hard.

She tapped.

?? — Mirror

The screen opened with no warning. No fade in. No introduction.

Just her.

Anaya.

Naked. Masked. On her knees.

Her back arched. Her ass high. Her arms bound with red silk.

Her pussy—raw, glistening—was being filled, slowly, steadily, by a masked man gripping her hips. The camera was close. Intimate. The wet slide of him moving inside her visible, visceral.

Her breasts swayed with each thrust. Her moans—real, guttural—rippled through the speakers.

But the frame shifted.

Kabir.

Sitting just outside the candlelight. Fully dressed. Unmasked. His eyes fixed on her. One hand wrapped around his cock. Slow. Controlled. His face blank. His gaze... possessive.

The camera lingered.

On him.

On her.

On the way she cried out his name, not knowing he was there. Not knowing she was being watched.

Her breath hitched.

She dropped the phone.

It hit the marble floor with a loud clack.

She stood quickly—robe forgotten—nude, trembling, the ache between her legs turning into something else now.

Not arousal.
Something colder.

A knock.

Soft. Familiar.

Before she could reach for the sheet, the door opened.

Meera.

Barefoot. Dressed in an oversized men’s shirt—crisp white, half-buttoned. Her legs bare. Her hair damp, swept to one side. Her skin glowed faintly with oil. She looked like she’d just come from a bath—or someone’s bed.

She stepped inside, calm. Casual. The shirt fell open slightly as she moved, revealing one breast, a purpling bruise beneath it.

“You saw it,” Meera said quietly.

Anaya nodded, her throat dry.

“They recorded everything.”

Meera sat on the edge of the bed, crossed her legs. The hem of her shirt shifted higher. She didn’t care. She looked out the window for a moment, then down at the phone on the floor.

“It’s not about sex,” she said. “It’s about what you give without knowing you’re giving it.”

Anaya blinked. “Dev? Siya?”

Meera smiled. Soft. Wounded.

“They don’t run a retreat. They run a vault.”

Anaya slowly sat beside her, arms wrapping around her knees. Her bare skin brushed Meera’s. The contact felt intimate, almost too much.

“They filmed everything?” Anaya whispered.

Meera reached into the pocket of her shirt. Pulled out a small silver flash drive. Placed it between them.

“Everything,” she said. “All of us. Every moment you came. Every time you begged. Every time you looked at Kabir like you hated him and still wanted to be fucked by him.”

Anaya’s lips parted. Her eyes burned.

“I didn’t know,” she said.

Meera looked at her. Really looked.

“No,” she replied. “But you do now.”

She stood.

Buttoned the shirt—just one button. Enough to keep it closed when she moved. She walked to the door. Paused.

“They say the villa is about healing,” Meera said without turning around. “But it was never about fixing you.”

She opened the door slowly.

“It’s about breaking you beautifully.”

Then she left.

And in the corner of the room, hidden in the carved woodwork of the ceiling fan, a red light blinked once. Then again. Then stayed on.


Chapter 9
Games of Ownership

The flash drive sat between Anaya’s thighs like a secret waiting to be swallowed.

She hadn’t touched it in hours.

She hadn’t touched anything.

Not the silk robe still crumpled on the floor. Not the half-finished wine glass. Not the phone she’d dropped after watching herself come on video, watched Kabir watching her, watched her own body be used, devoured, recorded.

She sat at the edge of the bed, nude, arms wrapped around her knees, her bare skin kissed by the lazy golden light of the villa’s late morning. The room was too still, too elegant. A shrine to indulgence. And now? It felt like a trap. A beautiful, velvet-lined cage.

Her thighs were sticky. The sheets behind her stained. Her body told stories her mouth hadn’t dared speak.

The soreness between her legs had deepened. Her clit was still tender, her inner folds rubbed raw from the night before. But what throbbed harder than her body—was the knowledge.

She had been watched.

Not only watched. Captured.

And Kabir had known.

The door creaked open behind her.

She didn’t move.

She already knew who it was.

She felt him before he spoke—Kabir’s presence always came with heat. Heavy. Male. The air shifted when he entered a room. Her breath shortened.

“Anaya.”

She didn’t answer.

She heard the door close. The soft sound of bare feet crossing the stone. She stared straight ahead, her nipples tightening at the sound of his approach.

The mattress dipped.

He sat behind her.

The silence between them stretched.

“I saw it,” she said finally.

“I know,” he replied.

“You were watching.”

His breath was a whisper behind her ear. “You were beautiful.”

She closed her eyes.

He moved closer. His chest met her back, warm and solid. His hands came around her slowly, deliberately—wrapping over her forearms. His palm brushed her breast, gently, as if it didn’t mean to. It meant to.

“You didn’t stop it,” she said, voice steady.

“You didn’t want it stopped.”

She turned.

Now she was facing him—bare knees brushing his thighs, her hair loose and wild, her nipples flushed, her breath tight.

He looked at her.

Really looked.

Like she was a painting. A prophecy.

“I would’ve taken you,” he said, voice low, jaw tight. “In front of them. Without the mask. I wanted to.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because that’s not how I want you.”

His hand moved to her jaw.

“I want you mine. Alone.”

He kissed her.

Not hard. Not deep.

Slow. Searing. A single kiss that pulled from her everything she had refused to admit since the retreat began.

She kissed him back.

Hungrily.

Their mouths met again—tongue, teeth, breath. His hands found her body, one gripping her breast, the other sliding down her spine. She straddled him without thinking, her pussy already wet again, aching to be filled, not for climax but for belonging.

He didn’t undress.

She didn’t ask.

Her body rubbed against his, naked skin against linen pants, her clit sliding along the fabric, her juices soaking through.

“Please,” she gasped, “fuck me.”

He pulled back.

“No.”

She blinked.

“What?”

His hands gripped her hips. He stared up at her.

“When I fuck you,” he said, voice dark, “you’ll wear nothing but a collar and my name.”

She shivered.

“You’ll come,” he continued, “but only when I say. Not when they watch. Not for them. For me.”

She licked her lips.

“You’re jealous.”

“I’m done sharing.”

He lifted her from his lap and stood. Adjusted his cuffs. His cock strained against his pants, but he didn’t touch it. Didn’t let her.

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, breasts bare, slick dripping from her center.

“You’re not done with me,” she whispered.

He turned at the door. Eyes locked with hers.

“No,” he said. “I’m just getting started.”

And then he was gone.

And Anaya—naked, open, wet—was left alone with the flash drive on the sheets.

Still waiting to be inserted.
Still waiting to reveal what came next.


Chapter 10
Playback

The day passed in a daze of silk and suspicion.

Anaya moved through the villa like a ghost made of bare skin and unraveling nerve. The other guests—Tara, Meera, Rohan—appeared in fragments. In the distance, behind gauze curtains. Sitting half-dressed by the pool. A glimpse of a body slipping into a steam room. But no one spoke much. They were all haunted now.

By what they’d done.
By who had seen it.
By what had seen them.

Anaya spent the afternoon wrapped in a robe she didn’t remember choosing, seated in the corner of the library, where the scent of old books tried in vain to cover the musk of last night’s sin. Her thighs pressed tightly together beneath her, her body sore, her nipples still painfully sensitive beneath the silk.

In her hand, the flash drive Meera had given her. It was cold. Silver. Smooth.

She hadn’t plugged it in yet.

She had told herself she wouldn’t. That she didn’t need to. That she didn’t want to see what else had been captured. And yet, by dusk, she was already standing in Siya’s private screening room.

A place she wasn’t supposed to be.

Velvet-lined walls. A low, wide couch that could seat ten. A 70-inch screen mounted into the marble. A projector so silent it felt invisible. The room smelled like bergamot and secrets.

She stood in front of the console. Alone.

Plugged in the drive.

The folders opened without a password.

1. Anaya_RaatRasa
2. Kabir_ObsvCam
3. Meera_Session4
4. Rohan_Sauna

5. Sia_StillWaters
6. Tara_MirrorFeed
7. HiddenCam_MasterSuite

Her fingers trembled as she opened the first.

Anaya_RaatRasa

The screen flickered.

It wasn’t the same angle from the phone.

This was cinematic.

Wide. Luxurious. Erotic.

Her body, bathed in gold candlelight. Bent forward. Wrists tied above her head, her back arched, her ass exposed and slick with oil. A masked man behind her, his cock thick, glistening, pushing into her as her mouth opened in a moan—no sound, just the sight of surrender.

But then—

the camera panned again.

To Kabir.

His face. Raw. Eyes hungry. Hand slow on his cock. Watching.

Not just watching her being fucked.

Watching her be taken.

And he liked it.

Anaya’s legs pressed together. Her breathing changed.

She didn’t pause the video. She let it play.
Let herself watch.

Because seeing herself broken was more intimate than any sex she’d ever had.

The next video.

Kabir_ObsvCam

She clicked.

This time—grainier. From the corner of a dark room. Kabir seated in the leather chair in his suite. Facing a monitor. One hand on the armrest. The other on himself.

He was watching her in real time.
Touching himself slowly.
Then faster.

Until he came—jaw tight, chest rising.

He didn’t look ashamed.

He looked… possessive.

Anaya’s breath caught. Her thighs squeezed.

She clicked again.

HiddenCam_MasterSuite

She hesitated.

Clicked.

The camera was perfectly hidden—angled from the ceiling molding. The view was down into her bed. That very morning.

Her naked body. Curled in silk. The marks on her thighs. The way her fingers reached between her legs as she slept and touched herself—soft, instinctive, unaware.

She gasped.

She had no memory of it.

But there it was—her body moving, pussy glistening, fingers buried in her folds as she whimpered in her sleep.

Her own wet dream, caught by someone else.

She stumbled back from the screen.

Tears pricked at her eyes—not from shame.

From violation.

And yet…

her nipples were hard.

Her cunt throbbed.

She hated herself for it.

The door behind her clicked.

She turned sharply.

Siya.

Barefoot. Dressed in ivory silk that clung to her hips. No bra. No underwear. Her hair in a low knot, eyes dark.

"You weren’t invited to this room," Siya said softly.

Anaya stood frozen. Flash drive still plugged in.

“You recorded me.”

“We record everyone.”

“For what?”

Siya stepped forward.

“For memory. For leverage. For art.”

Anaya’s voice was barely a whisper. “You watched me sleep.”

“You were beautiful,” Siya said. “Most women are when they don’t know who they are anymore.”

Anaya’s pulse thundered.

“You used me.”

Siya tilted her head. “No, Anaya. You gave yourself. We just kept it.”

She reached for the remote. Paused the screen on Anaya—legs parted, back arched, tied, filled.

Siya turned to her.

“You came here to lose control,” she said. “What did you think that would look like?”

Anaya’s lip trembled.

“I didn’t think I’d be watched.”

Siya smiled. “But you hoped you would be.”

And Anaya—naked in the soul, slick between her thighs, her image frozen on screen—didn’t deny it.

Because the part of her that feared being seen…
was smaller than the part that craved it.




Chapter 11
Consent

The sun rose late that morning, as if even the sky was reluctant to touch the villa.

Golden light filtered through the intricately carved jharokhas above Anaya’s suite, casting delicate patterns across the stone floors—latticework shadows that moved gently with the breeze, flickering like memories trying to escape.

Anaya stood barefoot by the window, her body wrapped in a sheer robe of ivory silk that barely clung to her form. The fabric kissed her shoulders, flowed down the valley of her spine, and parted just above the soft curve of her hips. She hadn’t bothered to tie it. Her breasts, full and flushed, rose and fell with her breath. The morning air caressed her nipples into peaks.

She stared out at the central courtyard, where the marble gleamed and the koi pond lay still, untouched.

But it wasn’t the stillness that disturbed her.

It was the silence.

It was the way the villa felt—aware. Watching her. Waiting.

Last night’s revelation still burned beneath her skin.

The hidden phone.
The folders.
The footage.

Her own voice—moaning, breaking—captured like a stolen prayer.
Her own body—bound, open, owned—frozen on screen like a painting.
And Kabir’s face, watching her.
Stroking himself.
Silent. Hungry. Consuming.

She pressed her palms against the cool glass.

She had come to the villa to be broken open.

But she had not come to be taken without her knowing.

She turned from the window, her robe slipping lower, her thighs moving with a subtle press as the memory of his gaze between her legs made her pulse tighten. Her cunt was still slick—less from arousal than from the strange, treacherous ache of being seen in a way she hadn’t agreed to.

On the vanity, the flash drive Meera had given her glinted in the light.

She picked it up, held it in her palm, and stared into the mirror.

Her reflection did not flinch.

A woman stared back at her.

Disheveled. Bare. Glowing.

And not afraid.



She found Kabir in the early light.

Near the koi pond. The one place in the villa that still smelled of water and earth rather than sex and shadow.

He stood barefoot on the stone, a white linen shirt draped over his shoulders, the top few buttons undone. The sleeves rolled to his forearms. His chest, brown and lean, glistened faintly where the mist had kissed his skin. His hair was damp, slicked back like he’d just stepped out of the shower, but not completely dressed—like he hadn’t bothered finishing the act of getting ready.

Because he knew she’d come.

He didn’t turn around when he heard her footsteps.

Didn’t need to.

He felt her, the way the air changed when she was near. The tension sharpened.

She approached him in silence, the silk of her robe brushing her thighs, the hem catching in the light breeze.

“I saw it,” she said.

He didn’t ask what.

“You were watching,” she continued.

Still, he didn’t turn.

“Yes.”

“You saw them fuck me,” she said.

The words came out clean, sharp, a blade dipped in silk.

He turned then. Slowly.

The early sun hit his face, casting golden shadows over the sharp lines of his jaw. His eyes—dark, unreadable—met hers.

“I saw you come,” he said.

She took a step closer.

“Because someone else made me.”

He didn’t blink. “Because someone else unlocked you.”

A pause hung between them. Taut. Quivering.

“You think I wanted that?” she asked, her voice hushed. “To be taken like a toy in front of strangers?”

He walked toward her—measured, sure—and stopped just short of touching her.

“No,” he said. “But you didn’t stop them.”

Anaya's lips parted.

“I didn’t know.”

His gaze sharpened.

“But you didn’t look away.”

His words hit her low, deep. In her belly. Between her thighs. She clenched—damn her body—and hated the heat that bloomed.

“You think that means I wanted it?” she asked, her voice rising.

“I think part of you was dying to be watched,” he said.

His hand lifted—softly, slowly—and brushed the side of her neck. Her pulse jumped beneath his fingers.

“You came like a woman begging to be owned,” he murmured. “And I watched because I wanted to be the one who did.”

She pulled away.

Took a step back.

Her breath was sharp, her robe half-open now, her nipples hard in the morning air.

“And what would you do, Kabir?” she asked. “If I said I still haven’t given you everything?”

His eyes darkened.

“Then I’d take it,” he said. “Not with an audience. Not behind a camera. Not for them.”

He stepped in again, his breath now on her lips.

“I’d take it for me.”



Later, she stood alone in her room again.

The flash drive was plugged into her laptop. Her fingers hovered over the files.

But she didn’t open them this time.

She created a new folder.

Anaya_Vault

She dragged in a single clip—the one of her from the night of the ritual. Her body bound. Her orgasm caught frame by frame. Her surrender real, not staged. The truth of what had happened to her, saved on her terms.

Not as a victim.
Not as a product.
But as proof.

She looked into the mirror one last time, her robe slipping off her shoulders completely now, her body glowing with morning light.

And she whispered:

“Now I’m watching back.”

And for the first time since she entered the villa…

She didn’t feel naked.
She felt armed.




Chapter 12
A Taste of Control

Evening fell like velvet.

The villa had bathed itself in silence, as if drawing a breath before something unraveled. Lanterns floated in the koi pond—dozens of them—casting soft, golden halos on the surface as the fish circled below in slow, hypnotic spirals. Somewhere far off, a single tabla thumped lazily in rhythm with the breeze. The scent of burning vetiver coiled through the corridors like a memory that wouldn't leave.

Anaya walked barefoot through the inner garden. She moved without sound, the hem of her sheer robe whispering over the cool marble tiles. The robe was cream silk, delicate as air, barely more than a suggestion over her skin. Underneath, she wore nothing. No lingerie. No apology.

Her body moved like it remembered everything.
Her thighs brushed with slow friction.
Her nipples tightened in the night air.
Her hair was coiled up high, exposing the graceful slope of her neck. A single silver chain rested between her collarbones—thin, almost invisible—yet deliberate.

She reached the koi pond and knelt by the edge.

The water was still, broken only by the occasional ripple as a koi nudged a lantern’s reflection. She dipped her toes in, one at a time. Cool. Clean. A contrast to the heat still lingering between her legs, the dull ache in her hips, the sensation that she’d spent the last few days not walking, but being moved.

She sat back on her heels.

Waited.

Because she knew he’d come.

He always came.



Dev arrived like the dusk—slow, silent, and cloaked in softness that hid something sharp.

He wore black linen, a kurta with the top few buttons undone, sleeves rolled to the elbow. He walked barefoot, the way he always did, as though the earth owed him its warmth. His hands were relaxed, but his eyes were calculating.

He saw her, and paused.

Anaya didn’t rise.

She let him come to her. Let him look.

Her robe had slipped open just enough to reveal one soft, golden thigh. The curve of her breast pressed lightly against the fabric. The lantern light danced on her skin.

“You’ve made me a star,” she said quietly.

Dev gave a faint smile. “You made yourself one.”

She turned her head slowly, met his eyes.

