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Chapter 1

Three to four weeks had passed since the incident between Raj and Priya. In those weeks, Priya hadn't called or messaged Raj even once. Her entire focus was now solely on her office and home. At the office, Sanjay Sir had soon entrusted her with more responsibilities, and she now had to coordinate with various vendors and people, which caused her self-confidence to grow day by day. Initially, she felt a bit nervous about how she would deal with people much older than herself, but over the last few days, that hesitation had begun to vanish, and she felt a surge of poise.

From Monday to Friday, the entire week would pass in a blur of hustle for Ajay and Priya. However, Kanchan’s presence had started providing Priya with significant relief. After the initial awkwardness, Priya had grown to like Kanchan. She efficiently handled all the chores in their absence—cleaning the house, doing the dishes, and even preparing dinner to leave in the fridge. For the first few days, Priya would check the house thoroughly upon returning to see if anything was missing, but gradually, she began to trust Kanchan. It felt so good to return from the office and not have to face a mountain of kitchen chores.

She became so preoccupied with home and work that she found no time to think about Raj. Nor did any message arrive from his side this time. Occasionally, Ajay would mention something about Raj, and though she would listen, she showed no real interest.

During these weeks, she crossed paths with Vijay Sir once or twice. But this time, she was well-prepared to face him and presented her reports flawlessly. Vijay Sir was also quite impressed by how quickly she had picked up the work. However, in the corporate world, being impressive often meant being rewarded with more work, which is exactly what happened to Priya. If she ever had to stay late at the office, either Khushi would drop her home or Ajay would come to pick her up. She and Khushi had developed a great rapport; their workload was now somewhat shared, and Priya had started considering her an equal.

Today was Saturday, and Priya had prepared breakfast for Ajay. They both always looked forward to Saturdays. There were so many household tasks to settle, and at the very least, they could sit down and enjoy breakfast at a leisurely pace. While eating, Priya was lost in various thoughts. Her mind suddenly drifted to their car; Ajay still used his bike to go to the office. She wondered why Ajay had even bought the car; it seemed like a total waste of money.

Priya: "Ajay… why don't you take the car to the office? It’s just downstairs gathering dust."

Ajay was busy watching TV while eating: "Hmmmm… you take it then..."

Priya: "Me? I don't even know how to drive."

Without shifting his attention from the screen, Ajay said: "Then learn… What's the problem with that?"

Priya: "Fine, you teach me then… it’s a holiday today anyway..."

Ajay: "No way… I won't be able to teach you. I’ll get too stressed out trying to instruct you."

Priya: "Then how will I learn? You bought the car for nothing if it’s not going to be used."

Ajay: "Learn from Raj, he was saying he’d teach you..."

A frown appeared on Priya's face. After everything that had happened, she had no desire to learn driving from Raj. "No… you teach me, please."

Ajay: "Why? Raj will teach you… he has more experience than me anyway..."

Priya searched for an excuse to avoid Raj. "No… where will he find the time? He’s busy anyway… don't bother him for this."

Ajay: "Hmm… he does stay busy. These days he’s hitting the gym a lot, looks like he’s determined to build a physique. Then just learn from some driving school."

Priya: "Where am I supposed to find one? That’s your job."

Ajay: "Fine, I’ll look for one when I have time."

Priya felt irritated by Ajay's total lack of interest in her request. "Fine, don't help me. I expected as much from you."

Ajay went back to his TV without responding. Priya knew very well that Ajay wouldn't look for anything for her. She finished breakfast and got busy with other chores. A little later, the doorbell rang; Kanchan had arrived for work. Priya opened the door, and they both went into the kitchen to start working.

Kanchan was washing the dishes while Priya prepared lunch. They chatted about random things. Kanchan was quite talkative; although they didn't meet every day, whenever they were together, the conversation flowed easily. Kanchan seemed to have news from all over the world, and her stories often made Priya laugh. Priya would joke along with her as well.

It suddenly occurred to Priya that Kanchan might know someone who could teach driving. "Kanchan… do you know anyone who can teach you how to drive a car?"

Kanchan: "Yes Ma’am, there are many people… do you want to learn?"

Priya: "Yes… but suggest someone trustworthy..."

Kanchan: "Who can you really trust these days, Ma’am? But he’ll teach you well..."

Priya: "Who?"

Kanchan: "Ishan, who else Ma’am..."

Priya: "He knows how to drive?"

Kanchan: "Yes Ma’am, he works as a driver whenever he isn't on duty here..."

Priya: "But will he have the time to teach?"

Kanchan said with a laugh: "He’ll definitely make time for you..."

Priya didn't quite catch the implication. "Why did you say he’d definitely make time for me?"

Kanchan smiled: "Ma’am… he’s always talking about you..."

Priya was stunned. Ishan talked about her, and to Kanchan of all people. Why? And what was the relationship between Kanchan and Ishan? Ishan had mentioned his wife was in the village. So were Kanchan and he… no, Kanchan was so beautiful and Ishan was so dark. But then again, she remembered how he had been asserting authority over Kanchan in front of her that day.

Priya: "What does he say about me? And anyway, what is your relationship with each other?"

Hearing so many questions, Kanchan looked at Priya. "Ma’am… let it be… I said it by mistake. I shouldn't have said anything."

Priya: "Oh come on… finish what you started. Tell me how you know Ishan."

Kanchan: "Ishan is a friend of my brother… we live close by..."

Priya: "Did he talk to your brother about me? What did he say?"

Kanchan: "Let it be, Madam… I don't spread gossip... why don't you just ask Ishan yourself?"

Priya: "Right… since when did that happen? And why would I ask Ishan about this… I’m asking you..."

Kanchan said a bit fearfully: "Ma’am… many people talk about you..."

Priya was surprised: "Who else talks about me?"

Kanchan laughed: "Ma’am, you really are very innocent… people are bound to talk about a gorgeous woman like you..."

Priya: "What is so 'gorgeous' about me...?"

Kanchan: "Ma’am… if you saw yourself through a man’s eyes, you’d understand… to people, you are no less than a film star."

Priya: "So Ishan said that about me?"

Kanchan suddenly became alert: "No, no Ma’am... he didn't say anything like that... he’s actually quite straightforward..."

Priya: "Right… as straightforward as you are..."

Kanchan burst out laughing: "Ha ha ha, no, no, he’s much more decent than me... it’s just that his temper is a bit short... he gets very angry with me..."

Priya: "Then I’d be scared to learn from him..."

Kanchan: "He won't get angry with you… This is done, I’ll go do the rest of the work..."

Kanchan went to sweep and mop, leaving Priya standing in the kitchen, wondering if people really talked about her and viewed her with such desire. The very thought made her feel strange. She had always known she was beautiful; in fact, she expected people to praise her beauty, as they always had. But she hadn't realized people were ogling her as if she were an object of lust. She looked down at her blouse and then touched her waist. Did people stare at her breasts or her bare midriff? Should she change her style of dress so people wouldn't stare? But then, Aditi had told her that people will always stare at beautiful women. So, let them stare. Thinking this, a faint, shy smile played on Priya's lips.

Kanchan left after finishing the housework. Priya couldn't decide whether to ask Ishan about the driving lessons or not. By midday, Ajay had fallen back asleep. Priya sat idly scrolling through her phone. She had received some messages, including an invitation from Khushi to join Instagram. Priya had a Facebook account but had never created one on Instagram or any other app. Besides, she didn't know anyone else who used it.

Priya clicked the invitation, which took her to the app store, and she downloaded Instagram. Upon logging in, she saw Khushi's photo. She was likely in a gym, and she had posted a selfie in revealing workout clothes. Priya was a bit shocked that Khushi had posted such a bold photo online for anyone to see. Her photos had numerous likes and comments.

Priya began reading the comments. Many people were calling her hot; some commented on her chest, and some went even further. There were comments from girls too, like "slay queen," "hottie," "babe," and more. Priya wondered how Khushi could be so comfortable posting such pictures. Priya liked the photo. She wondered if she should post her own photo on this app. No… who knows how people would comment; she wouldn't like it if someone made inappropriate remarks. Especially after what Kanchan had told her that morning about how people viewed her.

Priya glanced into the room and saw Ajay was still in a deep sleep. She realized how dependent she had become on him for everything. Perhaps she really should learn to drive... there was no harm in talking to Ishan. Priya looked down from the balcony; Ishan was on duty. She could go down now.

Priya put on her sandals and quietly slipped out of the house. She stood near the entrance of the building. People passing by were looking at her, which she was now starting to consciously notice. The sun was quite harsh outside. Priya thought that since she had already come down, there was no point in overthinking it. She wondered how Ishan managed his duty in such scorching heat. Had Kanchan told Ishan she wanted to learn driving? Priya stepped out of the shade toward Ishan.

Priya approached him and said, "Ishan… how are you?"

Ishan hadn't seen her coming and was startled by her voice. He looked her up and down; she looked stunning in her blue chikankari (dress) suit. "Madam… I am well… what brings you here?"

Priya: "I needed some help with something..."

Ishan: "If you needed something, you could have sent for me or messaged. I would have come up. Why did you come down in this heat?"

Priya: "No, it’s fine… it’s okay... you are standing in the sun too..."

Ishan: "Madam, I’ve already turned dark standing in the sun... why should you let your fair complexion be ruined?"

Priya laughed: "It won't happen, don't worry. Did Kanchan speak to you?"

Ishan's expression instantly turned angry. "Did she do something? Tell me... I’ll call that woman here right now..."

Priya quickly intervened: "No, no… calm down... she didn't do anything. She’s doing a great job."

Ishan's flushed face relaxed a bit. "Just let me know if you have any complaints about her..."

Priya: "Everything is fine. Kanchan mentioned you could teach driving..."

Ishan: "Yes, definitely... who wants to learn? You?"

Priya: "Yes, I want to learn... the car isn't being used at all right now, so I thought I’d learn myself..."

Joy was clearly visible on Ishan's face. "I will teach you perfectly... I’ve taught others before..."

Priya: "Really? That’s great... but I don't know how to drive at all, so please..."

Ishan: "Don't you worry... after learning from me, you’ll be able to drive anywhere in the world..."

Priya: "Thank you, Ishan... how much should I pay you for the lessons?"

Ishan: "Madam, what are you saying... I won't take money from you..."

Priya: "But you’ll be taking time out to teach me, so why won't you take money?"

Ishan said with a touch of sternness: "Madam, I will not take money... that is final."

Seeing his rising temper, Priya said: "Fine… don't take it... when can we start?"

Ishan: "That’s more like it. We can start whenever you say."

Priya: "Shall we start tomorrow morning?"

Ishan: "Yes, morning would be best... would 6:00 AM work for you?"

Priya thought about having to wake up at 6:00 AM on a Sunday.

Reading her face, Ishan said: "Madam, it gets crowded later and then my duty starts too... but I can handle that."

Priya: "No, it’s fine, I’ll be down by 6:00 AM tomorrow... and I’ll bring the car keys."

Ishan: "No Madam, don't learn on your car. It’s new; what if it gets a dent? I’ll bring the car I usually drive; practice your skills on that first."

Priya: "But whose car is it? What if something happens to it?"

Ishan: "Nothing will happen, don't worry at all... I’m just happy that I can be of some use to you... leave the rest to me."

Priya: "You’ve always been helpful to me."

Ishan: "My only prayer is that I can always be of service to you... by the way, may I say something, if you don't mind?"

Priya: "Yes, go ahead... why would I mind?"

Ishan: "Alright... I’ll say it... you look very beautiful in this suit... just like the women from my hometown... exactly like that."

Priya didn't know what to say, so she replied with a shy blush: "Thank you, Ishan... alright, I’ll head back now... see you tomorrow morning."

Ishan: "Yes Madam, you go... the sun is very strong."

Priya said goodbye to Ishan and returned home. On the way, she wondered whether she should tell Ajay that she was starting driving lessons. She wasn't sure what Ajay would think when he heard she was learning from Ishan. But then again, why tell him? He wouldn't even be awake at 6:00 AM. And it wasn't as if he had agreed to teach her himself. For now, she thought it might be better not to say anything; it would be a big surprise for Ajay one day when he saw her driving the car.


Chapter 2

The following Sunday morning, Priya woke up at 5:30 AM. The previous evening, she had told Ajay that she and Aditi were going downstairs for a morning jog, suggesting that if Ajay wanted to join, he could. Priya knew full well that Ajay was not one to crawl out of bed that early, and certainly not at the mention of Aditi’s name. Priya slipped into a loose-fitting t-shirt and tight leggings that hugged her curves, pulling on her running shoes. She had insisted Ajay buy her these shoes, claiming she would use them for daily jogging, though she had likely worn them only once before.

Priya splashed cold water on her face to chase away the remnants of sleep. Today, she was filled with a vibrant energy to start this new endeavor. It was a recurring pattern in her life; whenever a new project began, she found herself awake and ready long before the alarm. She craved a cup of tea, but she didn’t want to make any noise in the quiet morning kitchen. Stepping onto the balcony, she looked out at the world. The air was crisp and cool. The sun was just beginning to stir, leaving the world bathed in a deep, pre-dawn shadow. In about fifteen minutes, the first light would break.

Around 5:55 AM, Priya grabbed her phone and took the elevator down. Parked directly in front of the building entrance was Ishan, waiting beside a white car. The vehicle looked a bit aged, but Priya didn’t care; her only concern was learning to master the machine. Ishan was leaning against the hood, his posture relaxed. Priya walked toward him with a bright, welcoming smile.

Seeing her approach, Ishan’s face lit up with an undeniable glow. "Madam, you are perfectly on time… I was actually wondering if you might not have woken up..."

Priya replied playfully, "How could I not come? I gave you my word, didn't I?"

Ishan looked at her with admiration. "Truly… you are a woman of your word."

Priya asked, "So, do I start driving from right here?"

Ishan shook his head gently. "No, Madam. You mentioned you’ve never driven before. I think it’s best if we go to an open, empty field first. There’s one quite close by."

Priya agreed, "Yes, that sounds like a much better plan. Let’s go."

Priya climbed into the front passenger seat, her leggings stretching over her thighs as she settled in. Ishan took the driver’s seat and started the engine. As they moved, Priya glanced around the interior. The car smelled wonderful, as if someone had recently sprayed a fresh, masculine cologne. There were religious photos and a beaded garland hanging from the rearview mirror, indicating the owner's faith. Within minutes, Ishan reached a vast, open ground. By then, the morning light had started to spread, revealing only a few stray joggers in the distance. Ishan stopped the car and stepped out. Priya followed suit, walking around to the driver's side.

As Priya sat in the driver’s seat, Ishan stood by the open door, leaning in slightly. His eyes drifted downward toward her legs. Ostensibly, he was checking her foot placement, but in reality, his gaze was captivated by how the tight fabric of her leggings accentuated the fullness of her sexy thighs.

Regulating his breathing, he spoke, "Alright Madam, there are three pedals down there: the accelerator, the brake, and the clutch. Can you see them?"

Priya leaned forward, looking into the footwell, and touched each one with her right foot. The middle pedal was slightly larger than the others. She realized her feet weren’t quite reaching comfortably; she had to slide forward on the seat.

Ishan noticed her struggle. "No, no, don't strain yourself like that. Move the seat forward."

Priya looked at him blankly. "How do I move the seat forward?"

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson from embarrassment. Forget driving the car; she didn't even know the basic mechanics of seat adjustment. She hadn't spent much time in the driver's seat of any car in her life. Even in their own new car, she had only sat as a passenger a handful of times over the past month.

Ishan read her expression and gave a reassuring smile. "It’s no problem, Madam. I’ll explain everything to you. Everyone has to learn these things for the first time... there is a lever under your seat. Pull it up and slide yourself forward."

Priya reached under the seat, her fingers searching. She felt something and tried to push it down, but it wouldn't budge. She spent several seconds fumbling around blindly. Ishan watched her with patient intensity.

"Where do I push? I can't figure it out," Priya muttered, frustrated.

"Let me show you," Ishan said.

He leaned deep into the car. To reach the lever, he had to reach his hand between Priya’s parted legs. His arm brushed against her inner thighs, and for a split second, Priya gasped, startled by the sudden intimacy of the movement. She nearly jumped in her seat.

"Don't be scared, Madam. This is the rod right here. You have to pull it upward, not push it down."

Priya exhaled. "Oh, I see. I was trying to push it toward the floor."

Ishan placed his hand directly over hers on the lever, guiding her grip. With his other hand, he gave the back of the seat a firm shove forward. However, the seat slid forward much faster than expected. Priya’s chest was suddenly pressed firmly against the steering wheel, her breasts squashed against the hard rim. In the sudden movement, Ishan’s hand became momentarily wedged between her thighs.

Priya let out a soft, sharp cry. "Ouch! What did you do?"

She looked down at Ishan’s hand and then shot him a look of annoyance. Ishan looked panicked and quickly withdrew his hand, his skin dragging against the soft fabric covering her legs as he pulled away. "I’m so sorry, Madam… the seat just slid much further than I intended."

Seeing his genuine distress, Priya forced herself to calm down. "It’s okay… you were only trying to help. Should I move it back a little?"

Ishan breathed a sigh of relief. "Yes… try moving it back to a comfortable spot."

Now that she knew where the lever was, Priya adjusted the seat herself. As she found the perfect position, a triumphant smile broke across her face, as if she had just conquered a major obstacle. Ishan couldn't help but smile back, captivated by her joy. Priya spent a moment sliding the seat back and forth until her legs were perfectly positioned to reach the pedals.

"There, my feet reach perfectly now," she announced.

Ishan nodded. "Great. Now put on your seatbelt while I get on the other side."

Priya pulled the seatbelt across her body. As she clicked it into place, the strap ran directly between her breasts, defining their shape and making them appear even more prominent. Watching this from the passenger side, Ishan felt a sudden, heavy throb in his groin. His trousers felt increasingly tight.

Ishan placed a hand near the steering wheel. "This is the steering wheel. This is what directs the car."

Priya rolled her eyes playfully. "I’m not that stupid, Ishan. I know what the steering wheel does."

Ishan laughed heartily. "I never said you were stupid, Madam. I’m just being thorough. Now, this stick in the middle is the gear shift. This is what puts the car in motion."

Priya looked at the gear stick with genuine curiosity. "And what does it do exactly?"

Ishan explained, "This allows the car to move at different speeds. See the numbers written here? 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and R. Putting it into '1' makes it go forward, and 'R' makes it go backward."

As Ishan explained the mechanics of "putting the stick in," Priya felt a giggle bubbling up at the double entendre, though she bit her lip to keep a straight face.

"I understand," Priya said. "1 for forward and R for reverse."

Ishan nodded. "Exactly. Now, take the key and start the engine."

Just as Priya took the key from his hand, Ishan suddenly stopped her. "Wait, wait, Madam. This is your very first time, isn't it?"

Ishan raised his hands in a gesture of prayer. "Bismillah-ar-rahman-ar-rahim..."

Priya wasn't very familiar with the phrase and asked curiously, "What does that mean?"

Ishan replied, "Before starting any new work, we say this so that the work goes well and is blessed. I'm sure you have something similar in your culture."

Priya thought for a moment. "I’m not overly religious, but yes, before starting anything new, people often pray to Lord Ganesh or eat something sweet like ghee and sugar for good luck."

Ishan chuckled. "Well, I don't have any ghee or sugar here, and we can't do a full prayer right now. I think it would be good if you just started by saying Bismillah."