“No,” she said. “I was made. By you.”

He didn’t deny it.

“I’ve seen the archive,” she added. “Me. Meera. Kabir. All of us.”

“You weren’t meant to.”

She looked away for a moment, watched a koi rise to the surface and dip again.

“I wasn’t meant to be filmed either,” she said. “And yet.”

Dev took a step closer.

“The camera didn’t lie.”

“No,” she said. “It didn’t. But you did.”

Now she stood. Slow. Poised.

The robe slipped lower. She didn’t fix it.

She stepped toward him—barefoot, body shining in the warm night light. Her scent—floral, musky, unmistakably feminine—rose between them like something holy.

“You’ve built an empire of surrender,” she said, lifting a hand to his chest. “But you’ve forgotten the most important rule.”

He watched her fingers slide over the edge of his collar.

She leaned in. Her breath touched his ear.

“Surrender only matters when it’s consensual.”

Then her hand slid lower.

To the bulge in his pants.

He was hard already. Of course he was.

She gripped him, slow, deliberate.

He inhaled sharply, body tightening.

“I could make you come so hard you forget your own name,” she whispered. “Right here. Right now. In front of the koi. In front of the gods.”

Her hand stroked him once through the fabric. His cock pulsed.

“But I won’t.”

She stepped back.

Left him standing.

Erect. Unmoved.

Unfulfilled.

Because this time—she was in control.



She returned to her suite without being followed.

The door was already ajar. Just a crack.

She pushed it open gently.

Inside, her room glowed. Lamps flickered low. A tray of jasmine tea sat untouched on the corner table.

But her breath caught.

Because seated in the armchair by the window—

Kabir.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t move.

He just watched her.

And this time, she didn’t flinch under his gaze.

She dropped the robe.

Stood naked before him.

Her body was art now—flesh, yes, but sculpted by everything that had happened. The bruises. The slickness. The heat. The knowing.

“I didn’t come here to be watched,” she said softly. “I came to decide.”

He stood, crossed the room slowly.

When he touched her waist, it wasn’t possession.

It was devotion.

And when he kissed her—

It wasn’t power.

It was permission.

And together, in silence, they closed the door on the villa, the cameras, and every pair of eyes that no longer mattered.


Chapter 13
No One Leaves Clean

The rain fell like silk.

Not a storm—something more seductive. A warm, unbroken shimmer from the sky that licked the stone terraces, slipped down arched columns, and filled the air with the heady scent of wet earth and wilted jasmine. The villa absorbed it without protest. It was a house used to secrets being washed clean, only to be etched deeper when the water dried.

Inside, the air was thick. Heavy with heat and memory.

Anaya stood naked before the open window of her suite, rainlight crawling slowly up her thighs. She was wet—not just from the steam of her bath, or the monsoon beyond—but from the ache that had refused to leave her body since the ritual. Her sex was swollen, tender, still parted. The flesh between her legs throbbed in slow pulses, a rhythmic ache that lived deep inside her.

The marks on her skin told stories.

A faint bruise on her breast, where someone’s mouth had sucked hard enough to brand her. A print on her hip—fingers. Tight. Possessive. Her wrists still held the memory of silk ties; if she flexed them, she could feel the ghost of the knot.

She didn’t look away from her reflection.

Her nipples were dark and hard, the air cool against them. She reached up, dragged her fingernails lightly across the swell of her breast, then lower—down the slope of her stomach, toward the cleft of her thighs, where the heat bloomed again.

She pressed two fingers between her folds.

Slick.

Not just wet—creamy, messy. Her body’s memory of everything it had taken. Her clit twitched against her fingertip. She moaned, low and raw, from the back of her throat.

Not because she wanted to come.

Because she wanted to feel it again.



She dressed with slow, sensual precision.

The sari she chose was deep bronze, the color of heat and honey. The silk was whisper-thin, sheer enough that light revealed every curve beneath it. She wore no underclothes. No blouse—only the sari, draped artfully around her, crossing one breast, baring the other shoulder entirely. The fabric hugged her ass, tucked low on her hips, barely containing the curve of her sex beneath its damp cling.

She didn’t conceal the way her nipples pressed against the silk.

She didn’t want to.

Let them all see what they’d touched.
What they’d watched.
What they thought they owned.



The East Pavilion was prepared like a shrine.

Low cushions. Candles in wide brass dishes. The scent of oud and soaked hibiscus in the air. Open arches let the rain breeze in—cool and constant. In the center of the space, a wide screen had been mounted. Below it: a small projector, silent, already humming with life.

Dev sat in white linen. Barefoot. Composed.

The others were already there.

Kabir in charcoal grey, his legs crossed, eyes fixed ahead. Meera reclined against a column, her robe untied, exposing one long, honey-gold thigh. Tara sat curled beside her, wrapped in a shawl too big for her body, her eyes glassy. Rohan stood at the edge of the room, silent, tense, aroused in the way a man is when he doesn’t know whether he wants to fuck or flee.

Then she entered.

And the room shifted.

Anaya didn’t glide.

She prowled.

Every step made the sari shift across her skin. The damp silk caught between her thighs as she walked, pressing against her folds, revealing the outline of her sex with every movement. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, the nipples hard and visible beneath the fabric. Her stomach gleamed. Her hips swayed like an unbroken promise.

Dev looked up—and didn’t look away.

She took her seat last. Cross-legged on the central cushion, her thighs spread just slightly, her posture unbothered by the gaze of every eye in the room.

The silk clung between her legs.

The air tasted of tension.

And Dev pressed play.



The screen exploded with candlelight and sound.

A gasp.

A moan.

Her.

On her back. Arms bound. Thighs held wide by a pair of strong, unseen hands. Her pussy glistened under the camera—dripping, flushed, open. A mouth moved between her legs, tongue working slowly over her clit as she writhed, gasped, begged.

Then a cock—thick, dark, slick with her wetness—slid into her, stretching her open, her body twitching in response.

Her moan echoed through the pavilion.

Raw.

Beautiful.

She cried out a name. Kabir.

The camera cut—to him.

Watching. Unmasked.

His cock in his hand, hard and leaking, stroking himself as he watched her take another man inside her.

His jaw clenched. His eyes devoured her.

Another clip: Meera bent over, back arched, her ass marked with rope. She cried out with each thrust. Her breasts swung, nipples hard, sweat running down the line of her spine.

Tara, on her knees, lips stretched wide, saliva dripping down her chin as she sucked. The man above her whispered: “Good girl. Keep taking it.”

Then Dev’s voice:

“They’ll give everything.
They just don’t know it yet.”

The screen went black.

The only sound now was the rain and the breathless rustle of silk against skin.



Anaya stood.

Every eye followed.

Her nipples were visibly hard. A faint trail of wetness had soaked through the fabric between her thighs. She stepped toward Dev, slow, each movement echoing with arousal and warning.

She pulled something from the fold of her sari.

A silver flash drive.

“I’ve seen everything,” she said. “And I made a copy.”

She dropped it at his feet.

He didn’t move.

“You built a temple,” she said. “But it runs on consent you never asked for.”

His voice was low. Controlled. “You won’t leave clean.”

She stepped closer.

And smiled.

“I’m not here to leave clean.”

Then she turned—each sway of her hips a blade.
Each bare footstep a ritual.
And every heartbeat behind her?

Wrecked.

The camera had seen her come apart.

But now it would remember how she walked away—

wet, ruined, and untouchable.


Chapter 14
What They Took, She Owns Now

The rain had stopped, but the air hadn’t cooled.

It was thick—humid, slow, perfumed by soaked mogra, sandalwood, and something deeper. Something that clung to the villa’s old bones: sweat, sex, silence. The kind that came after pleasure. After a storm. After a woman walked away wet, watched, and untouchable.

Anaya sat in her suite as if she were draped in the architecture itself.

The morning light broke in golden slants through the open lattice windows, casting honeycomb shadows across her bare thighs. She had wrapped herself in a white cotton sheet, but barely—the fabric clung to the curves of her breasts, the crease where her hip dipped into thigh, the slick between her legs that had nothing to do with rain. The sheet slid lower each time she moved, exposing soft skin that still carried the bruised imprint of a man’s grip. Of hands that hadn’t asked.

Her nipples pressed against the fabric—dark, tight, and still aching.

They remembered.

Her sex remembered.

It pulsed slowly, lips still flushed, the folds slick and tender. Even now, hours after she’d come to herself in that pavilion, her body hadn’t quite let go. Her thighs were warm, sticky where they pressed together. She’d shifted once to adjust, and had felt the familiar slide of her own wetness drag along her inner thigh.

She hadn’t cleaned it.

She didn’t want to.

Let the house remember.



The low marble table in front of her held a single folder.

Midnight black. No seal. No flourish.

Just a handwritten label:
Anaya | Full Archive

Her name written like a headline. A possession. A file to be kept. Reviewed. Played.

Her eyes didn’t leave it.

But she didn’t touch it either.

Not yet.

She lifted a silver cup instead. Pomegranate juice—sharp and cold on her tongue. She took a slow sip, let it rest on her lips, then swallowed. Her neck arched as she tilted her head back, throat exposed, the gold of her collarbone glinting in the light.

Her skin was dewy with heat. Her belly bare.

She crossed her legs slowly.

The sheet parted just enough.

Just enough to let air hit the core of her. Just enough to feel that ache between her legs grow sharp again. The kind of ache that made her want to drag her palm down her belly, slide her fingers over swollen lips, feel how open she still was from the night before.

She didn’t.

She waited.



She felt him before he entered.

The shift in the air. The quiet hush of a man who carried hunger like incense.

Kabir.

He stepped into the room as if it were his right.

Barefoot. Shirt unbuttoned. Damp linen clinging to the line of his chest, the curve of his biceps. His eyes landed on her instantly—on the bare thigh, the parted fabric, the slow, sensual curl of her spine as she shifted to face him.

He didn’t speak.

He stared.

And she let him.

Her legs were still crossed, but now the sheet had slid just enough to bare the crease where her thigh met her sex—shaven, glistening, inviting.

She saw his jaw flex.

She reached lazily for the edge of the sheet and tugged it slightly looser.

The fabric slipped down her breast.

Her nipple caught the light.

“I thought you weren’t coming back,” she said, her voice low and dangerous.

Kabir moved closer. His breath shallowed.

“I didn’t come to explain,” he said. “I came to look.”

She uncrossed her legs.

Slow. Deliberate.

Her inner thighs opened like a curtain. Her pussy was right there—plump, flushed, soaked. Pink folds glistening between slick lips. Still swollen from pleasure, still parted as if she’d just been fucked and hadn’t yet bothered to close herself again.

His gaze dropped to her cunt.

It stayed there.

“Say it,” she whispered.

He swallowed.

“You’re still wet.”

“From what?”

“From being watched. From being used. From coming for someone who didn’t touch you.”

She reached for his shirt. Gripped the damp linen. Pulled him closer.

“Tell me what you saw.”

Kabir knelt before her.

On the floor. Hands on her knees.

“I saw your thighs tremble when he pushed deeper. I saw your mouth slack when you came around him. I saw your pussy drip after he pulled out, still twitching like it wasn’t done.”

His voice was hoarse.

“You didn’t just give yourself up. You offered yourself. And no one could look away.”

She leaned forward, her breath hot against his mouth.

“And you…?”

His hands slid up her thighs.

But didn’t touch her center.

“I came in my fist watching you break,” he whispered. “And I hated that it wasn’t me inside you when you did.”

She took his hand.

Guided it between her legs.

Pressed his fingers into her wetness—hot, slick, already soaked for him.

“I’m not broken,” she said. “I’m wide open.”

He slid one finger inside her.

Then another.

Her body clenched, hungry, fluttering around the intrusion.

“You’ve been waiting for this since they filmed you,” he said.

“No,” she breathed, as he curled his fingers deeper.

“I’ve been waiting for someone to come who doesn’t want to record it—just remember it.”

He brought his mouth down.

Kissed her slick folds.

Tasted her like a man drinking from the source.

And as his tongue began to move—slow, wet, reverent—she leaned back, spread wider, and whispered into the air thick with sex:

“Now watch me come… for me.”

And no cameras blinked.
No red light watched.

Only Kabir.

Only heat.

Only her.


Chapter 15
The Edge of Obsession




The light was dying slow and decadent.

It slipped into the villa like a lover’s tongue—gold first, then copper, then rust—casting long shadows across carved jharokhas and wet marble. Outside, the rain had ended, but the air was still damp with its echo. It soaked into the walls. Into the cushions. Into the skin. Everything smelled of wet stone, jasmine crushed under bare feet, and sex that had not yet finished leaving the body.

Anaya hadn’t dressed yet.

She stood before the mirror, naked, barefoot, her thighs slightly parted. Her reflection was flushed, glowing, marked. Her hair was still tangled from being fisted. Her lips swollen from being kissed too hard. Her breasts—full, heavy—bore faint red half-moons near the undersides, exactly where Kabir’s mouth had held her while he fucked her from behind on the cool marble of the lounge floor.

Her nipples were still hard.
Still dark with blood.
Still aching.

But lower… she was wrecked.

Her pussy was open. Visibly. Not from arousal, but aftermath. Wetness shimmered between her folds—thick, slick, warm. A slow drip of creamy fluid clung just inside her. His come. Still inside her.

She’d felt it leak down her inner thigh the moment she stood after. It had clung to her legs, stretched across her folds like gossamer when she walked to the mirror, reminding her with every breath of what had been inside her.

She hadn’t cleaned it.

She’d touched it once. Slid her fingers between her folds. Let them sink into the mess.

It was hot.
It was hers.
It was him.

Her body still pulsed in that low, ruined way—where your womb tightens without clenching, where your clit hums just from walking, where your thighs instinctively move a little farther apart because your core is still full.

Kabir had taken her slowly at first.

Then harder.

Then unbearably slow again.

He hadn’t spoken much. Just groaned against her skin, holding her open while he rocked into her, whispering, “Let me stay. Just like this. Let me stay inside you.”

She had.
He had.
And when he came, she’d felt it spread through her like fire.

Now, hours later, she still burned.



The note on the low table was simple. No wax. No perfume.

Come to me. Now. — Dev

She smiled when she saw it.
Not out of amusement.
Out of understanding.

Men like Dev only summoned what they thought they owned.

And tonight, she would remind him.



She chose the thinnest robe in the suite.

A gauze of silk in bone-white, nearly translucent. No lining. No slip. She wrapped it once, crossed over her chest, and tied it low at her hips. Nothing underneath.

The knot barely held.

It let the fabric open slightly with every step—flashing the inside of her thigh, the curve of her waist, a quick glimpse of the underside of her breast. Her nipples were visible in silhouette—peaked, flushed, brushing against the fabric like slow tongues.

Her cunt still felt damp. She liked that.

The air tasted of her.



Dev’s chamber was colder than hers.
Sharper.

Dark teak, low lighting, no candles. A wide desk sat at the center, clean, organized, masculine. There was a bar cart in the corner—two crystal glasses, one half-filled. On the far side of the room, a stone platform opened into an indoor plunge pool. Water glistened in the dark.

He stood when she entered.

Not out of respect.

Because he had to.

Because the sight of her made him forget what posture meant.

Her feet were bare. Ankles slender. Thighs gleaming. The robe clung between her legs, slick now from the wetness pooling beneath. When she walked, the silk stuck between her folds for just a second before slipping loose again. She let it.

She let him watch it.

His nostrils flared.

She reached his desk. Didn’t speak.

She stepped around it slowly, the way a tigress circles—lazy, liquid, lethal. He tracked her every move. When she reached his chair, she turned, and perched on the edge of the desk in front of him.

The robe parted slightly.

The scent of her—clean sweat, warm pussy, man’s come—filled the space between them.

"You summoned me," she said.

His eyes dragged from her knees to the knot of the robe. “You came wet.”

She tilted her head. "Still dripping."

She lifted one leg onto the edge of the desk.

The robe fell farther open.

Her pussy was bare, wet, shameless.

Flushed folds. Swollen lips. Cream pooling where the lips met, where his come hadn’t dried, where her own arousal still mingled.

Dev’s breath hitched. His eyes locked to her center.

“You let him fuck you,” he said.

“I let him come inside me,” she corrected.

His knuckles went white where they gripped the desk edge.

“You’re still full of him.”

She reached down between her thighs.

Dipped two fingers into herself.

Brought them back up, glistening.

Held them to his lips.

“Do you want to taste?” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

She pushed her fingers into his mouth.

He sucked.

His eyes closed.

She pulled them back slowly, watching his lips part.

Then stood.

The robe stayed open.

Her breasts swayed as she moved, nipples tight.

Her thighs parted again as she stepped closer to him.

She pressed her mouth to his ear.

“You can touch what he left,” she whispered.

“But you’ll never feel what I gave him.”

And before he could reach, before he could speak—

She turned.

The robe slipped from her shoulder.
Then her hip.
Then her body.

She didn’t look back.

She walked out naked, wet, and unclaimed.

And behind her, Dev stood still.

Jaw clenched.
Fingers wet.
Harder than he’d ever been.

And utterly powerless.


Chapter 16
The Heat Beneath the Silk

The villa had shifted.

Not visibly—its pillars still stood, its silk still billowed from arched windows—but something beneath had turned. As though the walls had learned a new language, one written in sweat and secrets, and the stones beneath Anaya’s feet now pulsed to a rhythm she had set.

She no longer walked through the halls.