Priya hesitated for a second. She wasn't a devout follower of any particular path, but she had been raised to respect all faiths. She didn't see any harm in it, though she felt a bit self-conscious about mispronouncing the words. Looking at Ishan, she repeated softly, "Bismillah..."

Ishan held his hands out, showing her how to form a cup with her palms in prayer, gesturing for her to follow. He repeated the rest of the phrase for her: "ar-rahman ar-rahim."

Priya raised her hands as he showed her. "ar-rahman ar-rahim."

Ishan looked immensely pleased by her gesture. "Very good, Madam. Now you will surely be successful. Go ahead, start the car."

Priya tried to insert the key into the ignition where Ishan pointed, but it wouldn't go in. "It’s not going in... maybe this isn't the right key?"

Ishan leaned closer. "No, Madam, just try turning the key the other way. It will slide in. That’s the right hole... just push it in with a little bit of force."

Priya felt her heart racing. "Okay... I’ll try."

She flipped the key over and tried again. This time, it slid smoothly into the ignition.

Ishan instructed, "Now, press the clutch all the way down with your left foot... and turn the key."

Priya turned the key tentatively. The engine coughed to life for a split second but then died instantly. She looked at Ishan, worried.

"Turn it harder and hold it for a second, Madam," Ishan urged.

This time, Priya gave the key a firm twist. The engine roared to life. However, in her excitement, she jerked her foot off the clutch immediately. The car bucked violently and stalled.

Ishan guided her, "No, Madam... not like that. You have to move the gear into 1 first... then release the clutch very slowly... not all at once."

Priya felt a wave of overwhelm. The coordination of feet and hands seemed impossible. "No, Ishan, I don't think I can do this... let’s just go back home."

Ishan spoke firmly but kindly. "We’ve only just begun. Why are you giving up so soon? Don't be nervous. I will teach you very slowly. Put your hand here on the gear stick and start the car again."

Priya placed her hand on the gear stick. She pressed the clutch and turned the key again. Once the engine was running, Ishan placed his large, rough hand directly over hers on the gear stick. He guided her hand to move the lever into first gear. Then, he told her to slowly lift her foot. Priya tried to be careful, but again, she released it too fast, and the car stalled.

Ishan kept his hand over hers. "It’s okay. We will try again. This time, release the clutch even more slowly."

Priya repeated the process, focusing entirely on her left foot. As she eased the pressure, the car began to crawl forward. Priya looked at Ishan with a wide, ecstatic grin. However, she had forgotten to put her other hand on the steering wheel.

"Madam! Put your other hand on the wheel!" Ishan shouted over the engine.

"Right! Sorry!" Priya laughed, grabbing the steering wheel.

Ishan explained, "Now, if you turn this way, the car goes left. Turn that way, and it goes right."

Ishan placed his other hand on the steering wheel, helping her guide the car. His right hand was still firmly clasping her left hand on the gear stick. The car began to pick up a little speed.

After driving a short distance, he said, "Now, just hit the brakes."

Priya panicked. "Where is the brake?!"

Ishan spoke quickly, "The middle pedal, Madam! Press the clutch down first and then press the brake gently with your other foot."

Priya slammed both pedals down with all her might. The car screeched to a halt, jolting them both forward.

Ishan laughed. "It’s okay, Madam. We’ll just practice this for today. You’ll get the hang of it slowly."

Priya sighed. "It feels like it will take me years to learn this."

Ishan looked at her intensely. "It won't take years, Madam. And no matter how long it takes, I will make sure you learn."

Priya looked at him gratefully. "Thank you, Ishan. You really have so much patience with me."

Ishan replied with a smile, "It seems being with me is making your Urdu better too. Urdu sounds even more beautiful when you speak it."

Priya blushed and pulled her hand out from under his. "I don't know much..."

Seeing her cheeks turn a bright scarlet, Ishan felt a surge of happiness. "That’s okay, Madam. I’ll teach you that too."

They spent another hour practicing the basics of starting the car and driving in a straight line. Ishan checked his watch; it was nearly 7:30 AM.

"Madam, we should head back now. My duty shift is about to start. But if you want, we can stay longer..."

Priya checked the time as well. "Oh! It’s 7:30 already. Yes, Ajay will be waking up soon. Let’s hurry back."

Priya stopped the car, and they quickly swapped seats. Ishan drove efficiently back to the building and parked outside.

Priya said, "Thank you, Ishan. And please, don't mention the driving to Ajay. I haven't told him anything yet."

Ishan nodded solemnly. "Madam, what happens between us stays between us. You don't have to worry. I haven't told anyone about that other man either... though I haven't seen him around lately."

Priya’s expression clouded over. "No, he won't be coming here anymore. And if he ever does show up, call me immediately before letting him in."

Ishan had never liked Raj, and this news delighted him. It turned out to be a wonderful day. "Of course, Madam. From this day forward, he won't set foot in this building without your permission."

Priya said, "I have to go now. It’s hard to find time during the week, so I’ll see you next Saturday to continue."

Ishan replied, "No problem. Just let me know the night before. I will be at your service."

"Thank you again, Ishan. Truly."

Priya gave him a small, respectful bow of the head, a gesture she had seen in movies, and hurried inside. She felt a sense of accomplishment; she had finally started something for herself. She was impressed by Ishan’s patience. If she had been practicing with Ajay, he would have lost his temper and taken her home within five minutes. Since Ishan wasn't taking any money, she realized she would have to find another way to thank him. She found his way of speaking very charming; Kanchan was right—he was a decent man.

Meanwhile, Ishan watched her go, overwhelmed with joy. He had finally spent private time with his beloved Madam. Not only that, but he had held her soft, delicate hand in his rough palm. Her skin felt softer than rose petals. He rubbed his palm against his other hand, trying to preserve the sensation of her touch.

Back in the apartment, Priya found Ajay still asleep. She felt a rush of adrenaline and excitement. She stripped off her clothes in the bedroom and stepped into a steaming hot shower.

When she emerged, Ajay was finally awake. He watched her from the bed. "How was your jogging? You look like you went quite a distance."

Priya smiled. "No, we didn't go too far... but it was a lot of fun."

Ajay noted, "I can see that. Your face is glowing."

Priya said, "I’ll go make some tea quickly."

She hummed a tune as she worked in the kitchen. She felt invincible today. After breakfast, she handled the household chores with ease, but her inner excitement made her want to go out and celebrate. Her first salary had been credited, after all.

"Ajay... we haven't been out in so long. Shall we go out for dinner tonight?"

Ajay looked surprised. "Tonight? But I have office tomorrow."

Priya pleaded, "Please! We’ll come back early. Consider it a party for my first salary."

Ajay relented. "Alright, Madam. As you wish. Let’s head out around 7:00 and be back by 9:30."

"Yes! That’s perfect," Priya cheered.

That evening, Priya dressed up in a vibrant red suit that made her look breathtakingly beautiful. She took a quick selfie of herself in the mirror.

Ajay got ready, and they headed downstairs. Priya suggested, "Ajay... can we take the car today?"

Ajay hesitated. "The car? But the bike is so much faster in traffic."

Priya pouted. "What was the point of buying the car if we never use it?"

Ajay sighed. "Alright, fine... we’ll take the car."

Priya beamed. "Thank you so much, Ajay-ji!"

Ajay laughed. "What’s with you today? You seem exceptionally happy."

Priya just smiled mysteriously. "Can't I just be happy?"

They climbed into their WagonR and drove off. Ishan’s shift had ended, and he was nowhere to be seen. Priya watched Ajay’s driving intently, trying to memorize his movements. However, after a while, she got bored and started playing with her phone. She opened Instagram, the app she had downloaded the previous day. In her high spirits, she decided to post the selfie she had taken at home. It was a modest photo, so she saw no harm in it. Whispering "B**mill@h" under her breath—a phrase she couldn't seem to get out of her head since the morning—she hit the post.


Chapter 3

The traffic was heavy, and it took a while to reach the restaurant. Priya loved South Indian food and ordered a large dosa, while Ajay opted for noodles. The place was crowded, and service was slow. By the time they finished eating, it was already 9:30 PM. They hurried back to the car to head home.

While stopped at a red light, a motorcycle with two young men pulled up alongside them. Since the car windows were down, the men had a clear view of Priya. They began making lewd comments.

"Where are you headed so late, Madam?" one asked with a smirk.

The other added, "Hey brother... where did you find this piece of candy?"

The first one continued, "Madam, where did you get that red outfit? Why don't you come with us instead? We’ll show you a much better time than he can."

Priya felt a surge of rage. She looked at Ajay. "Aren't you going to say something to them?"

Ajay simply rolled up the windows. "There’s no point in getting into a fight with people like that, Priya. Just look straight ahead."

One of the men began knocking aggressively on Priya’s window. She glared at him. The man licked his lips slowly and made a vulgar gesture with his hands.

Priya couldn't contain herself. She rolled down her window and snapped, "Don't you know how to respect women? What if someone did this to your sister?"

The man on the back of the bike sneered. "My sister doesn't roam the streets like a whore at night. Come here, and I’ll show you exactly what I’ll do with your 'respect'..."

The light turned green, and Ajay accelerated away. The men on the bike stayed right on their tail, weaving through traffic to keep up.

Ajay grumbled, "Why did you have to provoke them? Now we have this mess to deal with."

He kept checking the rearview mirror. The men followed them all the way to their building complex. They didn't see the bike enter the gates, so they assumed the men had finally given up. Ajay parked the car, and they went up to their apartment in silence.

It wasn't the first time someone had made a passing comment at her, but tonight, Priya wasn't in the mood to endure it silently. Ajay was still annoyed with her for reacting, but he didn't say anything more. Priya began changing her clothes, preparing for bed.

As she picked up her phone, she noticed two or three missed calls from an unknown number. She had put her phone on silent during dinner and hadn't noticed. There was also a text message from the same number.

The message read: "My darling... I am coming to Lu*3k*0w this week for some work... I am desperate to see you... Call me. - Pratap."

Priya felt a cold shiver run down her spine. The message made her tremble. A few months ago, what Pratap had done to her at Pooja’s wedding was something she had tried to bury as a repressed nightmare. Just when everything in her life was starting to fall into place, why was this shadow returning to haunt her? She stared at the screen with wide, terrified eyes, completely at a loss for what to do.


Chapter 4

The next day at the office, Priya’s mind was still spinning around Pratap’s message. And why wouldn't it? The matter was incredibly serious. With great difficulty, she had managed to bury that horrific incident somewhere deep in her mind. Now, she felt that same familiar fear and depression creeping back toward her. Just thinking about Pratap made her entire body tremble. She did not want to let that lecherous old man touch her body ever again.

She had spent the entire previous night awake, agonizing over it. But no matter how much she thought, she couldn't see a way out. She had no idea how or why she had gotten trapped in this mess. She considered telling Ajay everything that had happened at the wedding. But then she felt that Ajay would neither understand nor accept the circumstances she was in back then. Should she talk to Reshma? No, she was the one who had entangled her in this disaster in the first place. Who else could help her? For a fleeting moment, Ishan’s name crossed her mind… but no, he was just a watchman, nothing more.

Priya sat lost in this confusion at her office desk when Khushi called out to her, "Where are you lost today, gorgeous? Your face looks a bit dull."

Bringing a forced smile to her face, Priya said, "Yeah, I just slept a bit late last night…"

Khushi winked at Priya and teased, "Oh ho... late-night sleeping… sounds fun…. I wonder when such romantic nights will come into my destiny."

Priya gave a soft, hollow laugh. "It wasn't a romantic night at all, I just couldn't fall asleep... And besides, there must be a line of guys behind you… just look at all the comments from admirers on that gym photo."

Khushi sighed. "Ugghhh..! Those are all useless. I am looking for the right guy, like the one you found…"

Priya began to wonder if Khushi had any idea what challenges were in her life. And for that matter, had she really found the "Right man"? Ajay was just okay in every respect… but then again, what more could a middle-class girl expect.

Khushi continued, "Wait a minute… if you saw that pic of mine, it means you joined Insta… did you post a pic too? Let me check…"

Khushi quickly grabbed her phone and checked Instagram; she soon found Priya’s account and her photo from the previous night. "Oh my god… what a hot and cute pic, babe! And look at all these likes and comments… wow…"

Priya hadn't opened Instagram again after posting the photo, so she was a bit surprised to hear this. She didn't even know anyone on the platform, so it felt strange that her photo would have likes or comments. Perhaps Khushi was exaggerating. But she had no desire to check Instagram right now.

Priya shrugged. "Hmmm… what difference does it make?"

"Why wouldn't it make a difference?" Khushi exclaimed. "People count their followers... the more followers, the more popular you are. Plus, think of how many people we can influence with our fashion choices. Anyway, people are going to like and follow you even more than me…"

Priya asked, "And why is that?"

Khushi looked at her intently. "You seriously don't know? You have that sexy, traditional firecracker vibe that pulls all kinds of people toward you. You’re like the girl next door, but a very, very hot one."

Priya laughed. "Ha ha ha… you’re too much… leave all that. Tell me, why does Sanjay Sir look so tense today?"

Khushi explained, "I told you, right? There’s an export trade show this Thursday with lots of foreigners attending… we’re participating too. Who knows, we might land a huge order."

Priya nodded. "Right… sorry, I forgot. Who all is going?"

Khushi replied, "Sanjay Sir and I are going, along with a couple of people from sales. The big boss will also stop by for a while. Do you want to come? It’s at the Hilton hotel nearby…"

Priya demurred. "No… what would I do there?"

Khushi nudged her. "Come on, it'll be a great break from the office, we’ll enjoy amazing food… and maybe meet some good-looking foreign guy?"

Priya laughed. "Then you should definitely go... to meet those foreigners…"

Khushi shrugged. "Fine, let me know if you change your mind."

Priya immersed herself in work again. Talking to Khushi had helped push Pratap out of her mind, if only for a few moments. She tried to focus on her tasks. She hoped that maybe Pratap wouldn't call or message her again. But she was dead wrong. Shortly after lunch, her phone began to ring with a call from that same unknown number. Trembling, Priya answered.

Priya whispered, "Hello…."

Pratap's voice boomed, "Where are you busy, my love? How many times do I have to call you?"

Priya stammered, "Hello sir… how are you…"

Pratap groaned, "Don't even ask… I am agonizing without you…."

Priya slowly stood up from her seat and walked into an empty meeting room. "What, sir?"

Pratap growled, "My c@ck is agonizing to see you… ever since it became yours, it doesn't like anyone else… it makes me lose face in front of everyone..."

Priya pleaded, "Sir… please, what are you saying…"

Pratap's voice turned husky. "When we meet, I’ll have you talk to it… you can explain things to it by taking it lovingly into your mouth…. Ahhhh... just thinking about you is making it turn rock hard…"

Priya argued, "Sir… I am not that type of girl... that was just a one-time thing, like what was discussed with Reshma-ji…"

Pratap snapped, "First of all, stop calling me 'sir'… call me Pratap-ji… and as for what 'type' of girl you are, you don't even know yourself yet…"

Priya tried again, "Pratap-ji… please understand me…"

Pratap threatened, "Listen, girl… I am speaking very calmly right now, you don't know my temper… I’m sending you an address. Come quietly on Thursday evening… we’ll have fun all night long..."

Priya panicked. "I won't be able to come, Pratap-ji.. what will I tell my husband?"

Pratap laughed mockingly. "I remember that pathetic mouse of a husband… why are you so afraid of him? And listen, wear a sexy saree.. we’ll celebrate our wedding night all over again… ahhhh...."

Priya went completely silent on the phone. There was no point in arguing with Pratap; it only seemed to fuel his anger.

Pratap asked, "What happened? Have you become shy? I love shy girls like you… though there is no one else quite like you… anyway, I’m hanging up now… and listen, I don't want any drama... otherwise, I’ll show up straight at your house and right in front of your husband..."

Pratap hung up, and Priya collapsed onto a chair in the meeting room. There was only darkness before her eyes, and she saw no way out of this swamp. A moment later, Sanjay Sir knocked on the door; he likely needed the room. Priya pulled herself together and stepped out.

Sanjay asked, "Were you in a meeting with a vendor?"

Priya looked down and murmured, "Ummm… yes sir…"

Sanjay noticed her distress. "What’s wrong? Did someone say something?"

Priya tried to fix her expression. "No, no sir… all good…"

Sanjay gave her a lingering look before entering the room and closing the door. Priya returned to her seat just as a message from Pratap arrived: Hotel Hilton, G0wT! N@g@9. Was this the same hotel Khushi had mentioned this morning? And Thursday… Oh god, Pratap was coming to the very same trade show her company was attending. This made things even worse.

The rest of the office day passed in a blur of anxiety. That evening, she took an auto home. Her confidence was shattered, and she was lost in her thoughts. At the building entrance, she didn't even notice Ishan standing there with a broad smile for her. Priya walked past him, ignoring him.

Ishan called out, "Madam... how are you?"

Ishan’s sweet voice snapped Priya out of her dark reverie. "Ishan… I’m fine…."

Ishan looked concerned. "What’s wrong? You’re walking past without even talking to me today… Did I make a mistake?"

Priya apologized, "No, no, sorry… I’m just a bit tired."

Ishan said, "Why are you saying sorry? You shouldn't work so hard… I’ve told you before… "

Priya sighed. "Yeah… I just feel a bit unwell…"

Ishan offered, "Go upstairs and rest. Should I call Kanchan to come over?"

Priya shook her head. "Why trouble her? She must have already finished cooking and left."

Ishan said softly, "What trouble? For you, I would do anything…."

A faint smile touched Priya’s tired face at his words. "I’ll let you know if I need anything... by the way, tell me… what if a man was harassing me?"

Ishan’s eyes turned red with fury. "Who is harassing you, Madam? Is it that boy who used to come here?"

Priya quickly backtracked. "No, no… I was just joking…"

Ishan’s blood seemed to boil. "It's no joke… just tell me once. Whoever he is, I will cut the bastard to pieces…."

Priya tried to calm him. "Ishan.. calm down… it's nothing like that… I really was just joking... I can joke with you, can't I?"

Ishan softened. "Yes, Madam... you can joke with me however you like... but if anyone is actually troubling you, tell me, and that man won't be spared..."

Priya nodded. "Definitely.. if anything ever happens, I’ll come to you... alright, I’m going now..."

Ishan said, "Khuda Hafiz..."

Priya replied, "Khuda Hafiz.."

Priya went up to her apartment, and soon Ajay returned from the office. They sat together for dinner. While eating, Priya thought that perhaps telling Ajay everything was the only way out; she saw no other solution. She decided to broach the subject slowly.

Priya said, "Ajay... listen.. I needed to talk about something..."

Ajay asked, "Yeah, go ahead... what is it?"

Priya hesitated. "Ummm.... look.... just listen calmly... don't get angry..."

Ajay prodded, "Just tell me... stop speaking in riddles..."

Priya blurted out, "A man is harassing me..."

Ajay replied flatly, "Okay... and?"

Priya was stunned. "Doesn't it matter to you if someone is bothering me?"

Ajay snapped, "I told you when you took the job, didn't I? People are like this here... but you never listen to me... even yesterday you got into a fight with those boys for no reason..."

Priya argued, "But...."

Ajay interrupted, "No 'buts'... understand this... this world is not safe for girls... I deal with many people and I see how they look at girls or talk about them. If you listen to me, just quit the job... and go to G*@li0* for a while.. Mom was missing you too. Is it someone at the office who is bothering you?"

Priya sighed. "No, it's no one at the office... and why should I quit? I got such a good job with great difficulty."

Ajay shrugged. "Fine... if you’re so smart, then solve your own problems..."