She moved through them—slow, languid, like a ripple in warm water. Her body still carried the scent of male hunger, the slickness of remembered thrusts, the salt of sweat licked from her own clavicle. Her thighs still bore faint impressions from hands that had held her open. Her nipples were rubbed sore from silk grazing skin made tight with aftershock.

She had not slept.

Not really.

She had laid back on the lounge in her suite, naked, with one leg propped over the edge, and let the cool air touch the heat between her legs. Every shift reminded her—you were filled. Every exhale of breath brought back the memory of being taken, again and again, until she stopped counting and started owning.

Her body hummed like it was still being used.

And it was.

By her.



She slipped on a sari without a blouse.

Just the sari.

Mango gold with a border of dusky maroon, so sheer that in the right light, the shadow of her breasts could be seen beneath the pleats. She wore it low, the pallu draped over one shoulder, falling like a ribbon between her breasts, brushing the tips of nipples that refused to stop reacting.

No lingerie. No pretense.

The fabric clung to her hips, to the swell of her ass, and molded against her sex as if it had been stitched around arousal.

She walked past the dining hall.

And stopped.

Inside, Meera stood alone by the long table. A decanter of red wine in one hand, the other resting lightly on the polished wood. Her hair was wet. Not from rain.

From the pool.

From what happened in the pool.

She wore a thin muslin kurta, translucent now, stuck to the swell of her breasts, the dip of her navel. No salwar. No underthings.

Their eyes met.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

And something darker.



Anaya stepped in, slow, the pads of her feet whispering over the mosaic tile.

“I thought you were with him,” she said.

Meera smiled faintly, lips stained deep from the wine.

“I was,” she said, voice low. “Until I stopped pretending I liked the way he watched me.”

Anaya moved closer.

“He didn’t touch you?”

“Oh, he touched me,” Meera said. Her fingers circled the rim of the glass. “But only when I let him think he was in control.”

Anaya tilted her head.

“You’re still wet.”

“I didn’t dry off,” Meera said. “I wanted to feel what the water remembered.”

Anaya stepped closer. Only inches between them now.

The air warmed.

“You smell like salt.”

“You smell like sin.”

Anaya’s smile was slow. She reached for the wine glass.

Took it from Meera’s hand. Sipped.

Then licked a drop from the corner of her mouth.

Her tongue was red.

Meera’s breath caught.

“I’ve never seen you like this,” she whispered.

Anaya reached for the hem of Meera’s kurta.

Slid it slowly up.

Wet cotton peeled from skin. It clung to her thighs. Her hips. The dark patch between her legs—soaked, not just with pool water. Slickness glistened between her thighs.

“Are you bare beneath?” Anaya murmured.

Meera nodded once.

Anaya let the kurta drop back.

Then stepped behind her.

Her fingers touched Meera’s waist, traced the dip of her lower back.

“I thought about you,” Anaya said, her breath hot at her neck.

Meera’s knees softened.

“I imagined your legs wrapped around mine. I imagined you moaning with my fingers inside you.”

Her hand slid between Meera’s thighs.

Found her wet.

Slick. Ready.

Meera gasped.

Her hand gripped the table.

“Do you want to come?” Anaya asked, mouth at her ear. “Right here, where they eat?”

Meera nodded, breathless.

Anaya’s fingers moved.

Between her folds.

Slow. Feather-light.

Then deeper.

Two fingers, sliding inside. The heel of her palm grinding against Meera’s clit.

The wet sound of it filled the room—intimate, indecent.

Meera’s hips bucked.

The wine spilled over.

Her thighs trembled.

Anaya bit her shoulder gently.

“Say my name when you come.”

Meera cried out—“Anaya!”—her orgasm rippling through her, her knees buckling, her mouth open in shock and relief.

Anaya caught her.

Held her.

Then licked her fingers clean.

One by one.

Without breaking eye contact.

“You taste better than the wine.”

And somewhere, behind a hidden corridor,
another eye blinked open.

But this time…

they were watching for pleasure.
Not power.


Chapter 17
The First Ruin

The night hadn’t fallen.
It had spilled.

Like hot oil down skin, slow and dark and unrelenting. Shadows stretched themselves across corridors as if they wanted to listen, to press themselves into sweat-soaked walls, to learn what it meant to breathe the way a woman does just before she moans.

Outside, the monsoon air simmered—wet with storm memory, sharp with rain-slick leaves. But inside the villa, the temperature was fevered. The rooms held it, deep in the walls, as if the stone itself had learned how to sweat.

Anaya walked the hallway barefoot, her sari rewrapped—barely. A deep crimson this time, sheer and whisper-thin. The pleats at her waist moved when she did, brushing against her inner thighs, sticking momentarily where her body still pulsed, still leaked from what she'd done to Meera.

The air tasted like what she’d touched.

Slick. Bold. Salted with surrender.

And her fingers still smelled of it.



He was waiting.

Not at the pavilion. Not at the pool. But on the balcony that overlooked the western grounds—the highest point in the villa. From here, one could see every roof, every corridor, every room where sins were whispered into pillows and recorded in candlelight.

Kabir.

He stood with his back to her, shirtless. Black trousers hanging low on his hips. A glass of something dark in his hand. The night breeze moved through his hair. His body caught the moonlight—lean muscle, damp at the small of his back, as if he’d either just showered… or couldn’t stop sweating.

She stepped onto the balcony without sound.

But he knew she was there.

“You made her scream,” he said.

His voice was low. Unbothered. Wrecked.

“She wanted to be touched,” Anaya answered.

“You do more than touch.”

She walked forward. Her feet met stone still warm from the sun. She moved until she was behind him, until she could smell him—smoke, sweat, heat.

“Did you watch?” she asked.

“I didn’t have to,” he said, and turned.

His eyes dropped.

To her blouse—nonexistent. The sari’s pallu was draped across her shoulders, but left her breasts exposed beneath. Her nipples were hard, dark, begging to be tasted. The fabric clung to her waist, slid between her thighs, leaving nothing to the imagination. The folds of her sex were visible when she moved—the soft, swollen lips parted slightly, glistening beneath the silk.

He stepped closer.

But didn’t touch her.

The tension cracked like thunder in the silence.

“I still taste you,” he said. “From earlier.”

She took his glass.

Took a sip.

Let a drop fall from her lip.

It slid down her chin.

He caught it with his thumb.

Her tongue met it.

She sucked his finger into her mouth slowly—her lips wrapping around it, her eyes on his the whole time.

He exhaled, ragged.

She removed it with a wet pop.

And turned.

Walked to the railing.

She leaned forward, hands gripping the stone, hips angled back.

The moon caught her bare back, the curve of her ass beneath the sari, the wet print she left on the fabric.

She didn’t ask.

She just looked back over her shoulder.

He stepped behind her.

Undid the knot at her waist.

The sari fell.

No sound.

Just silk puddling on stone.

She stood naked now.

Bent slightly, ass arched, thighs apart. Her pussy open, dripping, pulsing.

He knelt.

His hands slid up her calves.

To her knees.

To the soft insides of her thighs.

He pressed his face between them.

His tongue licked a single line from the slick below her folds, up, up—until it reached her clit and she gasped.

She pressed back.

Ground herself into his mouth.

“Lick me like you watched me,” she whispered.

And he did.

Tongue slow, wide, deliberate.

She bucked.

His hands held her open.

His tongue circled her, pressed in, tasted Meera’s wetness still faint inside her.

She came fast.

Hard.

A cry punched from her lungs as her thighs trembled and her pussy clenched around nothing and everything.

He stood behind her, mouth slick, cock hard against the back of her thigh.

She reached down.

Guided him.

He slid in.

Deep. Warm. So slow it hurt.

Her body opened around him like a ritual.

She gasped again. Lower this time.

He didn’t move.

Not yet.

He stayed there, buried, breathing against her spine.

“You feel like a secret I’ll never forget,” he murmured.

She reached back, tangled her hand in his hair.

“Then ruin me.”

And he did.


Chapter 18
The Mouth of Fire



The air still trembled where her breath had broken.

The villa had gone quiet, but not empty. Not cleansed. It pulsed with the memory of what had been done to her against its stone bones. Anaya’s breath still lived in the walls—panting, guttural, high and begging. Her moans still clung to the carved pillars like garlands wilted in heat. The marble beneath her feet had heard her scream.

Not long ago, she’d been bent forward on the cold railing of the west terrace—
her skin slick with sweat,
her breasts swinging with every sharp thrust,
her thighs trembling from too much want,
her mouth open in surrender,
her body breaking and rising again under Kabir’s slow, devastating rhythm.

He had fucked her like a man obsessed with her ruin—
hands tight around her hips,
teeth sunk into her shoulder,
hips rocking into her like prayer,
like punishment,
like worship.

And she had taken it.

Willing. Hungry. Desperate to be filled.



Now, hours later, the stars above the villa had softened into mist.

Dawn hadn’t yet arrived, but the darkness was thinning—black velvet turning into smoke, then pearl. The shadows grew softer, but the heat still pulsed in the air. The villa did not stir. It watched. It listened.

And Anaya’s body had not stilled.

She lay across Kabir’s bed—naked, sprawled, wrecked like a battlefield queen.
One leg over the edge.
One arm flung across his pillow.
Her hair fanned out like ink.
Her thighs parted, still sticky from the way he’d stayed inside her.

Her body gleamed.

Sweat kissed the hollow of her throat.
Salt traced the curve beneath her breasts.
The crease between her thighs glistened with slick.

Her cunt was open—soft, flushed, twitching.

Kabir’s come was still inside her.
Still leaking.

He had emptied himself into her in thick waves, groaning against her ear as he buried himself deep and stayed, his body trembling with release.
Then again—when she rode him hard, wild, her nails scoring his chest, her moans echoing into the silence like a call to the gods.

She had let him finish inside her—
and stayed there, dripping.



When she rose, it wasn’t like waking.
It was like remembering.

She rolled over slowly, her hips dragging across the silk, the sheets damp with sweat, her scent, and the mess between her legs.

She didn’t wake him.
She didn’t need to.



She dressed in ritual.

No underthings. No blouse. Just a sari, thrown over her skin like breath—
a gauzy grey that clung to her dampness, outlining her body like a sketch in steam.

She wrapped it low, tied loosely over her hips.
Her breasts were bare beneath the fabric.
Her nipples—bitten and bruised—rubbed against the silk, sending sparks straight to the ache still alive inside her.

She didn’t wash.

She wanted the villa to smell her.

She wanted him to smell her.



She found Dev where the air was cooler—beneath the east alcove by the plunge pool, seated alone, shirtless, a silk shawl carelessly draped over his shoulders. One hand held a glass of dark liquor, the other rested limp at his side. His eyes were on the water.

But he felt her before he saw her.

“I wasn’t watching this time,” he said.

She stepped into the pool of amber light, the silk of her sari catching the faintest glimmer, making her skin glow.

“But you wanted to,” she replied.

Now he looked at her.

The light caught her belly first—bare and golden. Then the slight flare of her hips, the silk stretched across her mound, clinging between her thighs in a darkened patch of wet. Her nipples pressed through the fabric, taut and begging. Her skin glistened.

She walked to him in silence, each step slow, graceful, deliberate.

Still leaking.
Still open.
Still ruined.

She stopped before him.

“You wanted to own the moment I fell apart,” she said.

He held her gaze.

“I did,” he admitted. “But I knew it wouldn’t be me.”

She reached for the shawl on his shoulders.

Pulled it away.

Let it fall.

Then climbed into his lap.

Her knees folded against his thighs. Her bare breasts inches from his mouth. The heat of her cunt pressed against his stomach, the silk bunched between them doing nothing to conceal how wet she still was.

The scent of her poured over him.

Musky. Sweet. Heavy with him still inside her.

Dev inhaled, like a man drowning.

“You’re still wet,” he whispered.

She smiled.

“I haven’t stopped dripping.”

She took his hand.

Guided it beneath the sari.

He slid between her folds—sinking into warmth, into mess.

She was hot, soaked, and utterly used. His fingers moved through the slick, gliding along swollen flesh.

A sound escaped his throat. Raw.

“Was it good?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She rocked once against his palm.

Her breath caught.

“It was better than anything you’ve ever filmed.”

He found her clit.

She arched.

But her hand snapped around his wrist—tight.

“You don’t get to finish me,” she said.
“Not ever again.”

She withdrew his hand. Slowly.

Held his fingers in the air.

Watched the slick stretch between them.

Then brought them to his mouth.

Pressed them in.

He tasted her—salty, sharp, creamy.

She watched his eyes flutter closed.

She rose.

The sari slipped.

Her breast fell free. A drop of come rolled down her inner thigh.

She didn’t catch it.

She turned. Walked.

Her steps left wet prints on the marble.

And behind her, Dev sat.

Fingers in his mouth.

Cock like iron.

Heart undone.

Chapter 19
The Surge of Urges


Dawn did not rise.

It poured.

Gold spilled from the sky like oil—thick, molten, unapologetic. It slipped over carved domes and old marble, drenched the drapes that fluttered in slow motion, lit the arches like the inside of a mouth gasping open. The villa wasn’t waking.

It was exposing itself.

And Anaya walked through it as though she had set it ablaze.

She moved without haste. Her robe—a midnight blue nearly black—fell around her like smoke. One shoulder was bare. The sash was tied low, lazy, begging to come undone. The fabric brushed her thighs with every step, the friction erotic, teasing her still-raw core. Her breasts moved freely beneath the silk, the soft weight of them making the robe shift slightly with each breath.

Her nipples were tight.
Still kissed by cold air and remembered mouths.

And between her legs—she was still open.

Not just damp.

Leaking.

The ache that had followed her since the terrace had not faded. It lived inside her now—a steady heat, pulsing behind her navel, curling into her spine. Her cunt still held the shape of Kabir’s cock. Her folds were still parted, swollen, sensitive. Her thighs slid against each other, leaving faint streaks of wetness.

And she didn’t stop it.

She wanted the air to taste her.



The courtyard glistened in the new light.

Tara lay half-naked on the lounge, one leg stretched long, the other bent at the knee. Her robe had fallen open, exposing one breast—rosy and rising with her breath. The mark of a bite was just visible near her ribs. She watched Anaya pass, her eyes half-lidded, lips parted.

Meera stood barefoot by the pool, her kurta soaked from below, clinging to her thighs. Her hair was still wet, her pulse visible in her neck. She looked ruined in the most exquisite way—like she hadn’t come back from wherever Anaya had taken her last night.

Anaya didn’t stop for either of them.

She walked as if the hallway answered to the sound of her bare feet on cool stone.

Kabir appeared near the eastern arch, shirtless, towel slung over one shoulder. His chest still bore the scratch-marks she’d carved into him with her nails. He froze when he saw her. His eyes dropped to the place between her thighs—where her legs shifted beneath the robe, and a slow line of moisture caught the sunlight, sliding down her inner thigh.

She met his gaze.

Held it.

Let him see that she still carried him inside her.

Then she passed him.



Dev was waiting in the study.

The room was dark despite the sun—shutters half-drawn, the low brass lamp casting molten light across the desk, the floor, his collarbones. He wore black linen. Rolled sleeves. Unbuttoned to the chest.

He sat back in the leather chair like he was ready for war.

Or worship.

Anaya didn’t speak.

She entered like fire slipping beneath a locked door.

And he watched her.

Her robe moved around her legs like liquid. The silk was nearly transparent now, clinging to her curves. Her breasts were fully outlined. Her nipples dark and high. The sash rode low on her hips, and the dip beneath her navel glistened faintly with sweat—or something else.

Her scent filled the room.

Heat. Skin. Desire.

And him.

Still inside her.



She walked straight to the desk.

Climbed up onto it.

Her knees folded on the warm wood. Her thighs parted slowly, deliberately. The robe fell open without resistance.

Her cunt was completely bare.

Slick.

Wet.

Her folds pink and parted, the inner lips still flushed and visibly sticky. A trail of thick wetness shimmered along the crease of her thigh. Her clit, small and swollen, twitched slightly when the breeze touched it.

Dev’s eyes didn’t move.

He didn’t blink.

“You wanted to see,” she said.

Her voice was silk soaked in smoke.

“Well, this is what you don’t get to own.”

She slipped one hand between her legs.

Touched herself.

Her fingers slid in effortlessly.

A sound escaped her mouth—low, broken, needy.

She curled her fingers inside her, pressing into the soft places that still pulsed with memory. Her other hand braced against the desk, her breasts bouncing gently with every slow thrust.

Dev’s breath was ragged now.

“Was it him?” he rasped.

She looked at him.

And smiled.

“I let him stay inside until I couldn’t hold it anymore.”

She pulled her fingers out.

Wet.

Dripping.

She held them to his mouth.

“Now taste what you missed.”

He opened his mouth.

Took them in.

Sucked.

His throat moved as he swallowed.

She moaned. A soft sound from her throat that tightened the air.

But she didn’t let him enjoy it.

She pulled her hand back.

Slid off the desk.

Her robe still open, her nipples peaked, her sex still wet and glistening.

She walked away, bare feet whispering over marble.

And Dev remained behind—

his mouth wet, his fists clenched,
his body aching with the knowledge that for the first time in his kingdom...

he was not the one being worshipped.


Chapter 20
Things That Moan in Silence




The midday heat hung low and heavy over the villa like a silk veil soaked in honey.

The scent of sun-warmed skin clung to the stone corridors, mixed with ripe mogra, copper from the brass railings, and something deeper—something intimate. The kind of scent that lived in the hollow between thighs after surrender, that seeped into the pillows of rooms where women had forgotten how to lie.

The hush was deceptive.

Every surface of the villa remembered.
Every curtain stirred as if it were sighing.
Every arch seemed to blink, slowly, seductively.

There was no wind.
Only heat.
And Anaya.



She had bathed.

But not to erase the memory of Kabir, or of Dev’s trembling mouth swallowing her slick from his own fingers.

She had bathed to let the steam coax the soreness from her hips. She had let the water slide down between her breasts, her navel, her thighs—washing her body without cleansing her.

Her core still ached.

Her cunt still pulsed softly.

Even freshly rinsed, she was not clean.

She didn’t want to be.



She sat in front of the dressing mirror, wrapped in a black satin robe that barely held together at the waist. Her thighs were parted. Her hair hung loose, still damp at the ends. The nape of her neck glistened with water beading down her spine.

The room was quiet, save for the lazy hum of a ceiling fan and the sound of her breath.

But then—

a knock.

Not firm.
Not hesitant.
Waiting.

She didn’t answer.

She just stood.

The robe shifted as she moved—exposing the full curve of one breast, the tight pull of her nipple brushing satin, her bare hipbone. The fabric clung between her legs where she was still warm. Still slick. Her body responded before she’d even touched the doorknob.

The ache was returning.

But not from need.

From memory.



Kabir.

He stood at the door when she opened it, shirtless again, his chest lightly oiled, his hair tousled, a tension in his jaw like he hadn’t slept.

She didn’t say his name.

She just stepped aside.

Let him in.

And then closed the door.



The silence between them was thick, crawling over skin like slow breath.

He didn’t ask.

She didn’t speak.

Instead, she moved to the bed.

Sat at the edge.

Let the robe fall open just enough to show him she hadn’t worn anything underneath.

Her thighs parted slightly.

And he stared.

He stood motionless, jaw tight, hands flexing at his sides, eyes dropping to the cleft between her legs—slick already, the folds of her pussy dark and pink and just beginning to swell again.

“You didn’t knock for a conversation,” she said.

He stepped closer.

His hand brushed her ankle, slid up her calf, over her knee.

She let him touch.

But her eyes stayed on his.

“You’re hard.”

“I’ve been hard since you left me in the hallway.”

“Then take what’s yours.”

He dropped to his knees.

Bent between her thighs.

And pressed his mouth against her without prelude.

Her head tipped back.

The gasp that left her was not sweet.

It was rough. Deep. A moan born in the stomach and dragged up through the chest.

His tongue moved with patience now—slow, languid circles, his mouth sealing over her folds, his fingers spreading her open. The first flick of his tongue against her clit made her hips jerk. The second had her pressing her hand into his hair, grinding her cunt against his face.

She was soaked in minutes.

Dripping.

Panting.

He didn’t stop.

Even when her thighs began to shake.

Even when she begged without words.

Even when she whispered his name like it was something she needed to survive.

He stayed.

Until her body seized.

Until her back arched and she clenched around nothing, her orgasm tearing through her like a storm that had been waiting for hours.

And when she came down, breathless, trembling, she opened her eyes—

Only to find him hard, still kneeling, eyes dark with want, mouth wet with her.

She reached for his waistband.

Undid it.

And slid his cock free.

Thick. Hot. Leaking.

He gasped when she touched it.
But didn’t move.

She didn’t stroke.
She guided.

Pulled him forward. Positioned him.

Then laid back—

legs wide, robe open, breasts heavy on her chest, pussy flushed and wet again.

“Come inside me,” she said.

And this time,
he begged for permission.


Chapter 21
Permission to Burn




There are moments when the air itself becomes touch—
when breath is no longer separate from skin,
when desire fills a room like perfume that seeps into the walls.

This was that moment.

The door was closed.
The silk robe hung half-off the bed.
And Anaya was laid bare beneath the light that spilled like honey across the sheets.

She lay back, hips lifted slightly by a pillow she had pulled beneath her. Her thighs were parted, soft and open, her cunt flushed and wet, glistening with her arousal and the saliva left behind from Kabir’s mouth. Her skin shimmered, her breasts rising with each breath, the nipples dark and peaked. A fine sheen of sweat lined her stomach, catching the sun where it poured in through the carved wooden lattice.

Her body wasn’t waiting.

It was inviting.

Kabir stood over her, naked now, his cock thick and full, glistening at the tip from her touch. The muscles of his abdomen tightened with each breath. His hands were trembling—not from fear, but from restraint.

His eyes locked to the place between her legs.
To the raw pinkness.
The slick heat that waited.

She held her knees back with both hands.

And whispered, “Come into me. But not like last time.”

His voice was cracked when it came.

“How do you want me?”

She didn’t answer with words.

She reached for him.

Guided him to her entrance.

Her folds parted easily, wet and warm. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slit, back and forth, slowly, until it caught against her clit and she gasped. Her hips bucked. Her hands gripped the sheets.

When he pushed forward, he did it inch by inch.

Not fast.

Not hard.

Reverent.

Her body took him in with a slow bloom of tension, the stretch real, the pressure thick.

She moaned—low, from the chest, head falling to the side, hair fanned over the pillow. Her pussy pulsed around him as he sank deeper, the walls clinging to every inch.

When he was fully inside—buried, balls against her ass—they both paused.

The silence between them felt like breath held across a thousand lifetimes.

Then she moved.

A roll of her hips. A soft cry. A plea without language.

He began to fuck her.

Slow.

Deep.

Every thrust dragged across nerves left raw, every withdrawal made her body cry out in want. Her nipples brushed his chest. Her nails clawed at his shoulders. Her moans turned to curses, to whimpers, to gasps—the kind that came when a woman was being taken exactly how she needed.

Their bodies slapped wetly.
His mouth kissed her collarbone, her neck, the side of her jaw.
His thumb slid down, found her clit. Rubbed it in small, perfect circles.

She shattered.

With a scream torn from her mouth, her body convulsed around him, pussy clenching so hard it made him stutter, gasp, collapse forward. He kept thrusting—slower now, deeper, chasing her through the aftermath.

When he came, it was not silent.

He groaned into her skin.

Spilled inside her with a surrender so total, it left him shaking.



Minutes passed.

Neither moved.

She was still full of him.
He was still inside her.

She could feel his come leaking slowly, seeping around the base of his cock, warm and thick between her thighs.

She tilted her head and looked at him.

His eyes were closed. But there was a peace in his expression. A softness she hadn’t seen before.

She brushed her lips against his jaw.

“You don’t own this,” she whispered.

He nodded.

“I know.”

She kissed him again.

This time, gently.

And for the first time—

he didn’t ask for more.

Because he finally understood that everything she gave… was permission.


Chapter 22
The Taste of Surrender

The afternoon bled lazily into gold.
The sun, high and swollen, licked every surface of the villa with heat that was neither punishing nor merciful—just there, like a hand that refused to lift from skin. Shadows stretched across marble floors, and the breeze that drifted through the corridors smelled of cumin, vetiver, and bodies too recently fucked to forget.

The villa exhaled slowly.
But Anaya didn’t.
Not yet.

Her body still buzzed with the fullness of Kabir inside her. Her skin, dewy with sweat, carried the scent of sex and the soft tang of male release drying in the creases between her thighs. Her nipples still throbbed faintly, kissed into soreness by his mouth. She hadn’t moved in twenty minutes.

She was sprawled across fresh sheets, one knee drawn up, her breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths. The ache between her legs pulsed in slow echoes, not pain—just memory. A delicious kind of ruin.

And there was still more to come.



She dressed without fully dressing.

A thin amber sari.
No blouse.
No underskirt.
No effort to conceal.

She draped it loose over one shoulder, letting it fall open at her ribs, the soft gauze of it catching against her nipples, making them tighten. Her breasts moved freely beneath it, their gentle weight a rhythm of their own. The pleats hung low across her hips, just barely hiding the damp between her legs.

She didn’t wear it for modesty.

She wore it like smoke.
She wore it so he would see.



Dev’s study had been cleared.
The curtains pulled wide. The desk empty.
The chair moved back, as though he had tried to rearrange the space that had once belonged to his power.

But it no longer did.

He stood at the window, back bare, trousers clinging to the curve of his hips. His shoulders were tense, his jaw sharp in profile. A man watching the world he built begin to worship someone else.

He heard her before he saw her.

The swish of silk. The silence she carried like thunder.

She stepped into the light like sin itself—warm, unbothered, and utterly intoxicating. The sari clung to her like it didn’t want to let go. The dampness between her legs had soaked through the pleats, a darker line running down the inside of her thigh.

She didn’t hide it.

She stood in front of him.

Bare. Breathless. Bold.

“You’re still watching,” she said.

Dev turned.

His eyes dropped. To the space between her legs. To her breast half exposed beneath the gauze. To the line of slickness that glistened down the length of her thigh like an invitation carved in honey.

“I can’t stop,” he said.

“Then taste.”

He hesitated.

She stepped forward, took his face in her hand, and guided it downward.

Down to her stomach.
Then lower.
To the place where silk met skin. Where her sex waited—warm, wet, open.

She hiked the sari up. Slowly.

Revealed herself.

Her pussy glistened, pink and soft, still slightly spread from being filled. A single drop of come slid down, kissed the crease of her thigh.

She pressed his mouth to it.

And he groaned.

His tongue reached out, tentative at first—then desperate. He licked the inner crease of her thigh, tasted the salt of sex and her heat and the breath of another man still echoing in her body.

His hands slid up her thighs, gripping her, spreading her.

She opened.

Let him kneel.

Let him worship.

Let him lick the taste of her surrender—what she had given to someone else—and drink it down like wine gone forbidden.

Her hand slid into his hair.

“Slower,” she whispered.
“Don’t make it clean. Make it last.”

And he obeyed.

Licking, kissing, moaning into her until her thighs trembled against his cheeks.

Until her breath came sharp and frantic.

Until her hands fisted in his hair and she gasped—not from climax, not yet—but from the unbearable pleasure of being undone slowly, by the very man who once tried to command her.

When she came, it was quiet.

A shudder. A breath. A soft cry. Her body curled around his mouth, her legs shaking, her sex clenching, pulsing, dripping.

He stayed there. Drinking her.

Even as she began to tremble.

Even as she whispered his name, softer this time.

Not out of affection.

Out of triumph.

And when he finally pulled back, lips slick, face wrecked, chest heaving—

She took his chin.

Tilted it upward.

Looked into his eyes.

And said, voice calm and electric,

“Now you know what it feels like to be invited.”

Then she turned.
Walked away.
Wet. Glowing.

Still open.

And never, ever owned.




Chapter 22.5

The Hunger That Wasn’t Meant for Her

The villa was quiet again, but not peaceful.

Silk-draped stillness hung in the hallways like the breath between two confessions. The others were scattered—some sleeping, some pretending to. Kabir had left her hours ago, his release still drying between her thighs, her body sore from the way he’d taken her against the stone railing.

But Anaya couldn’t sleep.

She moved through the house barefoot, her skin cooled by marble, her robe loose at the waist, hips swaying with the weight of exhaustion and memory.

She didn’t expect to find Rohan outside the library.

He was shirtless. Sitting with his elbows on his knees, a glass of whisky in one hand, his jaw tight, chest glistening from the shower or maybe something else. She almost turned away—

But he spoke.

“You let him fuck you like that. Right out in the open.”

She paused.

“You watched?”

“No,” he said. “I heard you.”

He stood slowly.

Anaya didn’t move.

Not even when he stepped toward her—until he was close enough that she could smell the heat off his skin. Clove, sweat, whisky. Her pulse ticked under her collarbone.

“You never even looked at me,” he said.

“Because I knew how I’d look back.”

His jaw tightened.

“You smell like him.”

She nodded.

“I still feel him.”

“I don’t care.”

He took the glass from his own hand and set it down.

Then pushed her back into the wall behind the curtain.

Darkness swallowed them.

His mouth was on hers in seconds—open, biting, hungry. Her lips parted, and his tongue slid in, tasting not just her, but the echo of every man she’d let inside her this weekend.

And it didn’t stop him.

He pulled the robe open.

Her breasts spilled out—marked, soft, still flushed from hours earlier.

But his hands weren’t cautious.

One went to her breast, palm full, thumb grazing the bite Kabir had left earlier. The other slid lower, between her thighs, where she was already slick again.

“You’re sore,” he whispered.

She nodded.

“You’re still wet.”

“For you? Or for him?”

“Does it matter?” she asked.

His cock was already hard—she felt it through his linen pants, long and pressing into her thigh. She reached down, freed him. He was thick, smooth, longer than any of the others, curved slightly upward.

She didn’t even have to stroke it.

He was ready.

He lifted her easily—her thighs wrapping around his waist like instinct.

And then—he entered her.

Her back hit the wall. Her moan broke in her throat.

He filled her with one deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt, her cunt stretching to take him, again.

But this was different.

Rohan wasn’t claiming her like Kabir.

He was punishing her.

He fucked her like she was a question he hadn’t wanted to ask.

Every thrust was a challenge.
Every breath, an accusation.
Her moans were wet, ragged, helpless.

She came fast—because she was already open, already weak, her body wrecked but still hungry.

She came with her head back, mouth open, moaning his name.

And he didn’t stop.

Not until he growled against her ear:

“She’s going to know.”

“She already does,” Anaya whispered.

He groaned, deep, guttural, and came inside her, hot and full, hips shuddering as he emptied himself.

She felt it—

The heat of it.

Another man inside her.
The one she swore she wouldn’t touch.

And as he pulled out, slow and sticky, she slid down the wall, legs trembling, thighs glazed with his release.

He didn’t say goodbye.

But as he left, she said softly:

“You waited too long.”

And he paused.

“No,” he said. “You did.”


Chapter 23

The Body Remembers

The air outside the villa had begun to stir again—wind winding low through the courtyards, threading its fingers through the bamboo chimes, making them moan like distant lovers.

But inside, where the light filtered through embroidered sheers, the world was a closed chamber of heat and memory.

Anaya hadn’t washed.

Not after Dev’s mouth had tasted her release like repentance. Not after he’d knelt between her thighs, tongue reverent, hands trembling, and still barely worthy of the gift she allowed him. She had left his face damp with her, her scent on his lips, his fingers twitching at his sides like he wanted to beg but had forgotten how.

But it wasn’t only Dev’s mouth her skin remembered.

Rohan’s cock had left a different kind of mark—thick, long, brutal in its truth. He had taken her without warning, without softness, while her thighs were still aching from another man. His hands had gripped her hips like a sentence, his teeth at her shoulder, her back to the wall, her moans bitten back as he buried himself deep, deeper, until she no longer knew whose name she was holding in her throat.

She had taken him all.
And when he came—hard, loud, inside her—her legs had shaken.

Now, hours later, she could still feel it.
The stretch.
The ache.
The slow, sticky heat between her thighs.

She hadn’t washed because she didn’t want to forget.

Now she sat at her dressing table, a long silk scarf draped across her bare thighs, her breasts rising softly with every breath. The window beside her was open. A breeze moved in—cool, curious, scented with rain that hadn’t yet come.

It kissed her nipples.

They responded instantly—tightening, pebbling, craving touch again.

Her skin smelled of every man who had been allowed to worship her.

But her eyes were dry fire.

She reached for the red sari folded beside her. Not just red. Carnal red.
The kind that made mouths dry and hands shake.

She rose slowly.

No bra. No blouse.

She wrapped the sari high on her hips, the pleats tight enough to mold against her sex, catching the slight dampness that still lived between her folds. She let the pallu fall over her shoulder without pinning it—so it would slip, reveal, dare.

As she passed the mirror, she caught her reflection.

And smiled.



She found Meera on the upper terrace.

The sky above them churned low and grey. Storm on the horizon. The kind of storm that doesn’t ask—it takes.

Meera stood facing the wind, hair undone, eyes glassy. She was barefoot, wrapped in a faded cotton sari, translucent from sweat. Her nipples showed through the wet cling of the fabric. Her lips were parted, but she wasn’t speaking.

She was remembering.

“You didn’t come to forget,” Anaya said softly, stepping behind her.

Meera didn’t turn. Her breath shivered.

“I didn’t know I could feel this much.”

Anaya moved closer. Her fingers reached out, brushed a strand of damp hair from Meera’s neck, let her touch linger there—warm against cool skin. She slid her hand down, over the rise of Meera’s shoulder, along the exposed curve of her waist.

“You’re still trembling,” Anaya whispered.

“I can’t stop.”

Anaya pressed her body against her from behind.

Her bare breast brushed Meera’s shoulder. Her sari barely concealed the heat of her cunt pressing against Meera’s lower back.

“You don’t need to.”

She turned her.

Looked at her. Full.

Then reached up and unpinned Meera’s pallu.

Let it fall.

Her breasts were revealed—soft, flushed, the nipples taut with wind and want.

Anaya bent.

Took one into her mouth.

Meera gasped—sharp and high, her hands flying to Anaya’s shoulders.

Anaya sucked gently, her tongue flicking across the peak, then moved to the other, worshipping it the same. Her hands slid down Meera’s back, cupped her ass, pulled her close until their thighs pressed, heat to heat, silk to skin.

When Meera opened her legs, Anaya slid a thigh between them.

She ground.

Slow.
Controlled.
Cruel.

Meera moaned against her shoulder, her lips pressing to Anaya’s neck, fingers clawing at her spine.

The wind howled once, long and low, like a warning. Or a cry.

Anaya’s mouth trailed down, her fingers finding the soaked fabric between Meera’s legs. She moved it aside.