Priya was deeply disappointed by Ajay’s reaction. She didn't think he would ever understand. As for the world, Priya felt capable of dealing with it now. This was just a past mistake made in her naivety that had come back to punish her.

After dinner, they lay in bed. Ajay wanted to be intimate and placed his hand on Priya’s belly. But Priya was in no mood for anything with Ajay and pushed his hand away. Seeing her bad mood, Ajay turned over and went to sleep.


Chapter 5

Priya remained submerged in her thoughts. If she had to go to the hotel to meet Pratap on Thursday evening, what would she tell Ajay? And if Pratap kept her there all night... she didn't even have any sleeping pills this time. Then she thought, what if she went there early to meet Pratap and tried to explain and request him to leave her alone? But would he listen? She had to try... if nothing else worked, at the very most, she could take his c@ck in her mouth to calm him down and leave... Ewwwww.... the thought made Priya feel sick with disgust.

The next morning at the office, Priya went to Khushi. "Khushi... you were talking about that trade show yesterday... can I come along?"

Khushi looked surprised. "You want to go? You should have said so earlier... I gave the last ticket to someone in Production..."

Priya’s face fell. "Oh, I see... no problem..."

Khushi laughed. "Ha ha ha... I’ll arrange a ticket for you... you get worried so easily. But there’s a dress code for the event... you have to wear a saree..."

Priya was suddenly happy. "Thank you so much! Yeah, a saree is no problem... I have plenty of them..."

Khushi corrected her, "Not those... you have to wear one of the sarees the company exports... so we look like live models.. ha ha..."

Priya asked, "We export sarees too?"

Khushi replied, "Yeah, of course! Come on, I was just about to go choose a saree, come with me."

They went to a room that looked like a boutique store. It was beautifully decorated with many clothes hanging on racks; clients were often brought here to give them a feel of the Indian market. Priya had never been in this room before; she saw many different samples—sarees, kurtis, shirts, pants, and even lingerie. For Priya, it was like heaven—shopping for free. They began looking through the saree collection. They pulled out several but couldn't decide.

Khushi admitted, "I rarely ever wear a saree, so I don't have much of an idea... you must wear them regularly..."

Priya said, "Yeah, but it’s less frequent lately... I don't wear them to the office..."

Khushi pulled out a saree. "How about this one?"

Priya shook her head. "No... it’s too simple... look at this purple one... this is nice..."

Khushi's eyes widened at the purple saree. It was a designer piece with elegant work that gave it a very modern look. "Wow... this is pretty..."

Priya suggested, "You take that one... I’ll find something else for myself..."

Khushi agreed immediately. "Okay, since I’m taking this one... let me pick one for you..."

Priya looked at her; Khushi hadn't even offered to let her have the purple one. If she had, Priya would have certainly kept it. After some more searching, Khushi found a light pink silk saree that looked very stylish.

Khushi said, "Look at this... it will suit you perfectly..."

Priya agreed, "Yeah, it’s nice... but the blouse is sleeveless..."

Khushi pointed out, "All the blouses here are sleeveless... these are being sold abroad, Madam."

Priya wondered, "But will it even fit me..."

Khushi picked up the blouse to check the size. "The fitting..... yeah, it says here... 34C fitting.... what’s your size??"

Priya’s cheeks flushed red, and she whispered, "Ummm... yeah, I.... I wear 34C..."

Khushi smiled. "Then this was made for you... by the way, you have a perfect size.."

Priya blushed. "Thank you..."

Priya and Khushi took their sarees back to their desks. Later, Khushi brought Priya her pass for the trade show. There was a meeting in the afternoon to plan the event. Everyone’s roles were decided. Priya’s job was to handle inquiries at a booth and show samples. She would be paired with someone from the sales team. Sanjay Sir told everyone to arrive on time and look presentable.

Upon reaching home, Priya began preparing for the show. Normally, she would be incredibly excited about such an event, but with the sword of Pratap hanging over her head, how could she feel excited? Still, now that she had committed to going, she decided she would dress up properly. She tried on the saree, and it looked lovely on her. She looked like a doll in it. The blouse was a perfect fit, though just a bit loose at the shoulders, but there was no time to get it fixed.

The morning of the event finally arrived, and Priya began her transformation. This was the day she had been dreading with every fiber of her being. Her heart had been hammering against her ribs since the moment she opened her eyes, but she forced herself to maintain a facade of composure as she carefully applied her makeup and draped her attire. When she was finished, even Ajay stood frozen, his eyes raking over her in stunned silence.

She looked absolutely breathtaking in the expensive silk saree. The sleeveless blouse left her creamy, pale arms exposed, looking incredibly supple and provocative. A light touch of pink lipstick graced her pout, perfectly complementing the hue of her saree. Ajay’s gaze kept snapping back to her lips, as if her face were a target and her mouth the bullseye he desperately wanted to hit.

Ajay stepped close to her, his fingers lightly trailing up the smooth skin of her arm. "You’re going to cause a riot at that trade show today... you look devastating."

Priya shifted slightly, trying to maintain her distance. "Ajay... stay back a bit. You’ll wrinkle the silk."

"And what about my heart?" Ajay murmured, his voice thick with sudden desire. "It’s already twisting into knots just looking at you."

Priya continued to check her reflection in the mirror, adding the final touches to her hair. "Let it twist. You don't exactly stay up at night worrying about my heart, do you?"

"I’ll make up for every single one of your complaints tonight," Ajay promised, his eyes dark with intent.

Priya told a calculated lie, her voice steady despite her inner turmoil. "I might be quite late tonight. There’s a party after the show... I’ll keep you posted."

"Fine," Ajay relented. "Just let me know when you're done, and I’ll come to pick you up."

"Please drop me off in the car today," Priya requested. "I can't arrive at the Hilton looking like this on the back of a bike."

"Your wish is my command, my queen," Ajay replied with a smirk.

Ajay dropped her at the entrance of the Hilton before heading off to his own office. Priya stepped into the luxurious hotel, her nerves buzzing. The event was held in a massive, high-ceilinged hall filled with elaborate booths. She arrived right on time and quickly located her company’s display. As she walked through the aisles, she felt as though every pair of eyes in the room was glued to her curves. At the booth, Khushi was already waiting, looking striking in her purple designer saree.

Khushi's eyes widened as Priya approached. "Wow... Ms. Hottie... you look absolutely phenomenal!"

Khushi hadn't exactly lowered her voice, and Priya was certain several nearby exhibitors had overheard the exclamation. While this kind of playful banter was common in the privacy of their office, being the center of attention in such a public space made Priya’s skin flush with heat. "Khushi... keep your voice down! You look amazing yourself."

"I just look 'good,'" Khushi countered, waving a hand dismissively. "You, on the other hand, are mind-blowing. People are literally staring."

"Stop it," Priya laughed softly. "You look stunning. Who draped your saree? It’s draped to perfection."

"My mom did it," Khushi said, doing a little celebratory twirl. "It turned out okay, right?"

"It’s amazing... just like you."

Their conversation was abruptly cut short as Sanjay interjected, his voice sharp with professional stress. "Are you two here to discuss fashion or work? Get focused. You need to know exactly what the plan is for the opening hour."

Soon after, the doors opened and the crowd began to pour in. Priya and Abhishek, a colleague from the sales department, took their positions at the booth, showcasing samples and answering technical queries. Khushi and Sanjay moved through the hall, meeting key clients and scouting the competitors' displays.

It quickly became apparent that Priya’s booth was the most popular attraction in the room. Men seemed drawn to her like moths to a flame. For a few brief hours, Priya managed to suppress her mounting dread, flashing sweet, professional smiles as she demonstrated the products. She was, quite literally, a living, breathing model for the company’s craftsmanship.

A massive number of attendees showed interest in their catalog, though it was hard to tell how many were genuine buyers and how many were simply looking for an excuse to stand close to Priya. Nevertheless, she and Abhishek collected a significant stack of business cards. Visitors had flown in from all over the globe—America, England, Germany, Japan, and China. Priya was genuinely surprised to learn there was a high demand for traditional Indian textiles in Japan.

Currently, two men from the USA were standing at the counter, one Caucasian and one African American. Priya had only ever seen someone with such dark skin on television. She found herself grateful for her English-medium education as she navigated the conversation. Both men towered over her, their height making her feel small and delicate.

"So yes," Priya explained, her voice melodic. "We can customize the weave according to your specific needs."

"That’s impressive," the Caucasian man noted, his eyes wandering toward her neckline. "Very impressive. Your products are high quality."

The other man added, "It’s good to see a company that prioritizes the customer's vision. Tell me, does your company also sell what you’re wearing right now?"

Priya struggled slightly with their heavy accents, but she kept a polite, practiced smile on her face. Abhishek was currently occupied with another group of buyers on the other side of the display.

"Yes," Priya replied. "We manufacture and sell all types of finished garments."

The man leaned in a bit closer, his voice dropping an octave. "Even undergarments?"

"Yes, everything," Priya said, trying to maintain her professional poise. "We have some samples right here..."

The man picked up a sample of a lacy bra from the display. As he spoke, his fingers began to slowly knead and stroke the fabric while his eyes remained fixed on Priya’s chest. Watching the suggestive way he handled the garment, Priya realized that perhaps men were the same lecherous creatures regardless of their nationality. She looked around desperately for a distraction and saw Khushi approaching.

Khushi leaned in and whispered into Priya’s ear with a mischievous grin, "Looks like you’ve graduated from 'Desi Firecracker' to 'International Seductress.' These guys are practically drooling."

Priya hissed back through clenched teeth, her smile never wavering for the clients. "Please, get me away from them! They’ve been hovering here for twenty minutes and won't take the hint."

Khushi stepped in smoothly, engaging the men with talk of fabric durability, thread counts, and the company’s manufacturing history. After a few minutes, the men left their contact details and moved on to the next booth.