Found her slick. Open. Desperate.

She slid two fingers in.

Meera nearly dropped.

Anaya held her.

Pumped slowly, curling her fingers inside, kissing the underside of Meera’s breast, licking the salt of her skin.

“Let the storm come,” Anaya murmured against her collarbone.

And Meera did.

She came hard—silent at first, then in shudders, then in a cry that echoed over the terrace like thunder before the rain. Her body collapsed against Anaya, breath ragged, legs weak.

Anaya held her there, their skin pressed together, the wind tangling their hair.

And in the distance—

the first drop of rain finally fell.

But neither of them moved.
Because everything that needed to be wet
already was.

Chapter 24
The Way Fire Feels When It Doesn’t Burn

The storm came slowly.
Not in violence.
In seduction.

The first rain touched the villa like fingers trailing down bare backs. It kissed the carved stone, made the vines on the walls drip, turned the air thick and holy. Thunder murmured in the distance—not a roar, but a warning. A pulse.

And the villa responded like a body that had already been opened.

Inside, the rooms were drenched in stillness and the scent of wet mogra. Every door was closed, every curtain moving gently in the damp breeze. The silk of the tapestries hung heavier. The marble floors gleamed with sweat and stormlight.

Anaya’s room was dim.
But she was not alone.

She stood near the arched window, one hand resting on the sill, her body silhouetted in silhouette and breath. She had changed into nothing more than a sheer wine-colored wrap, the fabric clinging to her skin from the humidity, from her own heat.

The pallu had slipped—intentionally, lazily—leaving one breast exposed to the wind. The fabric clung to the curve of her lower belly, then vanished into the fold between her thighs.

She wasn’t wet from the rain.

She was wet because she’d been thinking about him.

Rohan.

He hadn’t touched her.
Not yet.

Not with his hands.

But he was behind her now, just inches away, the scent of his breath already ghosting across the nape of her neck.

She didn’t turn.

“Is this why you haven’t touched me?” she asked, voice low and precise. “Because you wanted to see how long I could stay hungry?”

She felt more than heard his answer.
His breath deepened.

Then—fingers. Light. Barely there. Starting at her shoulder. Sliding down. Slow enough to be cruel.

She arched against the air.

The silk shifted over her nipple, dragging. The fabric caught for a second—then let go—leaving it erect, aching, exposed. He hadn’t even fully touched her yet, and her body was already begging.

Rohan stepped closer.

His palm flattened across her stomach.
Warm. Wide.
It slid lower.

Over her navel.
To the waistband.
Beneath it.

Her hips trembled.

He reached her folds. Found them slick.

No teasing. No pause.

His fingers parted her, and she let out a sound—soft, guttural, caught between relief and arousal.

“You’re wet,” he said, voice against her shoulder.

“You made me wait,” she answered.

He pushed two fingers inside her.

She gasped.

Her hands gripped the edge of the window. Her back arched into him. The silk fell farther, slipping down her hips, baring her completely now to the open room. Her cunt—open, dripping, taking his fingers easily.

He fucked her slowly with them, curling deep, his other hand rising to her breast, cupping the weight, thumbing the nipple until she was panting.

“Say what you want,” he whispered.

“I want your cock,” she said.

He froze.

Then—

She turned.
Faced him.

The wrap slid off her completely.

Now naked.
Rainlight on her skin.
Pupils wide.
Lips parted.

He pulled her to the bed.

Laid her down.

Then stripped. Every motion deliberate, every second another lash of anticipation.

When he crawled over her, his body pressed to hers—warm chest to soft breast, thigh to thigh, cock thick and hard between her folds, sliding wetly along her slit without entering—she whispered:

“Don’t be gentle.”

He wasn’t.

He entered in one slow, deep thrust.

Her body arched.
Her mouth fell open.
A moan escaped that felt like wind breaking through leaves.

He fucked her like silence.
Like possession without noise.
Like heat that didn’t burn but seared.

Their skin slicked together.
Her legs wrapped around him.
Her nails dug into his back.

Each thrust was slower than she wanted, deeper than she could handle. He filled her. Stretched her. Worshipped and punished her in equal rhythm.

She came first.

Then again.

And when he followed—loud, shaking, gasping her name against her throat—she held him there, still inside her, still full.

The rain was coming harder now.
But inside the villa…

It was fire.


Chapter 25
The Shape of Want in the Dark

The rain didn’t let up. It deepened.

It ran in slow streaks down the carved pillars, traced the lattice of the arches, and curled against the edges of open windows like a breath waiting to be inhaled. The villa was soaked in sound—soft thunder, the rhythm of falling water, the muffled moans of a house that no longer knew how to sleep.

Inside, the air was thick with what had been done.

It clung to the walls, to silk left wrinkled on chaise lounges, to half-drunk glasses on trays with lipstick smudges that hadn't faded.

And in the east wing, behind the quietest door in the house—

Anaya stood at the mirror, wrapped in smoke and her own bare skin.

The lights were low. Amber shadows played across her body, painting the curves of her breasts, the hollow of her back, the sheen along her stomach where sweat had dried in a trail that led straight to the place between her thighs.

Her hair was loose. Damp. Her lips were still kissed-open, swollen from hours of being devoured. Her nipples were dark and slightly tender, reacting to every brush of air like they'd been trained to beg.

She didn’t dress.

She reached only for a shawl—deep emerald silk, soft as sighs. She let it fall across one shoulder, down her back, open at the front. It covered nothing. Merely framed her.

She walked out barefoot.

The floor was cold, smooth, but her body was warm. Her cunt throbbed softly as she moved, still full, still open from Rohan’s final thrusts. She could feel his seed deep inside her, thick and unmoving, a reminder with every shift of her hips.

She didn’t want to close.
She wanted the next man to feel it.



She found him where she always knew she would.

Kabir.

Standing under the awning that overlooked the koi pond, rain splashing into the water, lantern light flickering behind him. He wasn’t watching the storm.

He was waiting for her.

He turned when he heard her steps. And he froze.

Because she wasn’t dressed.

Because her skin was still marked—faint bruises at her hips, a mouth-shaped bloom at her inner thigh, a glisten between her legs that told stories in tongues no words could translate.

She stepped closer.

His breath shortened.

He reached for the shawl to cover her—but she stopped him.

“No,” she said.

“Look.”

She took his hand.

Placed it low, between her thighs, against the softest, warmest part of her.

He felt it instantly.

Wet.
Open.
Filled.

“You let him come inside you,” he rasped.

She nodded.

“I wanted you to feel it.”

She guided his fingers to slide through her folds.

They came back sticky.

His hand trembled.

“Anaya…”

“Shhh.”

She pressed a kiss to his jaw. Then lower—to the side of his neck. Her lips soft, her tongue tasting salt and rain and longing.

She turned. Slowly.

Bent forward over the wooden railing, the shawl sliding off completely.

Her ass bare. Her thighs parted.

Her pussy—wet, glistening, ready.

The scent of her, heavy and rich, mingled with the scent of the rain, the wood, the storm-soaked earth.

“Come behind me,” she whispered.

He didn’t hesitate.

He pulled his trousers down just enough.

Took himself in hand.

And when he pushed into her—he felt everything.

The slickness. The heat. The mix of them.

She gasped.

He groaned.

He held her hips and began to thrust—slow at first, then with rising hunger, watching the way her body welcomed him, opened around him, clung to him. The sound of their skin meeting joined the rain. His pelvis hit her ass with soft slaps, his fingers digging into her flesh as he drove deeper, deeper.

She was loud.

Not careless.
Just unafraid.

The pleasure built like a slow crescendo—rain pounding harder, her moans sharper, his breathing ragged as her walls fluttered around him.

She came first.

Tight. Clenching. Her body jolting forward as her orgasm rippled through her legs and into his hips. He held her tighter. Fucked her through it.

And then he followed—

Coming with a cry, spilling inside her, the warmth of his release mixing with the heat that already filled her, dripping down her thighs as he stayed inside, throbbing.



Neither moved for a long time.

She leaned back against his chest.

His arms wrapped around her belly.

The storm softened.

And the villa exhaled once more.


Chapter 26
Where Hunger Waits with Its Mouth Open

The storm had broken.
But the air hadn’t cooled.

It pressed against the villa like skin pressed to skin after the final thrust—hot, slick with aftermath, still trembling with what it had just taken. Everything smelled of wet earth, sweat, and the rich musk of surrender.

The house had quieted.

But Anaya had not.

She moved through the halls like a heatwave, barefoot, skin still damp from the shower she hadn’t finished, her hair soaked and coiling down her back like dark silk. She wore nothing but a wraparound—deep bronze chiffon tied low across her hips, sheer and soaked enough to reveal the curve of her ass, the fine trail of moisture still glistening between her thighs.

Her breasts were bare beneath the fold. The wrap clung to one nipple, brushing it with each breath, until it stood hard and aching against the fabric.

She didn’t cover herself.

She didn’t need to.

The house had already seen her come undone.
Now it would see her command.



The lounge was empty except for Tara.

She sat curled on a floor cushion, hair loose, robe undone. Her thighs were parted just enough to show that she wore nothing beneath, and her fingers were stained red from holding the stem of a wine glass too long. Her eyes were darker than usual—fixed on the space beyond Anaya’s body, but not truly distant.

She was waiting.

Not passively.
But like a woman who had already tasted something forbidden, and now wanted to drown in it.

Anaya didn’t speak.

She walked to her slowly. Her scent filled the space first—rose water, the heat between her legs, the faint, unrelenting pulse of someone who hadn’t fully come down from being filled by one man and fucked by another.

Tara tilted her face up.

Their eyes locked.

And Anaya moved to straddle her lap.

Not fast.
Not with hesitation.

Just deliberate.

She lowered herself until her naked breasts hovered just above Tara’s mouth, the fabric of her wrap parting between her thighs as she sank.

Tara’s breath hitched.

“You came looking,” Anaya said, brushing wet strands of Tara’s hair behind her ear.

Tara nodded, voice husky. “I needed to feel something I couldn’t film.”

Anaya took her hand.

Slid it under the chiffon wrap.

Pressed it between her legs.

Tara’s fingers met heat.

Not warmth.

Heat.

Soaked folds. Swollen lips. Wetness that pulsed against her fingertips.

Anaya moaned softly, her mouth brushing Tara’s cheek.

“You feel what they left behind?” she whispered.

Tara nodded, her fingers curling.

“I want to taste it.”

Anaya stood, stepped back just far enough to let the wrap fall.

Now bare.

She climbed onto the low daybed behind her, sprawled back, one leg bent, the other falling open like a slow, sensuous sigh. Her pussy glistened—red, raw, impossibly inviting. Still open. Still carrying them.

Tara crawled forward.

Kissed her knee first.

Then the inside of her thigh.

And then, slowly, reverently, licked from the base of her slick fold up to her clit—tasting the mix, the essence of Anaya, the echo of every man who had been allowed inside her.

Anaya’s back arched.

Her hand fisted in Tara’s hair.

Her body responded instantly—wetness spilling out of her, thighs tightening, a sound escaping her throat like a growl. She didn’t moan. She commanded.

“Deeper.”

Tara obeyed.

Her tongue slid in.

She moaned into Anaya’s heat, licking her open, letting her chin get wet, letting the scent of another man coat her mouth. And Anaya trembled—hips rocking, hands gripping the cushions, eyes fluttering shut as the pleasure crawled up her spine and spread through her belly like fire that didn’t burn but claimed.

When she came, she didn’t warn.

She gave.

All of it.

Her thighs clamped around Tara’s face, her voice shattered in the silence of the room, her slick flooding Tara’s mouth in waves. And when it was done, she collapsed back—glowing, breathing like a storm just passed.

Tara stayed there.

Face buried in Anaya’s thighs.

Mouth still open.

Still hungry.

And Anaya let her stay.

Because for once, hunger had found its home.


Chapter 27
The Velvet Lie

The villa had gone soft again—scented with afterglow, shadows, and the silk-slick murmur of secrets that were no longer whispered but worn like perfume.

The storm had rinsed the world, but not the people in it.
They were still drenched in everything they’d done.

Even the walls seemed flushed. The long corridors pulsed with residual heat, each carved detail of the architecture catching light like skin filmed in sweat. The air wasn’t just thick with moisture now. It tasted of restraint. Of women who had moaned into other mouths and men who no longer knew how to breathe unless they were inside something.

And now, the retreat—this haven of curated freedom—was beginning to tremble under its own design.



Dev sat in the central drawing room, in the corner velvet armchair where the cameras never quite reached. A tumbler of whisky in one hand, shirt half-unbuttoned, his posture tense—like a man in the eye of a storm that had chosen not to pass.

Across from him, Kabir leaned against the windowsill, shirtless again, chest still marked, gaze steady but unreadable.

They didn’t speak for a long time.

Because they both knew what the silence meant.

They had both been inside her.

They had both watched the other be allowed.

And now, neither of them knew if they were still in control… or part of the experiment.

The only sound was the clink of melting ice, and Dev’s voice when it finally came:

“She’s dismantling all of us.”

Kabir didn’t flinch. “Maybe we were never built right.”

Dev’s laugh was dry.
Then bitter.

“You wanted to fuck her,” he said, standing slowly. “But I wanted to own her. And neither of us can.”

He walked away before Kabir could respond.

Because what else was there to say?



Anaya wasn’t in her room.
She wasn’t at the koi pond.
She wasn’t in the spa chamber where her moans had once echoed off polished stone.

She was in Tara’s room.

Lying on her stomach, bare, the sheets tangled around her thighs. Her back glowed in candlelight. Bite marks had begun to bloom at her shoulder, and the backs of her legs still shone faintly with the slick aftermath of being licked until her knees had buckled.

Tara stood by the bed, barefoot, wearing a man’s kurta—long enough to cover her ass, barely. Her legs trembled faintly. Between her thighs, a slow pulse, a dull ache.

She was the one who had just been taken.

But Anaya still looked like the one in charge.

Tara traced the line of her spine with two fingers, slow, reverent.

“She’ll break them,” she said softly. “Both of them.”

Anaya turned her face, eyes half-closed, mouth soft and swollen.

“No,” she whispered. “They’ll break themselves. I just took my hands off the rope.”



Outside, the wind rose again.

But this time, no one reached for clothes.
No one covered anything.

Because every secret had already come.
And no one was finished yet.


Chapter 28
Flesh in the Mirror

The rain had stopped, but the heat hadn’t left.
It pressed in through the jharokhas like a breath—slow, intimate, smelling of earth and something deeper. The villa no longer carried the scent of retreat. Now, it smelled like skin. Damp silk. Used sheets. The low throb of something unsaid but deeply felt.

In the hallway, the lights had been dimmed. Shadows moved like water across the walls. The silence wasn’t empty. It was heavy. Like a heartbeat held just before it breaks.

And in front of the long mirror in her room, Anaya stood naked.

She wasn’t looking at her face.

She was staring at the shape of her body—the swell of her breasts, the darkened, sore curve of her nipples, the way her stomach dipped gently beneath her ribs, glistening faintly with the oil Meera had massaged into her an hour earlier with hands that trembled.

But lower—there—was where her gaze stayed.

Her thighs were slightly parted. Her pussy still flushed. Wet.
She’d bathed, but not deeply. She hadn’t cleaned what she wanted to keep.

The folds between her legs were still slick, open, bare of pretense.

She reached down with two fingers. Touched lightly. Parted herself.

A soft sigh slipped from her lips. Not from lust.

From recognition.



Behind her, the door opened.

She didn’t turn. She didn’t need to.

Dev.

He stepped in quietly, his body a shadow in the mirror before it was a presence in the room. He wore black again—linen, loose. But his jaw was tense, his hands clenched at his sides.

He didn’t speak.

He looked at her.

At her back.
At her ass.
At the glisten between her thighs.
At the curve of her spine and the way her nipples had already begun to respond to the air between them.

“You’re still watching,” she said, eyes still on her own reflection.

He moved closer. Until she could feel him behind her. The heat of his body. The restrained tension in his chest.

“I always was,” he said quietly.

Her fingers slid between her folds again.

He watched her wet them.

Watched her bring them to her mouth. Suck once.
Slow. Luxurious.

The sound he made was broken.

She turned to face him. Fully.

Naked. Gleaming. Unapologetic.

“I’m not yours,” she said.

He stepped forward.

And kissed her.

Hard.
Desperate.
Like a man trying to drink back time.

She let him.

Let his hands roam—over her waist, her breasts, down her thighs.

But when his fingers found her heat again, she caught his wrist.

“No games,” she said.

His voice was low, rough. “Not this time.”

She led him to the mirror.
Turned her back to him.
Pressed her palms against the cold glass.

Her breasts flattened. Her breath fogged the reflection.

He undressed behind her, slowly.

And when he stepped forward—naked, hard, trembling—he didn’t rush.

He pressed the head of his cock against her slit.

Wet. Warm. Waiting.

Her hips pushed back. Welcoming. Expecting.

He entered her slowly.

She gasped. Loud. The sound bounced off the mirror and came back to them like echo.

He watched their reflection as he began to move inside her.
Watched her breasts sway.
Watched the arch of her back.
Watched the slick between her thighs coat him with every thrust.

She moaned into the mirror.

He wrapped his arm around her waist. Pulled her tighter. Drove deeper.

“You feel like truth,” he whispered into her ear.

She closed her eyes.

And let herself come—open, trembling, pulsing, her moan so full it filled the room.

He followed. Buried deep. Breathing hard against her neck, his body shuddering as he spilled into her.