Priya let out a long, shaky breath. "Thank god. I thought they’d never leave."

Khushi chuckled. "Babe, if they get too creepy, just start drowning them in boring technical details. Why don't you take your lunch break now? I’ll cover the booth. There’s a buffet in the ballroom across the hall—I heard the spread is incredible."

Priya nodded gratefully and headed toward the dining area. She had just reached the entrance of the lunchroom when her phone vibrated with a message notification. She pulled it out and felt her blood turn to ice.

It was a photo of her. It had been taken just moments ago, showing her working at the booth, leaning over a sample.

Underneath the photo was a caption: “My beautiful bride has dressed up so exquisitely just for me.”

The message was from Pratap’s number. Priya froze in her tracks, her breath hitching in her throat. Her head snapped up as she scanned the crowded dining hall. Across the room, standing by a pillar, she saw him.

Pratap was watching her. He wore a vile, triumphant smirk that made her skin crawl. As their eyes met, Priya felt her heart drop into the pit of her stomach, the sheer weight of her terror threatening to pull her under.




Chapter 6

Pratap stood before Priya like a literal demon. The mere sight of him caused her appetite to vanish instantly. He walked slowly toward her from the other side of the hall, his belly bulging prominently beneath his suit jacket. Even more repulsive was that filthy smirk—one Priya hadn't been able to tolerate then, and certainly couldn't tolerate now.

Stopping directly in front of her, Pratap purred, "I came here to eat, but it looks like the real feast has just been served."

As he spoke, he reached out and clamped his hand firmly around Priya’s wrist.

Priya tried to pull her hand away, whispering urgently, "Pratap-ji..."

Ignoring her plea, Pratap pressed his palm against hers, slowly sliding his thick fingers between hers to interlock them. "You dressed up so much for me... I really appreciate it."

Priya glanced around frantically, terrified that someone she knew might see them. "Pratap-ji... there are so many people here... please let go of my hand."

"I finally have you in my grasp after all these days, why would I let go?" Pratap chuckled. "Besides, no one here would dare utter a word against me."

Priya’s small, fair hand seemed swallowed by his dark, rough grip. "Pratap-ji, I need to talk to you."

"We’ll talk this evening," Pratap dismissed. "You’ll speak and I’ll listen... and then for the rest of the night, I’ll speak and you’ll listen."

Priya was practically pleading with him now. "Please, I need to speak with you right now. I’m begging you."

Pratap laughed. "You’re so desperate that you can't even wait until evening? Fine. Follow me."

She followed him down to a small, secluded room on a lower level. Seeing the uniforms hanging there, Priya realized it was likely a storage room for the hotel staff.

Pratap placed a heavy hand on her shoulder. "Speak now, my love. What was so urgent?"

"Look, Pratap-ji, please, I’m making a request..."

Pratap ran his hand lightly over her hair, his eyes roving over her. "And what is this request of yours?"

Priya began reciting the lines she had rehearsed. "Please understand... I am married, and my husband knows nothing about any of that..."

"I see," Pratap interrupted. "If the husband is the problem, I can solve that for you. Don't worry about him... then you can belong only to me."

Frustration began to bubble up inside Priya. "No, how can... you could have any girl you want, why are you obsessed with me?"

Pratap chuckled darkly. "I haven't even started being 'obsessed' yet... that part is still to come."

He hooked a finger under the strap of her blouse and then dug two fingers into her bra, pulling it back with sudden force. He snapped the strap, letting it whip back against her pale shoulder with a sharp sting. An involuntary "Ouch!" escaped Priya's lips.

"These tiny blouses look so good on you," Pratap remarked, "especially with your round breasts strained against the fabric."

He made a circular motion with his hands, gesturing toward her chest. Priya recoiled, her face etched with deep discomfort.

Pratap seemed to take immense pleasure in her distress. "Fine, I’ll let you go..."

Priya’s eyes lit up with sudden hope. "Really? Thank you, Pratap-ji, thank you!"

"Listen first," Pratap cut her off. "You can go... but before you do, what are you willing to do for me?"

Priya looked into his eyes and saw no mercy. He wasn't going to let her off easily. "What do you want me to do?"

He traced a finger over her lower lip. "You know exactly what I like..."

Priya understood him perfectly; she wasn't that naive. She had spent the last four days wondering how far she would have to go to get rid of him.

"Are you... talking about that?" she whispered.

"Perhaps," Pratap replied. "But I want to hear it from your mouth."

"You want me to... your... that..."

"No, no, not like that," Pratap commanded. "Say it as if you are begging for my permission to do it. As if you truly desire it. Say it quickly, or I won't let you leave."

Priya hesitated, her gaze fixed on the floor as she whispered, "Can I... can I... your... if you want... Su3k..."

"What?" Pratap shouted. "I can't understand you. Speak clearly, and say it in Hindi—I don't understand this English. And look at me while you say it. If you don't, I’m not letting you go."

Priya forced her eyes upward to meet his. "Can I... can I... Su3k your c@ck?"

She was dying of shame. The bastard had forced those words out of her. Suddenly, Pratap reached out and squeezed her lips hard between his fingers. Terrified, Priya reached up to grab his hand, wondering if he was about to force himself into her mouth right then and there. But Pratap grabbed her other hand and twisted it behind her back.

"Ahhh... ouch... let go of my hand!"

"That’s exactly how I want it," Pratap growled. "I want you always begging for my c@ck in your mouth. I explained this to you on the phone, but it seems you don't learn. Looking at that pathetic husband of yours, I doubt he can satisfy you. You need a strong man who can handle a woman like you. And I am that man. Do you understand?"

Priya couldn't speak with her lips pinned; she could only stare at him with wide, frightened eyes. Finally, Pratap released his grip. Her lips were still trembling from the pain.

"Look, I don't want to be so ruthless with you... just come to my room this evening and we can talk peacefully. We’ll find a solution for your husband too."

He patted her cheek mockingly. "Go now, I have work to do, or I would have made you fulfill that request right now. Come to Room 415 this evening. If you don't show up, I’ll go straight to your house and handle this in front of your husband."

He gave her a slight shove and walked out of the room. Priya stood there, sobbing quietly, lost in despair. Maybe Ajay was right—she should quit this job and go back to G*@li0*. Or maybe she should just go back to her parents' home. A knock at the door startled her, and a waiter peered in.

"Oh, sorry ma'am... but you shouldn't be in here..."

"Sorry," Priya said, her voice thick. "I was just making a call. Can you give me two minutes, please?"

"Sure, ma'am. Are you alright?"

Wiping her tears, she lied, "Yes, I’m fine. It was just a call from home, I got a bit emotional."

She didn't know why she was bothering to explain herself to a waiter. He closed the door and waited outside. Priya adjusted her bra strap, wiped her face, and stepped out. Somehow, she made it back to the company booth, where Vijay and Khushi were talking to customers.

"Priya!" Khushi exclaimed. "Where did you disappear to? I sent Abhishek for lunch too, but he said you weren't even there."

"Yeah, sorry... I had to use the restroom..."

"Does the restroom take that long?" Khushi asked, looking closer. "Are you okay? Your eyes are all red."

"Sorry," Priya murmured. "I’m on my period... I get a bit emotional during this time."

"Oh, I’m so sorry, you should have told me," Khushi said sympathetically. "Okay, I’m going for lunch now. You handle the booth with my brother. Is that okay?"

Priya nodded and watched Khushi walk away. She turned to find Vijay, who had just finished with a customer.

He turned toward her, his tone energetic as usual. "Hello, Ms. Priya. I heard you were the main reason so many customers were attracted to our booth today."

Priya gave a blunt response. "No, sir. They were just coming to see the products."

For a second, she felt as though Vijay was trying to read her face intently. She did her best to mask her emotions.

"If you say so," Vijay replied. "But we have a long list of potential clients. We’ll start calling them next week. Hopefully, we will convert a few."

Priya said softly, "I don't know about next week, sir... if I’ll even be with the company."

Vijay took her comment lightly. "Oh? What happened? Quitting so soon?"

"Yes, I think this job is not for me."

"What happened? Has the Queen of Jh**&* given up the fight?"

Priya glared at him. "I am not the Queen of Jh**&*, please don't call me that."

Vijay gave a small smile. "Okay, chill... relax."


Chapter 7

They spent the next hour attending to a few more customers. Gradually, the crowd thinned out as everyone gathered in another hall for the closing speeches. After Abhishek returned, Vijay left, and soon Sanjay arrived to tell the remaining two to join the assembly. No one else was coming to the booth anyway.

Priya arrived and saw Vijay and Khushi sitting in the front row. Khushi looked so happy, and why wouldn't she be? Her life wasn't plagued by problems like Priya's. She was a smart, independent, confident, and beautiful woman whom no one could harass so easily. For the first time, Priya felt a pang of envy toward Khushi's life.

After the speeches, the company owners went up on stage for photos. Vijay was there, and Priya could clearly see Pratap as well. Shortly after, the show concluded.

As Pratap descended from the stage, he walked straight past Priya and whispered in her ear, "Come upstairs in 15 or 20 minutes."

Priya stood there, paralyzed. What should she do? If she went to his room, she might not get out all night. If she didn't go, the consequences could be catastrophic. Regardless, she had to call Ajay and tell him she would be late. But how late? She didn't even know.

She dialed Ajay’s number. "Hello... Ajay..."

"Hey Priya... how was the trade show?"

"It was fine. Listen... I told you I might be late... I’m calling to tell you that’s the case."

"Okay... I’ll come to pick you up if it gets too late."

Priya’s voice trembled. "Listen... I don't know how late it will be."

"What’s wrong? Is everything okay?" Ajay asked, his voice sharpening. "Don't be too late, just leave by 7 or 8."

Priya went silent. What could she possibly say to him?

"Say something!" Ajay snapped. "What time should I pick you up?"

"I’ll find my own way home..."

Ajay’s temper flared. "Fine! Do whatever you want! That’s all you ever have in mind anyway."