Neither of them looked away from the mirror.

Because it was the only place
where they could see what they’d both tried to hide—

the way they were meant to be ruined by each other.


Chapter 29
When Bodies Speak in Tongues

The mirror no longer held reflections.
Only evidence.

Smears of breath. The imprint of a palm. A single droplet of sweat still slowly trailing down the glass. The room pulsed with quiet aftermath—musky, intimate, thick with the scent of raw sex and surrender.

Dev had collapsed onto the velvet divan, his chest rising and falling with an unevenness that betrayed how deeply he’d felt her—how deeply he still wanted her. He hadn’t spoken. He couldn’t.

And Anaya hadn’t given him space to recover.

She stood before him, legs still slick with him, her inner thighs kissed red from his grip. Her hair was wild. Her lips—bruised. Her cunt—open. Still.

The air touched her bare skin like a lover with unfinished business.

She didn’t look tired.

She looked like hunger with a pulse.

“You came for ownership,” she said.
Her voice was low. Silk over flame.

“But what you really wanted… was to be undone.”

He stared at her.
Said nothing.

She stepped forward.

One knee on the couch. Then the other. Straddling him again.

Her breasts brushed his chest, nipples dragging across his damp skin, hard again, seeking more. Her body was already primed—wetness growing anew from the scent of him, the way his cock twitched despite his exhaustion.

She reached down.

Took him in her hand.

Still hard.
Still wanting.
Still hers.

“I’m not done with you,” she said.

She didn’t ask.

She sank onto him.

His head fell back, lips parted in a soundless groan as her warmth took him again—slowly, deeply, her pussy gripping him like velvet fire. He filled her inch by inch, and she moved with the control of a woman who didn’t need permission.

She rolled her hips.
Once.
Twice.
Slick, obscene friction.

“You feel this?” she whispered, her mouth at his jaw.

He nodded, breath caught.

“That’s all the women you watched but never touched. All the power you thought was behind the camera. All the things you could never keep.”

She rode him.

Not fast.
Not hard.

Devastatingly slow.

Her breasts bounced against his chest. Her hands gripped the back of the couch. Her cunt milked him with every slide, every downward grind. His hands were on her ass, squeezing, pulling her closer, trying to match her rhythm—but she was in charge.

Her clit ground against the base of his cock, her moans slipping out in soft bursts, breathy and high, as her orgasm rose again—unstoppable, sweet, savage.

“I’m going to come all over you,” she whispered into his mouth.

And she did.

Body tightening. Cunt clenching. A low cry bursting from her lips as she came hard around him, her slick soaking his thighs, her hips shaking as she kept riding, kept grinding, kept owning the moment until he broke beneath her.

He followed—loud, breathless, completely undone. His come shot into her in waves, warmth flooding her already wet core, dripping down her thighs.

She collapsed against him. Not heavy. Just final.



For a long time, the only sound in the room was breath.
And the faint creak of the mirror cooling.

Then she leaned close.

Whispered at the shell of his ear, soft and molten:

“You were never meant to capture desire.
You were always meant to drown in it.”

And she kissed him once.
Not to stay.

But to leave a mark he’d never wash off.


Chapter 29.5

The One Who Waited

The villa had gone silent again.

A stillness that came not with peace—but after storms. After truths. After the last door closed and the last mouth stopped pretending it didn’t want to open.

Anaya was stretched across the bed, her sari bunched at her waist, bare legs curled loosely, one arm beneath her head, the other trailing soft lines along her stomach. The moonlight kissed the swell of her breasts. Her nipples were tight, flushed. The scent of old pleasure still clung to her thighs—Dev, Rohan, Kabir. Different scents. Same hunger.

She heard the door open.

Didn’t turn.

Sia.

She closed it softly behind her. But there was nothing soft in her face.

She stood near the bed, eyes fixed on Anaya with a heat that wasn’t fury—

It was something colder.

“You fucked my husband.”

Anaya turned her head. Slowly.

“And?”

Sia’s jaw clenched.

Her shift was sheer in the moonlight. No bra. No barrier. Just skin. And breath. And eyes that had seen more than anyone knew.

“You let him come inside you.”

“Yes.”

Anaya sat up, the red sari sliding lower. Her breasts now fully bare, nipples pebbled in the breeze. She didn’t cover them.

“Did you come inside him first?” Sia asked.

The room tightened.

Anaya tilted her head.

Then she stood.

Walked to her. Close enough that their bodies were nearly touching, their mouths inches apart.

“Are you here to punish me, Sia?” she asked, voice low.

“I’m here to understand why.”

“No, you’re not.”

Anaya’s fingers slid gently beneath Sia’s chin.

She tilted her face up.

“You’re here because you watched me open my thighs for everyone but you.”

“You think this is about jealousy?”

“No,” Anaya whispered.
“It’s about what happens when the one person you wanted most… never came to you.”

Sia didn’t speak.

Her breathing quickened.

Anaya leaned in.

Their lips touched—not a kiss. A threat of one. A breath’s distance.

Then Anaya stepped around her.

Walked behind.

Her hands slid up the sides of Sia’s waist, thumbs pressing lightly over her ribs, palms gliding toward her breasts.

“You waited too long,” Anaya whispered against her neck.
“He got what you never claimed.”

Sia shuddered.

And then—Anaya’s fingers slipped lower. Over her hips. Beneath the hem of the shift.

No panties.

She felt how wet she was.

“You’re angry,” Anaya said.
“But your cunt’s not.”

Sia gasped. Her knees almost buckled.

And that’s when Anaya turned her—slow, firm, deliberate.

Pushed her gently onto the bed.

Sia didn’t resist.

She lay back, eyes wide, chest rising.

Anaya climbed over her.

Straddled her thighs.

And said, “Now shut up… and let me show you what he never could.”

Anaya didn’t hesitate.

She leaned down slowly, brushing her lips along the curve of Sia’s jaw. Not kissing—tasting. Measuring how the air changed when breath turned to need. Her mouth moved lower, tracing along Sia’s throat, her collarbone, the soft dip where pulse met skin.

Sia didn’t move.

She couldn’t.

Anaya’s hands were already beneath the shift, sliding it up over Sia’s thighs, hips, waist—revealing her inch by inch, until it bunched at her ribs and her breasts were bare, flushed, her nipples taut and aching.

Anaya didn’t touch them.

Not yet.

She moved lower.

She kissed Sia’s stomach, slow, deliberate. Let her breath warm the space just above her sex. Then paused.

Looked up.

“Tell me to stop.”

Sia’s lips parted. But no sound came.

Her hips shifted instead—a silent yes.

Anaya smiled.

And then—

her mouth was on her.

Not soft.
Not sweet.
Sure.

Her tongue slipped between Sia’s folds, slow and deep, dragging a moan from her throat like it had been hiding there for years.

Sia’s thighs tightened around Anaya’s head.

She gasped.

“Oh god…”

Anaya licked her again. Deeper. Up to her clit, flicking, pressing, circling until Sia’s back arched and her fingers tangled in Anaya’s hair, pulling, trembling.

“Anaya—please…”

But she didn’t stop.

She sucked.

She moaned into her.

She let her tongue say everything words couldn’t.

And Sia… unraveled.

She came hard—sharp and sudden, thighs clenching, cry muffled by her own wrist as she bit down to keep from screaming.

Anaya didn’t move.

She drank it in.
Stayed on her.
Tongue slow now, softer, lapping every aftershock like she wanted to remember it with her body.

Only after Sia stilled—slick, breathless, wrecked—did Anaya rise, shift upward, and kiss her.

This time on the mouth.

Sia tasted herself.

And she didn’t pull away.



They lay together after, tangled in heat and silk, no space between their bodies.

Sia’s fingers brushed Anaya’s hip.

Her voice, when it came, was raw.

“I hated watching you with him.”

Anaya kissed her shoulder.

“Then stop watching.”

A pause.

Then Sia whispered:

“I won’t.”



Chapter 30
The Softest Kind of Chaos


The storm had long passed, but its residue remained—on the walls, in the wind, on the skin of every person who had been touched in the dark.

The air in the courtyard was heavy, like velvet dampened by breath. Jasmine vines spilled from above in a lazy tangle, dripping with dew, each petal open wide, perfumed and overripe. The marble beneath was still warm from the night, and somewhere nearby, a slow breeze carried the faint scent of sandalwood and sex.

Meera sat curled on the floor cushion, the silk of her pale sari clinging to her thighs, translucent from where her body had soaked it. Her knees were drawn up, arms resting atop them, the skin of her inner legs flushed with heat. Her cheeks still bore the faintest smear of Anaya’s lipstick, her lips bitten-pink from being kissed too long, too deeply.

She was breathing softly, as though each inhale might stir memory back into flame.

Between her legs—beneath the cling of fabric—she was still wet.
Not sweat.
Not rain.

Anaya.



A sound.

The hush of bare feet on warm marble.

Meera looked up—

And there she was.

Anaya.

She emerged like heat from behind the colonnade, wrapped in a rust-colored robe that had fallen open at the front, baring one long thigh, a sliver of hip, and the soft underswell of one breast. Her nipples were visible beneath the silk—erect, dark, catching the breeze like they knew they were being watched.

Her hair hung loose, wavy and still slightly damp, brushing the tops of her shoulders. Her skin glowed gold in the morning light, flushed at the throat, at the belly, and just faintly at the crease where her thighs met—the place where pleasure had left its signature.

She didn’t speak.

She knelt between Meera’s knees, the folds of the robe parting completely. Now bare from the waist down, Anaya pressed her hand to the cushion on either side of Meera and leaned in.

The air between them thickened.

Meera’s lips parted.

“I can still taste you,” she whispered.

Anaya’s smile was slow.

“Then let me remind your body what it meant.”

She moved forward.
No haste.
No mercy.

Her mouth found the inside of Meera’s thigh—warm, soft, still slick with the remnants of their last encounter. She kissed it once, open-mouthed. Let her breath pool against the skin. Then another kiss. Then her tongue, flat and deliberate, licking a single line along the curve where thigh met hip.

Meera whimpered.

Her head fell back. Her fingers trembled against the silk cushion.

Anaya pushed the sari aside with both hands, revealing everything.

Meera’s cunt was flushed, glistening, wet in the raw, honest way a body stays wet long after it’s been touched. The folds were soft, open, visibly throbbing. A small pearl of slick sat just at her entrance, catching the morning light.

Anaya looked up once.

Then lowered her mouth.

Her tongue found Meera’s clit and circled slowly. Once. Then again.

Meera arched.

Her fingers fisted the robe at Anaya’s back.

The pressure of lips against her, the rhythm of Anaya’s breath, the faint rasp of her moan—Meera could feel it inside her, deeper than just sensation.

Anaya licked lower.

Parted her with her tongue.

Slipped in.

Meera’s cry was sharp, high, swallowed by the open air of the courtyard.

Her hips rocked forward. Her thighs closed around Anaya’s shoulders, but she didn’t flinch—she pressed deeper, tongue curling, mouth moving as if she were tasting the center of Meera’s soul.

And Meera gave it to her.

Her body trembled violently as she came—mouth open, voice broken, hips rising off the cushion in sharp, frantic rhythm. Her slick coated Anaya’s mouth, chin, cheeks.

Anaya didn’t stop.

She licked her through it, slow, greedy, worshipful.

By the time Meera collapsed backward onto the floor, the sky above them had turned fully gold, and the only sound left was breath—shared, shallow, sacred.

Anaya crawled up over her.

Their skin met, breast to breast, mouth to mouth.

She kissed Meera slowly—deep, wet, tasting her own mouth on Meera’s lips.

And whispered against her breath:

“This is not chaos.
This is what happens when your body learns how to tell the truth.”

And Meera, still shaking, still wet, still wide open,
let herself believe it.


Chapter 31
The Echo Beneath the Skin

The villa had quieted, but only on the surface.

Beneath its ornate ceilings and sandstone walls, the heat still lingered—low, thrumming, intentional. It wasn’t the sun. It was saturation. Of moans still trapped in cushions. Of breath held against the edge of climax. Of sweat absorbed into linens that hadn’t had time to cool.

Everything inside the retreat pulsed with what had already happened—
and what hadn’t happened yet.



Anaya stood at the entrance to the meditation chamber.

It was empty, candlelit, silent. The air smelled of vetiver and burnt rose, the cushions arranged in a perfect semi-circle—as if waiting. But the room had been used before. You could smell it. The soft reek of sex soaked into the stone floors. Someone had fucked here. Recently.

She walked in barefoot, the silk robe brushing just below her ass, her inner thighs bare, her skin still carrying the scent of Meera’s orgasm on her face, her fingers, her breath.

She hadn’t washed.

She wanted it on her.



She felt him before she saw him.

Kabir.

Sitting in the far corner, shirtless, his posture lazy but deceptive—like a lion half-sleeping but fully aware of the throat in front of him. His eyes tracked her slowly. Down her chest. The visible outline of her nipples against the silk. Her bare legs. The slow part between her thighs as she stepped closer.

She stopped in front of him.

Didn’t speak.

He reached out and untied the sash of her robe with a single tug.

The fabric slipped apart.

The silk fell from her shoulders like heat leaving skin.

She stood naked before him.

Her breath was steady.

He leaned forward. Placed one hand low on her belly. Warm. Broad.
Then lower.

Fingers sliding between her folds, still wet.

His eyes lifted to hers.

“You taste like another woman.”

Anaya smiled.

“I taste like the truth.”

He pressed two fingers inside her, slow, curling.

She moaned—quiet, sharp, her hips responding before her breath caught.

He leaned forward, mouth to her breast, tongue flicking her nipple, sucking it slowly until she arched into him, his fingers still pumping inside her, thumb brushing her clit with gentle, practiced menace.

Anaya dropped to her knees in front of him.

Her breasts swayed.

She kissed his inner thigh, slow. Let her tongue trail up until she reached the waistband of his pants. She undid the button. Slid them down.

His cock spilled free—thick, flushed, leaking.

She looked up at him as she took him into her mouth.

Wet. Deep.

He groaned—low, broken, one hand fisting in her hair, the other sliding behind her neck.

She sucked slowly, using her tongue in wide, sweeping strokes, letting him feel the heat of her throat. Her eyes never left his.

He fucked her mouth in quiet, steady thrusts.

Until he stopped. Pulled out. Gripped her by the jaw.

And whispered, “Turn around.”

She did.

Without question.

On hands and knees, silk pooled around her arms, her ass arched high, her pussy exposed—wet, glistening, raw.

He knelt behind her.

Ran his hands down her spine, to the dip of her back, to the curves of her hips.

Then pushed into her in one slow, deliberate thrust.

She gasped. Loud.

Her hands gripped the cushion, her head fell forward.

He fucked her with quiet power—deep, slow, claiming.

Each thrust made her body jolt forward, made her cunt pulse around him, made her breath stutter.

He didn’t stop.

She came—shaking, moaning his name into the cushion, her body clenching around him as he kept moving.

He followed moments later—groaning, deep, his come filling her again.

And for a long moment after, they stayed like that.

Breathing. Still joined.

Her body leaking around him.

And outside, the villa waited.

Because it knew—

they were just getting started.


Chapter 32
Where All Eyes Go When No One’s Looking

The villa was too quiet.

Not the quiet of rest, but of breath held just before something is said. Or confessed. Or claimed.

By now, every wall had heard a name screamed into a pillow. Every bed had been soaked. Every mirror kissed. The doors had stopped creaking. The floor had stopped echoing. And still… no one had left.

They were all still inside.

Bound.

Not by rules.
Not even by desire.
But by the truth that they had built something in this retreat they couldn't carry back into the world.

A room where nothing was hidden.
A weekend where every vow was whispered right before being broken.



Anaya stood in the doorway of the main salon—silk robe open, one hand resting on the carved frame. She looked like a storm in stillness, skin glowing faintly from candlelight and memory.

She didn’t walk in.

She waited.

And one by one, they came.

Meera, hair still damp, sari sheer from being worn too long without washing, walked in first. Her eyes didn’t lower. She stood beside Anaya.

Tara followed, barefoot, her robe gaping at the chest, thigh marked with faint bruises that looked like fingerprints left in love or conquest—no one asked which.

Kabir arrived next. His shirt hung loose, but his eyes were sharp. Alert. He didn’t speak. He sat, legs spread, and watched the women like he was waiting for someone to call his name.

Dev entered last. Dressed. But not armored.

And the silence grew heavier.

Because they all knew—

The games had been played. The bodies had been tasted.
But someone still had something to lose.



Anaya walked into the center of the room.

She didn’t ask for attention.

She drew it.

The silk fell from her shoulder. One breast bared. A single droplet of sweat traced her side as if it, too, wanted to be closer to her thighs.

She turned slowly.

Her eyes landed on each of them.

“You came here to find yourselves,” she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth.

“But all I saw was how you fought to keep your lies intact… even while inside someone else’s mouth.”

Meera looked down.

Tara didn’t blink.

Kabir leaned forward.

Dev exhaled.

Anaya walked to the chaise. Sat. Spread her legs.

The robe opened fully.

No one moved.

She reached between her thighs, slow, two fingers brushing her folds—wet already, swollen. She brought them to her lips. Sucked them clean.

“Now,” she whispered, voice dipped in challenge, “if you still want to play pretend, walk out.”

No one did.

Tara stood first.

She walked to the center of the room.
Removed her robe.
Naked. Pale. Ripe with heat.

She knelt at Anaya’s feet.

Meera followed.

Then Kabir.
Then—finally—Dev.

No one touched yet.
They waited.

Anaya’s breath caught.

Not because she was afraid.
Because she knew—this was the moment.

The moment before chaos.
The moment where truth stopped being a whisper and became a command.

And she was ready to speak it with her body.




Chapter 33
The Worship Room

It was no longer a salon.
It was an altar.

And Anaya sat at the center of it—thighs parted, skin glistening, robe forgotten on the floor like a past self she’d shed without apology. Her cunt glistened between her legs, wet with the knowing that she was no longer one body among many, but the axis.

They didn’t kneel to her because she asked.
They knelt because their bodies no longer knew how not to.

Tara, naked now, moved first—slow, reverent, crawling forward on her hands. Her breasts swayed beneath her as she approached Anaya’s thighs, her lips slightly parted, her pupils blown wide with hunger.

She didn't touch.
She just looked.
Then inhaled.

Anaya’s scent flooded her—sandalwood, sweat, and the slick heat of everything she'd taken and not washed off. Tara's breath trembled. She leaned in, and with one slow stroke of her tongue, she licked the inside of Anaya's thigh.

Anaya moaned.
A soft hum—neither invitation nor reward.
Just acknowledgment.

Behind her, Meera kissed her way up Anaya’s spine, fingers brushing her shoulders, her mouth dragging across Anaya’s nape. Her hands moved to her breasts—cupping, weighing, thumbing the already-hard nipples that responded to her touch like they belonged to her.

Anaya tilted her head back into Meera’s mouth as Tara’s tongue moved lower—parting her folds, licking up the taste of everything she'd done, everyone she'd let in, every claim she had permitted on her body that now flowed freely from her.

Her thighs shook.
She moaned louder now, her hips beginning to roll gently—grinding against Tara’s face, back into Meera’s hands. Her body pulsed between them.

And then—Kabir stepped forward.

Still clothed, but barely.

He dropped to his knees in front of Anaya, beside Tara. Their eyes met.

Anaya reached for his hand, brought it to her breast—wet now from Meera’s tongue—and placed his palm there.

“Feel what softness you didn’t break,” she whispered.

His thumb brushed her nipple. Reverent. Needy.

Dev stood in the shadows, fists clenched, jaw tight.

“You can leave,” Anaya said, not looking at him. “Or you can watch. And learn how pleasure isn’t something you direct. It’s something you survive.”

He didn’t leave.

He watched.

Eyes locked to Anaya’s body—shuddering now, Tara’s tongue working between her folds, Meera sucking her nipples, Kabir’s breath hot against her belly, his fingers still trembling on her skin.

Anaya’s head rolled back.

A deep cry ripped from her throat.

Her orgasm hit hard—shaking, slow, drawn out like silk unraveling. Her cunt pulsed around Tara’s mouth, slick soaking her chin. Her thighs tensed, her belly clenched, her hands fisted in Meera’s hair and Kabir’s collar.

And when it passed,
she sat up.

Breathing wild.
Wet everywhere.
Glowing like sin made flesh.

She looked at all of them.

And smiled.

“This is what it means,” she whispered, “to let go of who you thought you had to be…”

“…and become the thing you always wanted to be touched by.”

The room didn’t speak.

It moaned.


Chapter 34
The Taste of Power When It's Wet

The air in the room was thick—wet silk on the tongue, breath like steam, the scent of cunt and sweat and candle wax curling into the folds of the velvet drapes.

Anaya stood now.

Her thighs still glistened with release. Her legs shimmered under the gold wash of low light. Her skin smelled of multiple mouths, the trail of licked salt down her breasts, the worship that had pooled between her legs and dripped, warm, onto the cushions below.

She turned slowly.

Her body bare. Hair wild. Nipples erect. Between her legs, still open. Still flushed. Still hungry.

She walked toward Dev.

He hadn’t moved.

He stood like a man caught between reverence and regret, his chest rising too fast, his eyes following the sway of her hips like they were the last rhythm on earth.

She reached him.

Stopped inches from his mouth.

His hands twitched.

But he didn’t raise them.

She leaned in. Her breast brushed his shirt. Her lips found the edge of his jaw. Her fingers slid down his chest, unbuttoning him without looking.

“You watched,” she whispered against his throat. “But you haven’t felt what it means to be entered.”

She dropped to her knees.

His trousers came down.

His cock was hard, flushed dark, slick at the tip.

She didn’t tease.

She took him into her mouth—slow, hot, deep. Her tongue circled, her lips sealed tight, her eyes up on his, watching him unravel. Her nails scratched down his thighs, her jaw relaxing as he slid further into her throat.

He groaned. Loud.

One hand in her hair.

But she pulled back.

“Don’t touch.”

He obeyed.

She sucked him again. Deeper. Slower. Until he was gasping, until his hips jerked and he was shaking, so close he couldn’t speak.

Then she stood.

Turned.

Bent over the nearest chaise.

Her ass arched high. Her legs parted.

Her wetness caught the light.

“Now,” she said, voice low, dangerous. “If you want to know what it feels like to be inside power, come take it.”

He moved behind her.

His hands gripped her hips.

He entered her in one slow thrust.

She groaned. Her fingers gripped the velvet cushion.

He began to move—slow, reverent strokes. The slide of cock into cunt, wet and deep. Her body took him completely, opened around him, pulled him in again and again.

She pushed back against him, her rhythm tighter, faster.

“Don’t fuck like you’re afraid of me,” she growled. “Fuck like you remember what I tasted like when you begged to watch.”

He thrust harder.

The sound of their skin echoed through the chamber—wet, sharp, loud.

Her pussy clenched. Her breath turned ragged.

She came again—fast, violent, grinding back against him, her slick flooding around his cock.

He followed with a gasp, spilling into her, holding her hips as his body emptied.

When he pulled out, her legs trembled.

But she stood.

Turned.

And kissed him.

Tongue deep. Mouth claiming.

Then whispered against his lips—

“Now you know what it means to belong to a woman who doesn’t ask.”


Chapter 35
Velvet Doesn’t Apologize

The chamber was a mess of skin and heat and breath still heavy from what had been done. The cushions were soaked. The scent of sex lingered like a second skin on the walls—ripe, warm, full-bodied. It clung to the air, to the wood, to the silk of the robes discarded and forgotten on the cold marble floor.

Anaya didn’t dress.

She walked through the room naked—cum sliding down the inside of her thigh, her nipples still tight, her hair tangled from fingers, mouths, and climax. Her body was marked now: Kabir’s bruises on her hips, Tara’s lips on her breasts, Meera’s fingernails on her thighs, Dev’s release still wet between her legs.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She wore it.

She crossed to the open doors, stepped onto the cool veranda. The early morning air brushed her skin like another mouth—soft, curious, reverent. Somewhere in the trees, a peacock called. Below, the koi pond shimmered in fractured gold, water rippling from a single falling leaf.

Behind her, they moved.

Not with urgency. With gravity.

Kabir sat back in the corner, chest rising slowly, the waistband of his trousers loose, his eyes never leaving the shine between her legs.

Tara lay on her side, legs curled, her lips still wet from Anaya’s taste. Her breath was calm now, but her eyes stayed dark. Watching. Wanting.

Meera stood near the wall, robe clutched in one hand but not worn. She was still trembling. Still flushed. Her nipples peaked in the open air, and between her thighs, a slow pulse of wetness glistened against skin that had only just stopped shaking.

And Dev—
Dev had dropped to his knees. Still naked. Still catching his breath. A man who had been inside something holy and now didn’t know what to do with his hands.

Anaya turned.

Her gaze swept across them all—without rush. Without hesitation.

“You all came here for freedom,” she said softly. “But you didn’t know what freedom required.”

They listened.

“You thought it was permission,” she continued, “but it was truth. And truth doesn’t whisper while you fuck—it screams. It spreads.”

Her fingers slid down her stomach. Between her thighs.
She found herself wet, still open, still throbbing.

She held it up—coated in slick. Not just hers. Theirs. Everyone’s.

“Look at what we’ve made,” she whispered.

Tara stared. Kabir’s chest rose higher. Meera’s thighs pressed together. Dev swallowed audibly.

She pressed those fingers into her mouth.

Sucked them clean.

Slow. Unblinking.

Then walked forward—one slow step after the other—and whispered, to no one and all of them:

“Now tell me again…
Which one of you still believes in monogamy?”

And behind her, the villa—walls damp with confession, floors slick with pleasure, air full of bodies and breath—shivered.

Because it knew:

No one had come here to be saved.
They had come here
to be rewritten.


Chapter 36
What the Body Remembers After

The morning arrived without apology.

No birdsong.
No soft breeze.
Just sunlight—fierce, raw, spilling into the villa like it had every right to witness what had been done inside its walls.

And the walls remembered.

They carried the marks. The echo of moans that had climbed them. The press of palms against them. Wet footprints across marble. The faint scent of sweat soaked into velvet cushions and silk-draped divans. The ghosts of orgasms still pulsed faintly through the floorboards.

Anaya stood alone in the open hall.

Naked.

Again.

Not out of carelessness, but as ritual. Her body glistened in the new heat, faint dew forming between her breasts, across the curve of her stomach, at the base of her spine. Her thighs still bore the sheen of shared pleasure, and when she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the tender ache reminded her exactly how many times she had been taken, licked, filled.

She didn’t close her legs.

She didn’t hide the way her nipples stayed taut or how the lips of her pussy still glistened with the leftover slick of other people’s hunger.

Behind her, the door creaked.

Meera.

Wrapped in a saffron shawl that slipped from one shoulder, her hair tied in a loose braid, a thin bindi smudged from sleep or sex—or both. Her eyes were softer now. But not uncertain.

“I keep tasting you,” she said, voice low.

Anaya turned. Didn’t smile.

“That’s because I’m still inside you.”

Meera stepped closer.

Their bodies didn’t touch.

Not yet.

Anaya reached out, unwrapped the shawl. Let it fall to the floor.

Meera stood in nothing but air. And memory. And a pulse that began to thrum beneath her skin the moment Anaya’s gaze dropped—first to her breasts, then lower, where the crease between her thighs still showed signs of how she’d been opened and devoured.

Anaya moved behind her.

Brushed Meera’s braid aside.

Kissed the curve of her neck—once. Lingering.

Meera shivered.

“You came here to remember who you were,” Anaya whispered. “But what if you were always this?”

Meera turned her face toward her.

Their lips brushed.

Once. Then again.

And then Meera pressed in.

Mouth open. Breath caught. Body already responding—her nipples brushing against Anaya’s, her hands sliding around her waist, pulling her in, pressing cunt to cunt, skin to skin, until both women trembled.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t rush.

They moved together like silk twisting in wind—breasts sliding, bellies touching, thighs slick and trembling. Anaya’s fingers found Meera’s wetness, parted her slowly, while Meera’s hand slid between their bodies to cup Anaya’s cunt, stroking her folds with soaked reverence.

Both gasped.

And kissed again—deeper now, slower, needier.

Anaya’s hips rolled.

Meera’s breath broke.

And together, they began to rock.

The sound of it—wet, rhythmic, bodies moving in mirrored ache—filled the space like prayer. Not whispered.

Spoken.

And when they came—
they came together—
clinging, moaning, foreheads pressed, thighs shaking, cunts pulsing against each other in slow waves that rolled through their cores and left their bodies wet with each other’s release.

They collapsed onto the floor, tangled.

Breathing into each other’s mouths.

And the villa held them.

Because by now, it knew their names.
Not the ones they arrived with.
The ones they only answered to when touched.


Chapter 37
The Undoing of Control

The sun climbed higher, but no one noticed.
Time inside the villa had lost its meaning, replaced by a rhythm written in moans, gasps, and the long silences that followed release.

The air had thickened with repetition—bodies had been taken, retaken, opened, and left throbbing. The sheets in every chamber were ruined. Towels hung limp, forgotten. The scent of skin was no longer confined to bedrooms—it breathed through corridors, clung to walls, and haunted every cushion still damp with sweat.

But even in all this heat, there was one man untouched.

Dev.

He stood in the north wing, staring at the monitors—black screens now, each one blank, silenced. He had turned off the surveillance. Not out of principle.

Out of fear.

Because he no longer knew whether he was the observer or the one being seen.

He turned, and she was there.

Tara.

Still wearing nothing but a sheer black wrap, one side pinned at the shoulder, the rest open—inviting. Her hair was loose, cascading over her breasts, her nipples clearly visible beneath the gauze. Between her thighs, bare skin, a shimmer of moisture catching the light.

She stepped into the room barefoot. Slowly. Like she’d waited long enough.

“You’ve watched everything,” she said softly. “Everyone.”

Dev swallowed. “Not everything.”

Tara tilted her head. “No?”

She stepped closer.

Now just inches from him.

Her hand came up, unfastened the single pin holding her wrap. It slid down her body, floated to the floor.

Naked now.
Still.
Steady.

She reached for his wrist. Guided it between her thighs. Pressed his fingers there.

He felt it.

Wet. Hot. Bare.

“You don’t get to hide anymore,” she whispered. “Not behind the lens. Not behind control.”

She stepped back. Climbed onto the desk.

Laid herself across it.

Legs wide.

Folds parted.

Her cunt pink, swollen, shining.

Dev stared.

She didn’t move.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

He obeyed.

Naked now. Hard. Unsure.

He stepped between her legs, his cock brushing against her slick entrance, and paused.

Tara reached for him, guided him inside—just the tip, then deeper, until his breath broke in a ragged exhale.

She gripped the edges of the desk.

And he began to fuck her.

Slow. Deep. Watching her.

Her breasts bounced softly. Her moans were sharp, biting, real.

He bent over her, mouth to her throat, one hand braced on her hip, the other holding her jaw as if to anchor himself.

She came first—tight, sudden, gasping his name like she’d bitten into it.

He followed, hard, fast, his body jolting, emptying himself into her with a moan that didn’t sound like a man in control. It sounded like surrender.

When it was over, she didn’t let him pull out.

She held him there. Inside.

And whispered—

“Now you know what it means to be recorded without film.”

And Dev—
for the first time—
understood the power of being exposed.

Chapter 37.5

The Ruin of Restraint

The night was swollen with heat and silence.
The kind of silence that wasn’t empty.
The kind that pressed against the skin, thick with everything unsaid, everything undone.

Anaya sat at the edge of the stone fountain, her silk wrap slipping down one shoulder, bare legs gleaming under the low lights.
Her skin glowed, a sheen of sweat highlighting the soft muscle of her thighs, the faint arch of her stomach.

She heard him before she saw him.

Rough footsteps.
Breathing like a man carrying too much rage inside his chest.

Arjun.

He came into view — shirt half-open, belt hanging loose, fists clenched like he was holding himself together with sheer will.

His face was twisted — not with lust, but with betrayal.

The echo of Tara’s moans still lived in the villa's walls, and it was tearing him apart from the inside.
Tara’s high, broken sobs still haunted the air — pleasure sounds she had never made for him.

It curdled everything inside him.



He stopped a few feet away.
Spat the words out like they tasted rotten.

"You think you're better than her?"
"You're all the fucking same."

Anaya didn't flinch.

She tilted her head, studying him —
the way his chest rose and fell,
the way his fists trembled,
the way his cock pressed a heavy, furious bulge against his open jeans.

When he shoved his pants down, Anaya’s eyes dropped — and stayed there.

What she saw made her lips part slightly, her breath catch, heat pooling low in her belly.

Shorter than Kabir.
Shorter than Dev.
Shorter than Rohan.
But thicker than all of them.

Fat.
Angry.
Obscene.

Veins running thick under the flushed skin.
The head swollen, glossy with need, bobbing slightly with every rough breath.

No wonder Tara couldn’t leave him.

Anaya thought it like a secret — smug, filthy, true.



Arjun caught her looking.

Something snapped.

He grabbed her roughly by the waist — yanked her up — spun her around — shoved her back against the stone column so hard the breath whooshed from her lungs.

His cock slapped heavy against her thigh, smearing pre-cum against her bare skin.
The heat of it seared against her.

The weight.
The hunger.



"You want it too, don't you?" he growled into her ear.
"Greedy fucking whore."

She laughed — soft, mocking — and spread her legs wider.
Her pussy already slick, her folds parting just from the nearness of him.

No resistance.
No fear.

Just hunger.



He rammed into her with no warning.
One brutal, punishing thrust.

Anaya’s mouth fell open on a gasp — her nails scraping the column — her body forced to stretch around him.

The stretch was savage.
Her cunt straining to take the width of him, every inch forcing her wider, fuller, helplessly clutching at his cock.

Too thick.
Too brutal.
Too good.



Arjun fucked her like he was trying to erase something.
Maybe Tara.
Maybe himself.

He pounded into her —
short, brutal thrusts,
his cock dragging thick against her walls,
his breathing breaking down into animal grunts.

The slap of skin echoed under the open sky.

Each thrust forced a soft gasp from Anaya’s throat — part pain, part pleasure — raw and beautiful.



Anaya bit her lip, riding it, loving it — every savage inch.

Her hips rolled back into his, greedy for the punishment, greedy for the bruising.

She felt everything — the weight of his cock inside her, the way her walls clung to him, the desperate tremble in his body.



He was close.

She could feel it.

The frantic pulse of his cock, thick and angry against her cunt.
The tremble in his arms.
The way his rhythm broke — messy, frantic.

"Gonna cum in you," he gasped.
"Gonna fucking wreck you, make you forget every cock—"



And just then — Anaya moved.