"Ajay, listen to me..."

But Ajay had already hung up. For a brief moment during the call, Priya had felt like Ajay cared and she wanted to tell him everything, but his ego and anger had shut her down again. Though perhaps it wasn't entirely his fault; she hadn't been able to be honest with him either.

She checked her watch; it was nearly 6:00 PM. Khushi and the others were leaving.

"Come on, Priya," Khushi called out. "Abhishek is dropping us all off. Since I wore a saree, I didn't drive today."

"You go ahead," Priya said. "My husband is coming to get me."

"How long will he be? I can wait with you," Khushi offered. "Sanjay Sir and my brother are nowhere to be seen, probably at the drinks party. And you aren't feeling well."

"No, you go. Abhishek is waiting for you. Besides, I’m in a hotel, it’s not like someone is going to kidnap me."

Khushi teased, "You look so hot... What if some foreigner kidnaps you? Though if they do, I hope they take us both!"

Priya gave her a weak smile. "Just go... everything will be fine."

"Okay, bye! See you at the office tomorrow."

Priya watched Khushi leave with Abhishek. She wished she could have walked out with them, laughing and carefree. Her day would have ended so well. She wished she could have joined in their fun. But for her, a long, dark night lay ahead.

Yet, wasn't it in her hands to decide what happened tonight? Priya’s breathing quickened as she made a resolve. Whatever happened today, she wouldn't be weak. No matter the outcome, for her or for Pratap. She didn't know exactly what she would do, but she could no longer be the helpless victim.

After waiting a bit longer, Priya walked with trembling legs toward the elevator and pressed the button for the 4th floor. This was the second time she was staying in an expensive hotel, and each time, it was costing her dearly. The lift stopped on the 4th floor, and she stepped out into the hallway, searching for Room 415. Some rooms were closed, while others were open for cleaning.

From a short distance away, she heard sounds—like someone in pain. Priya reached the room where the noise was coming from. The door was wide open, and she couldn't stop herself from peering inside. On the carpet, a man sat completely naked. His face was brutally swollen, and fresh bruises covered his body. Someone had recently delivered a savage beating to this man. Priya looked again, unable to believe her eyes—it was Pratap. She checked the room number on the door; it was 415.

Out of basic humanity, Priya wanted to ask what had happened to him, even if he had never shown her any humanity. But her mouth hung open, and her voice wouldn't come out. Someone had done to Pratap exactly what she had wished for—perhaps even more. She had never seen someone beaten so badly in real life. Pratap’s eyes were barely open, and he was looking right at her as if trying to say something. Priya’s vision blurred at the sight. Suddenly, she heard footsteps nearby and turned her head.

A man grabbed her hand and pulled her back, forcing her away from the scene. Priya’s head was still turned toward the room, and she saw a waiter approaching from a distance—the same one who had seen her crying earlier. Then she looked up at the man pulling her and was stunned—it was Vijay. What was he doing here? Vijay dragged Priya toward the elevator and pressed the down button.

Priya wanted to say something, but her voice was gone. She expected Vijay to say something or ask questions, but he stood in stoic silence. She lowered her head in shame. Their shared silence was probably for the best; Priya would rather have been swallowed by the earth than try to explain anything to him. The short elevator ride felt like an eternity.

The lift reached the lobby, and Vijay walked off with steady strides. Priya followed him silently into the hotel restaurant. With a simple gesture from Vijay, the staff led them to a completely private dining area. Priya intended to refuse any food; she was in no state to eat. But without asking her, Vijay ordered a meal. Until the food arrived, she sat with her head bowed while Vijay typed something on his phone.

When the food arrived, Vijay served her plate and placed it gently in front of her. Priya hadn't eaten since morning and was ravenously hungry. Even at lunch, she had gone to talk to Pratap. After a moment of hesitation, she took a bite, then another, and soon she was eating rapidly.

After a few bites, Vijay spoke for the first time. "Priya, let’s go. I will drop you home."

Priya nodded and followed him back to the hotel entrance. A car pulled up, and Vijay opened the back door for her. She expected him to slide in next to her from the other side, but the driver got out instead. Vijay climbed into the driver's seat and began to drive. He turned on soft music and navigated through the crowded streets toward Priya’s home. She had no idea how he knew where she lived.

Inside the car, the image of Pratap’s mangled face haunted Priya’s mind. But as they neared her home, she began to feel more grounded. No words were exchanged over the music. When the car reached the gate of her building, Priya sat still for a few seconds, as if she didn't have the strength to walk the final steps to her door.

Vijay broke the silence. "I will see you next week... we will need everyone there. I’ll tell Sanjay you won't be coming to the office tomorrow. Goodnight."

"Thank you, sir. Goodnight," Priya replied.

She wanted to say more, but she simply stepped out of the car. Finally, a small smile touched her lips. She could never have dreamed that things would end this way. When she had lost all hope, this miracle had somehow occurred. As she walked away from the car, she felt a sense of relief. With a smile, she entered the building to find Ishan standing there.

Priya greeted him with a smile. "How are you, Ishan?"

Ishan beamed at her. "I’m well, Madam! You look very beautiful today, and happy too."

"Yes, I feel as if a heavy burden has been lifted from my shoulders."

"That is very good news," Ishan noted. "Was that a new car that dropped you off?"

"Yes, that was my boss..."

"I see... then you did well to sit in the back seat. While a woman should ideally travel with her husband, this is a good way to maintain your modesty... so that you can keep your dignity."

Priya found his remark a bit odd, but she knew he meant well. "Yes, he is a very good person..."

"That is good to hear. May God be with you."

"Thank you, Ishan. I’m going up now."

Feeling lighthearted, Priya headed toward her apartment. She unlocked the door only to find Ajay sitting in the drawing room, his face dark with anger. So much had happened that she hadn't been able to call or message him. She checked the time—it was 9:00 PM. She didn't want any more drama tonight, but it seemed fate had other plans.

For the first time in what felt like forever, Priya was home alone. There was no office today, and Ajay was out of the house. It was a relief that Ajay wasn't there, as they had been embroiled in a massive argument the night before. In his anger, Ajay had said things that cut deep. Priya had tried her best to remain calm, partly because she lacked the energy to fight and partly because she couldn't possibly explain everything to him. Still, even she had snapped and let a few sharp words fly.


Chapter 8

The resentment from the night had not dissipated by morning. Ajay had stormed out of the house without eating breakfast or taking his lunch. In a way, Priya knew Ajay was right to be upset from his perspective, but she felt she wasn't in the wrong either. He had been shouting at her without true cause. Regardless, he wouldn't be back until evening, and Priya could finally enjoy a few hours of peace on her day off.

Of all the things said during their spat, the one that stung the most was Ajay’s comment that she had started dressing up "too much" for the office lately. He hadn't finished his sentence, but she understood his implication perfectly. In her fury, Priya had retaliated by accusing him of ogling other women, specifically their maid, Kanchan. That had sent his temper through the roof. Now that she was sitting in the quiet of her home, she realized it was wrong of her to say that. Ajay was generally a decent man, even if she had caught him glancing at Kanchan a few times. But then again, Kanchan dressed in a way that would make any man look.

The events at the hotel from two days ago were, naturally, still swirling in her mind. Thinking back, she began to piece some of the fragments together, though much of it still remained a mystery. One thing was certain: if Vijay hadn't been there, she didn't know what would have happened. Like a hero in a movie, he had rescued her from Pratap. As she drifted into thought, she realized how little she actually knew about Vijay. She only knew he was a busy man managing his wife’s large-scale business, while this smaller venture was his own project—one he was desperate to see succeed.

Occasionally, she heard bits about his wife through Khushi. Khushi didn't seem to like her brother’s wife at all, having described her once or twice as snobbish and arrogant. However, Khushi never had anything but praise for her brother. Even though they were cousins, they shared a deep bond, and it was likely because of Vijay that Khushi was so successful yet remained completely down-to-earth. From what Priya had observed, Vijay treated everyone with respect and mingled easily. After that first reprimand in the office, he had never raised his voice at her again. In fact, she had started to appreciate his playful sense of humor. Yet, he expected the same level of hard work and dedication from others that he gave himself.

Khushi had sent a message earlier checking in on her, mentioning how much she missed their evening coffee and how empty the office felt without Priya. Based on the tone of the messages, it didn't seem like Vijay had told her anything about the incident. Knowing what she did with Vijay's character, she would have been genuinely shocked if he had gossiped about it.

As Priya sat lost in thought, she heard the sound of a key turning in the main door. The handle turned, and the door swung open. For a moment, Priya panicked—and so did Kanchan as she stepped inside. Kanchan looked even more startled than Priya. Priya had completely forgotten that it was Kanchan’s usual time to arrive.

Kanchan : "Ma'am, you are home today...?"

Priya : "Yes... I’m on leave today. What happened? You look like you’ve seen a ghost."

Kanchan glanced nervously behind her toward the hallway before looking back at Priya.

Kanchan : "No, nothing... I just got startled seeing you suddenly. I’ll get to work."

Priya : "What’s wrong? Is someone out there?"

Kanchan : "No, it’s just Ishan... I think he’s doing his rounds upstairs."

Priya found it strange that Ishan would be right outside her flat at this specific time. Had he come with Kanchan? Had they been using her home for their trysts? Were they doing things on her bed? The very thought made Priya’s blood boil. It had to be Kanchan’s doing; Ishan seemed like such a simple, honest man. How long had this been going on, and that too in her own home? Priya considered confronting Kanchan immediately, but she couldn't make such a heavy accusation without proof.

Kanchan retreated into the kitchen to work, while Priya sat on the sofa scrolling through her phone. After many days, she finally opened her Instagram app and found that Khushi was right. Her photo had over a hundred likes and numerous comments. Most were complimentary—"Gorgeous," "Beautiful," "So sweet," "Mind-blowing." However, some comments were inquisitive, and others used fire, heart, or even eggplant emojis. One comment, in particular, made her heart stop: “I’ve seen her somewhere in Lu*3k*0w.”