She wrenched herself off his cock — slick and sudden —
his thick shaft slipping free with a wet sound, flushed, angry, twitching helplessly in the air.

The sudden emptiness made her pussy clench hard — wet and aching, missing him —
but she didn’t let it show.



Arjun let out a raw, broken sound — half-growl, half-beg.

He stumbled forward, trying to force himself back into her.

But Anaya slapped his chest — hard — and shoved him away.

"No," she whispered, licking her lips.
"Not for you."



Arjun’s hands shook.

"Fucking cocktease," he snarled.
"You fucking bitch—"

He grabbed for her — wild, desperate —
but Anaya spun away again, laughing low in her throat, hair spilling over her bare shoulders.

"Poor baby," she purred.
“Fat cock, weak spine.”



Arjun’s cock bobbed angrily in the space between them —
fat, flushed, leaking —
desperate for the release she had stolen.

His thighs trembled.
His breath came in broken gasps.



He looked wrecked.
Ruined.

And she drank it in like victory.

She pulled the silk around her body with a lazy flick of her wrist, still gleaming with his spend,
and walked away — hips swinging, head high.

Arjun sagged against the stone fountain, looking like a withered fig, cock still dripping.

And the night swallowed him whole.


Chapter 38
The Final Unveiling

The evening didn’t descend.

It unwrapped itself—like a sari being pulled loose from a lover’s hips, slow and soundless, layer by layer, until all that remained was skin and the hunger that had always been waiting underneath.

The villa glowed.
Not from lanterns.
From aftermath.

Walls slick with heat. Sheets heavy with scent. Bodies no longer strangers to one another, no longer loyal to what they arrived with. Fidelity had dissolved somewhere between the second orgasm and the first lie told in the dark.

There was only what had been touched
and what still needed to be tasted.

And now, the final act had gathered itself—without plan, without invitation.

They all came.

Anaya, wrapped in deep indigo silk that hugged her curves but left her breasts bare, her thighs slick beneath the pleats.

Meera, in a robe still damp at the hem, her mouth pink and bitten, her eyes darker than desire.

Tara, marked with teeth, cunt glistening with leftover want, her lips parted in a question she didn’t need to ask.

Kabir, jaw clenched, shirt wrinkled, cock already hard beneath fabric that had failed to restrain him for days.

Dev, the orchestrator undone, the voyeur turned worshiper, his hands still smelling of cunt and confession.

Sia, her saree hanging loose around her hips, the fine silk darkened between her thighs, the soft sway of her bare buttocks flashing with every slow, shamed step she took.

Arjun, clothes dragged back onto his body, jaw tight, the salt of dried shame still clinging to his skin, his cock twitching weakly at the memory he couldn’t silence.

They met in the courtyard, under the stars, under silence.

A table was there.

Low. Long. Lined with silk.

And nothing else.

No cutlery. No chairs.

Just space for bodies.

Anaya climbed onto it first.

She lay back, one arm behind her head, her legs parted, silk riding up to her waist, revealing the slick, soft lips of a pussy that had not closed in days.

“Tonight,” she said, voice like dripping honey, “you don’t get to choose what you take.”

“You get what I offer.”

She lifted a hand.

Tara came first.

Crawled across the table like a prayer on her knees, her mouth finding Anaya’s breast, tongue circling a nipple already hard, already hungry. She sucked gently, moaned, and the sound made Kabir breathe harder.

Anaya held her there. Fingers tangled in Tara’s hair.

“Stay,” she murmured.

She beckoned Meera with a glance.

Sia hovered at the edge, trembling. Anaya crooked two fingers, and Sia obeyed—crawling onto the table, settling between Anaya’s knees. She kissed the inside of Anaya’s thigh, soft, reverent, before her mouth joined Meera’s, two tongues now worshiping one cunt.

Meera came next, nude, graceful, flushed. Her mouth didn’t hesitate—it went straight between Anaya’s thighs, tongue sliding through the slick, tasting what every man and woman had left behind.

Anaya gasped.

Her back arched. Her hand gripped the table.

Kabir stepped forward.

She didn’t stop him.

He dropped his pants. His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, desperate. He moved behind Meera, lifted her hips, and slid into her in one sharp, slow stroke.

Meera cried out—but didn’t stop licking.

She moaned into Anaya’s cunt, her own body rocking back onto Kabir’s cock.

And Dev…

Dev stood frozen.

Behind them, Arjun watched—shoulders tight, cock half-hard, shame written in the tense grip of his fists.
Anaya’s eyes slid lazily over him.
"On your knees," she said, voice thick with aftermath.
Arjun sank without a word.
She pressed her slick foot against his chest, pushing him back—forcing him to watch, to ache, to leak against his own belly without ever being allowed inside again.

Until Anaya reached out—fingers slick, gleaming.

“Your mouth,” she said. “Now.”

He dropped to his knees.

She rubbed her fingers across his lips.

He opened.

Sucked them in.

Tasted her.
Tasted them.
Tasted everything he had tried to control.

Anaya came with a scream—legs shaking, cunt pulsing against Meera’s tongue, her voice loud enough to make the stars pause.

Kabir spilled into Meera with a grunt, and Meera moaned around Anaya’s clit as she came again, body shaking.

And Dev…

Dev cried into her palm, her fingers in his mouth.

Because he knew—

He had never seen anything this real.

And never would again.

And Arjun—
Arjun jerked once, violently, pathetically, surprising himself —
his cock twitching against his stomach, spurting weak, shamed strings of cum across his own shirt, without a single hand touching him.
He sagged lower onto his knees, breathing like a man drowning in his own need.

Chapter 39
The Last Secret Always Comes Naked

The stars were still high when the night stopped pretending it had anything left to hide.

The villa—once pristine, once curated like a magazine spread—now wore the evidence of every truth the guests had tried to suppress. Silk stained with slick. Cushions pressed into the shape of kneeling. Mirrors fogged with breath and confession. And the air… the air was still thick with yes and don’t stop and the kind of crying that only happens after the fourth orgasm, not the first.

They had all been opened.
Taken.
Undone.

And now, the last act wasn’t seduction.

It was reckoning.



Anaya sat at the edge of the koi pond. Naked. Cross-legged. Back straight. Her body bore everything—bruises, bite marks, faint scratches down her spine, the sheen of pleasure between her thighs. Her skin glowed in the starlight.

She didn’t move.

She didn’t speak.

She waited.

And one by one, they came.

Kabir, bare-chested, his cock soft now but heavy between his thighs, the marks of Meera’s nails still raw on his back.

Dev, shirt unbuttoned, barefoot, his eyes darker than when he first arrived, because now he had tasted what it felt like to be the one filmed.

Tara, wearing only earrings, her breasts full and flushed, the inside of her thighs streaked from where someone’s release had dried there hours ago.

Meera, in silence, robe undone, walking with the soreness of a woman whose body had been loved so thoroughly it had changed shape.

They stood around her.

Waiting.

Not for instruction.
For permission.

Anaya looked at each of them, her voice low but without fragility.

“You came here to heal.”

“But none of you knew healing tastes like blood and wet silk.
That it sounds like someone screaming your name into a mattress.
That it ends with your hands shaking… not because you’re scared,
but because you finally let go.”

They didn’t argue.

They knew.

Because they had licked it.
They had spilled it.
They had wept into it.

Meera sank to her knees first.
Then Kabir.
Then Tara.
Then Dev.

Then Sia.

All of them bare.

All of them bowed.

And Anaya stood.

Walked among them.

She pressed her fingers to Dev’s lips. He kissed them.

She cupped Tara’s breast. Tara moaned.

She placed Kabir’s hand against her cunt. Wet. Still.

And then she kissed Meera’s mouth—long, deep, slow—until they were breathing in rhythm again.

Arjun knelt last—slow, shame burning across his skin—his head bowed so low his forehead brushed the stone.
He didn’t dare raise his eyes.
And Anaya didn’t touch him. He wasn't hers to punish.
He was hers to leave hungry.

No one spoke.

Because what had happened here wasn’t something that could be told.

It could only be remembered
by the way a body pulsed differently after being ruined.



And when dawn came, they didn’t pack.
They didn’t leave.
They just laid down together—limbs tangled, mouths lazy, skin on skin on skin.

Because the final truth wasn’t the sex.
It was the silence that followed—

when no one reached for their phones,
no one asked what this meant,
and no one put their clothes back on.

Because the retreat had ended.

And the real story
was what they had left behind to become what they were in that final breathless hour.





✨ Interlude – Before She Was Worshipped: The Becoming of Anaya Kapoor

(A girl. A body. A slow-burning ascent into appetite.)

Before she was called dangerous.
Before she was spread across white linen in candlelight villas, legs open, mouth gasping, cunt dripping with indulgence.
Before she became a cock connoisseur — able to taste the difference between need and technique, girth and greed—
She had been someone else.

Anaya Kanojia.

A girl made of obedience.



Pune.

Middle-class. Simple life.
Government colony flat with marble-tiled floors that were mopped twice a day.
Tiffin carriers. Ironed uniforms. A tight braid that hurt by evening.

Her father taught her mathematics.
Her mother taught her shame.

“Don’t laugh too loudly.”
“Keep your legs closed.”
“Character is everything, Anaya. Respectable girls don’t get second chances.”

She nodded.

Every time.

Because that’s what good girls did.

But deep beneath the starch and the soft voice, her body whispered back—

Not forever.



The first time she felt the need bloom between her thighs, it wasn't from a boy.

It was from a scene in a movie.

A woman in a rain-soaked sari. Breathing hard. Mouth parted.

Anaya shifted in her seat.
Pressed her thighs together.
Went home that night and rubbed against her pillow until the heat broke her.

She didn’t know what it was.

But it felt forbidden.
Perfect.
Hers.



Her first real kiss came later—
A neighbor’s son.
Shy. Sweaty. Full of excitement and absolutely no rhythm.

He unzipped.
Showed her with pride what he thought was power.

It was small.
Soft.
Unimpressive.

She nodded. Smiled.
Lied.

“It’s nice.”

That night, her hand slid down beneath her salwar as she imagined something bigger.
Thicker.
A cock that could fill her.
Make her forget her name.
Make her beg.



College brought distance.
Freedom.
A hostel full of girls who whispered things after lights-out.

She learned that coming wasn’t shameful.
That thighs were meant to open.
That kissing could feel like possession.

Her classmate Rhea taught her how to suck on a popsicle like it was more than sugar.

Showed her porn once—
And Anaya stared. Eyes wide.
One woman.
Two men.
So much noise.

She didn’t look away.



Her first fuck was messy.

A college friend with big talk and no patience.
He fingered her too fast.
Unzipped and slid in before she was ready.

She bled.
He moaned.

She faked it.
He smiled.

She went back to her room and came alone—fingers deep, imagining someone who cared if she actually came.



Marriage happened.

Arranged, of course.
Nice boy. Respectable family.
Good package. Better manners.

They had sex like polite strangers.

Once a week.
Lights off.
Sheets always tucked after.

He kissed her forehead after.
Asked her “was it good?” every time.

She smiled.
Lied again.

Inside, she was starving.



Then came the tutor.

Private GMAT prep.
Sharp voice. Older. Married.

But his hands?

Commanding.
His gaze?

Hungry.

One day, he touched her wrist a little too long.
The next, he whispered filth during a vocabulary quiz.

She stayed late.
Sat on his lap.
Took him in her mouth under his desk.

His cock was glorious.
Veined. Heavy. Perfectly thick.
He trained her tongue like it was a privilege.

When he fucked her, it was slow. Deep. Devastating.

And for a while?

She imagined marrying him.

Until she realized:
She wasn’t meant to belong to just one man.



They ended without drama.

She booked a solo trip to Goa.

Found a man at a beach shack bar.

He didn’t ask.
Didn’t promise.

He just said:

“You look like you want to forget someone.”

They didn’t make love.

He wrecked her.

Fucked her on a balcony chair, cock huge and cruel.
Pressed her throat while he thrusted so deep she saw stars.
Came inside her and didn’t even say goodbye.

It was the first time she laughed after coming.



Then, an office fling.

Younger. Loud. Eager.

He ate her like he was being graded on it.

She let him call her goddess.

Then ghosted him.

She wanted more.



And then came Kabir.

Broad. Polished. Wicked.

He fucked her the way others only imagined:
On countertops. Against elevators.
While she wore his kurta and nothing underneath.

He let her cheat.
Let her confess.

He forgave.

But she never asked for it.



Now?

She is Anaya Kapoor.

No longer soft.
No longer sorry.

She knows the difference between penetration and devotion.
Between attention and worship.

And every cock that’s ever been inside her?

Didn’t just enter.
They were allowed.
And they never forgot it.



When the villa invitation came—
An exclusive retreat. Healing through vulnerability.

She didn’t laugh.
She packed her lipstick.
And her favorite toy.

Because Anaya Kapoor wasn’t coming to find herself.

She already had.

Now she was coming to be remembered.




Epilogue
The Shape Her Body Still Holds

Mumbai pulsed beneath her.
Lights in soft chaos. The distant echo of horns. The low thrum of nightlife far below.

But in the hotel suite—
There was no time.
Only breath. And memory.

Anaya sat on the chaise by the window, wrapped in a robe she hadn’t tied, the fabric slipped entirely off one shoulder. Her legs were parted lazily, one knee bent, the other extended to the floor, her toes grazing the cool marble. Her wine had gone untouched.

She was already drunk.

On them.
On what she’d let inside.
On what her body now remembered better than her mind.



Her fingers rested against her stomach.

Then lower.

Tracing the outline of what still pulsed between her legs—not pain. Not need.

Echo.



Kabir, her husband.
The man who had once only loved her gently.
But in Udaipur, after watching another man bury his tongue in her heat and listening to her moan someone else’s name, he had changed.

He had taken her in the hallway, pushed her against the mirror, his cock hard, thick, pulsing with something primal. No more measured thrusts. No more marital rhythm.

He had taken her.

Her pussy had ached for hours after, not from pain—

From how deep he’d gone.
From how much of her he’d claimed.

She pressed two fingers inside now.
Her back arched slightly.

She was wet.
Hot.
Tight.



Dev had been a different story.
He had watched. Always watched.
But when she finally let him in—when she rode him, back arched, breasts swinging, sweat dripping from her nipples onto his chest—he had come undone like a man who had never been inside anything so real.

She had whispered to him.
Called him good.
Then left before he could ask what it meant.



Meera.

Soft. Scented. Bare.

Anaya’s thighs had trembled under her mouth. Her fingers, so gentle at first, had found the spot inside her that made her cry out, her whole body seizing with the kind of orgasm that shook slow, like a candle burning itself out.

Meera had kissed her thighs after.

And her tears.



She moaned now.

Quiet.

But sharp.

Her palm pressed to her clit. Slow circles.

Her hips rocked gently into her own touch.

The air smelled like rain and sex and skin.



Tara had devoured her.

Her moans had echoed off the carved walls. Tara’s hands had held her open like a gift she didn’t intend to give back.

Anaya had climaxed so hard her thighs had closed around Tara’s face, her cries muffled by silk and tongue and the kind of heat that made her see stars.

Her fingers moved faster now.



Sia had been silent when she touched her.
No questions. No anger. Just breath—warm against her thighs, trembling like restraint about to be lost.
She didn’t kiss Anaya with hunger.
She worshipped her.

Her tongue moved like memory—slow, reverent, unbearably soft.
And when Anaya came, she didn’t cry out.
She shuddered.
Back arched, thighs soaked, her hands fisting the sheets as Sia held her hips and drank every pulse of her climax like she was claiming something that had always been hers.

Arjun.
 

Short. Angry. Thicker than any of them.
Her cunt had opened for him—wet, aching, greedy with need around his thickness.
Then she pulled away.
He came helplessly, spurting across her belly and thighs with that sexy, broken male whimper that made it all the more delicious.
She hated how much that sound turned her on.
Hated how her body still throbbed to remember his arousal.

Hated—more than anything—how much she still wanted him.

And Rohan.

He hadn’t chased her.

He’d waited.
Silent. Watchful.
Until the night she crept into his room, no words, only skin.

He had kissed her like he’d memorized her in silence.

His cock was long. Slow. Impossibly deep.
He didn’t fuck.
He filled.

He held her gaze the entire time, whispering, “Don’t run now.”

And she hadn’t.

Not when she came around him.
Not when she sobbed against his throat after.

Anaya gasped.

Her fingers were soaked.
Her clit throbbing.

Her orgasm came like a slow flood—
rolling, clenching, spreading from her core out to her limbs.

Her toes curled.
Her mouth opened.
Her body shook.

And it didn’t end in a moan.

It ended in a smile.

Because this wasn’t just release.

It was remembrance.

Every name.
Every shape.
Every inch of her they’d touched.

Still inside her.
Still theirs.

And as she lay back, eyes closed, chest rising—

She whispered,

“He only ever loved me.
But they… they unmade me.”



Teaser – Velvet Agreements 2: House of Hunger

It always begins with the quiet ones.

Tara wasn’t expecting anything.

Not the delivery.
Not the box wrapped in dark velvet.
And certainly not the scent that rose when she opened it—jasmine, smoke, and salted skin.

Inside was only a card. Handwritten. Familiar.

You watched her come undone.
Now it’s your turn.

There’s a house.
It’s not in India.
It’s not safe.

Bring no partner. Bring no shame.
Just hunger.

She’ll be there.

No name.

But Tara’s fingers trembled.

Because she knew who she was.

And Tara wasn’t ready.

Which is exactly why she started packing.
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