The moment she saw that, Priya slammed the app shut. She decided then and there that she wouldn't post any more photos. There was no telling who might recognize her, and she didn't want to invite unnecessary trouble.

A little while later, Kanchan finished her work and left. She was uncharacteristically quiet today, barely speaking a word. Priya wondered if Kanchan sensed she had almost been caught. Still, Priya wasn't entirely sure how to confirm her suspicions.

After Kanchan left, Priya finished a few household chores. She then remembered that tomorrow was Saturday, the day for her driving lesson. She sent a message to Ishan to remind him.

Priya : "Hello Ishan... can you teach me driving tomorrow morning?"

A short while later, Ishan replied.

Ishan : "Yes, Ma'am, I was about to ask you. Same time, 6:00 AM... is that okay for you?"

Priya : "Yes... see you tomorrow morning."

As evening approached and the time for Ajay’s return drew near, Priya’s anxiety intensified. She didn't know what mood he would be in or how he would speak to her. She had decided that if he said anything disrespectful today, she wouldn't stay silent. The events of the previous days had given her a newfound sense of courage.

However, contrary to her fears, Ajay arrived home very quietly. He took off his shoes, washed his hands, and sat on the sofa without a word. Priya was prepared for a fight, but not for this silence. After a moment, he pulled a small box of sweets from his bag and placed it on the table.

Priya couldn't hold back and asked, "Ajay... what are these sweets for?"

Ajay : "I got a promotion."

Priya : "What?! Wow... congratulations! That’s such wonderful news, but why are you saying it in such a low voice?"

Ajay : "I was coming to pick you up last night to share this news... but then you..."

Priya : "I am really sorry, truly. But let’s not bring up last night again. I am so happy for you... you’ve worked so hard for this promotion."

Priya threw her arms around him, and Ajay pulled her close, holding her tightly. They stood embraced for a long time. Ajay began kissing her and led her into the bedroom. As soon as they were on the bed, he started stripping off his clothes and hers. He moved over her, intending to enter her, but Priya placed a firm hand on his chest.

She wasn't ready for full intimacy yet.

Priya : "Ajay... please, let’s not have sex today. Let’s just cuddle like this."

A flash of disappointment crossed Ajay’s face. "It’s been so many days since we did anything..."

Priya : "I know... I’m sorry... but please, not today."

Ajay pulled her into his arms as they lay side by side. "Okay, fine... but... will you do one thing for me today?"

Priya : "What thing?"

Ajay gestured toward his groin. "Will you... take it in your mouth today? Please?"

Priya tried to pull her hand away, but Ajay caught it.

Priya : "No, Ajay... we’ve talked about this before. I don't like doing that."

Ajay : "Just today... please... just once... for me."

Priya : "Ajay..."

Ajay : "I deserve at least this much if you’re truly sorry. Think of it as my promotion gift."

He looked into her eyes with such pleading desperation that Priya began to waver. She wondered what men found so pleasurable about this act. But she reasoned that giving this pleasure to Ajay was far better than what Pratap had demanded of her. Perhaps this was her way of atoning for everything she had done behind Ajay’s back.

Priya : "Fine... but you’ve been out all day. Go and clean up there first."

Ajay couldn't believe his ears. "I’ll be back in one minute!"

He dashed to the bathroom, quickly scrubbing himself with soap and water. He hurried back to the bed before Priya could change her mind.

Ajay : "Okay, I’m clean... how should we do this?"

Priya : "Why are you asking me?! You’re the one who wanted this."

Ajay : "Right, sorry... how about I stand here by the head of the bed and you sit on the mattress to Su3k it?"

Priya : "Don't you feel any shame saying these things?"

Ajay : "Hey, you just asked me how to do it! And what’s there to be ashamed of now?"

Ajay stood at the head of the bed, his hardening length in his hand. Priya moved closer and sat before him. She had only done this once before, and she had hated it then. She looked up at him, silently asking what was next, though she wasn't so innocent that she didn't know the mechanics.

Ajay : "Move a little closer... and hold it."

Priya leaned forward and wrapped her fingers around him. He was still slightly damp from the water. His tip was only inches from her lips.

Ajay : "Now bring your lips close and take it in."

Priya leaned in and lightly brushed her lips against the head of his c@ck. As she did, Ajay let out a sharp, ragged breath. "Ahhhhhhhhhh."

Then, Priya opened her mouth and took the head inside. Ajay’s composure began to crumble instantly, his length twitching with the sensation.

Ajay : "Ahhhhhh... mmmmmmm... wowwwwww."

Seeing him so excited sparked a bit of fire in Priya. She took him deeper into her mouth. Ajay wasn't so large that it caused her discomfort. She began to Su3kle him, her saliva lubricating his skin until he was sliding effortlessly in and out of her mouth.

Ajay closed his eyes in pure bliss, his hand resting gently on the back of her head. Priya looked up at him as she continued, her mouth working rhythmically. Ajay looked as though she was draining the very blood from his veins; he was swaying, barely able to remain standing.

Ajay : "Oh god... no wonder men want this... you are truly amazing at this... ahhhhh."

Hearing his praise made Priya even more focused.

Ajay : "Ahhh... you said you’d never done this before... but wow... it’s like you’re an expert at this... mmmmmm... just a little more..."

The word "expert" hit Priya like a slap. She immediately pulled back, releasing him.

Priya : "What exactly are you trying to say? What do you mean by 'expert'?"

Ajay : "Ahhhhhhh... I didn't mean it in a bad way! I just meant you’re doing it so well... oh god... I’m coming..."

Ajay quickly pulled away and directed his release onto the floor. He gripped himself, breathing heavily as he finished.

Priya was relieved she had pulled away in time; otherwise, she would have been covered in it. Surprisingly, she hadn't found it as revolting as she did when Pratap had forced himself into her mouth. Ajay had been much more gentle. Still, she decided she wouldn't make this a habit, no matter how much he begged. She didn't want him getting the wrong ideas about her.

Priya felt a lingering heat in her own body now. Though she had initially refused, she now wanted Ajay to attend to her needs. But Ajay simply cleaned himself up in the bathroom and returned to bed. He pulled her into his arms, but his excitement had completely vanished. Soon, they were both fast asleep, naked and entwined. Both were exhausted from the previous night’s fighting, and Priya fell into the most peaceful sleep she’d had in days.

When Priya woke up the next morning, she found herself lying naked on top of Ajay. His morning wood was pressing against her stomach. She looked at him and thought that while he had been satisfied last night, she had been left wanting.


Chapter 9

Then she noticed the time. It was exactly 6:00 AM. She was going to be late for her driving lesson. She scrambled out of bed, dressed quickly, and ran downstairs. By the time she reached the gate, it was 6:20 AM. She feared Ishan might have left, as there were no messages on her phone. But there he was, parked right in front of the building.

Priya : "Sorry, Ishan, I’m late... I just didn't wake up on time."

Ishan : "It’s no problem, Ma'am. I knew you would come... I was just worried you might be angry with me."

Priya : "Why would I be angry with you? You’re helping me so much... giving up your time to teach me."

Ishan : "Time is the only thing I have to give, Ma'am. I have nothing else. Come, let’s go."

They drove to the nearby open ground. Priya practiced the basics she had learned previously before Ishan had her drive in large circles. Since she had experience with a scooter, steering the car wasn't too difficult. However, she still struggled with the coordination between the accelerator, brake, and clutch. She managed to reach second gear, though shifting smoothly remained a challenge.

After an hour, Priya pulled the car to the side.

Ishan : "Ma'am, you drove very well today. You are a very fast learner."

Priya : "Thank you, Ishan. I suppose I am... but I have a very good teacher."

A smile finally broke across Ishan’s face, which had been somewhat somber until then.

Ishan : "Thank you, Ma'am. You have a very kind heart to say that."

Priya : "What is it, Ishan? You seem very troubled today... and why did you ask if I was angry with you?"

Ishan : "Ma'am... I don't know how to say it."

Priya : "Just say it. What happened?"

Ishan : "Fine. There’s no point in hiding it from you now. Yesterday, when you were at home..."

Priya knew exactly what he was referring to. He was talking about Kanchan and the fact that she had caught them yesterday afternoon. She hadn't expected Ishan to bring it up himself, but she was glad he did. Maybe now she would get the truth.

Priya : "You were with Kanchan, weren't you? You weren't just doing your rounds."

Ishan couldn't meet her eyes. "I cannot lie to you... yes, I was with her."

Priya : "Have you two been in our flat before? What do you do in there?"

Ishan remained silent, looking like a criminal being interrogated. Kanchan had claimed he had a fierce temper, but here he was, sitting like a frightened kitten. His submissive behavior gave Priya more confidence to press him.

Priya : "Answer me! Does Kanchan bring you there?"

Ishan : "I can't put all the blame on her when I was a willing participant."

Priya : "So you and Kanchan do that there? Have you ever used our bed?"

The thought made Priya shudder, realizing she and Ajay had slept naked on that very bed last night.

Ishan : "No, no, Ma'am! Never on your bed. I forbade Kanchan from doing that... she just likes the thrill of being in your house."

Priya : "But you have a wife in your village... So why?"

Ishan : "Yes... but it’s been a long time since I’ve been home. And now, I cannot go back."

Priya : "Why? Why can't you go back to your village?"

Ishan : "That is a long story. I will tell you another time."

Priya : "And since your wife isn't here, you do this with Kanchan?"

Ishan : "Ma'am... sometimes the needs of the body drive a person to do things they shouldn't. Surely you can understand that."

Priya was stunned. Was he implying something about her?

Priya : "Don't try to turn this on me. What exactly are you trying to say about me?"

Ishan : "Ma'am, please forgive me! I will never enter your house again. I will tell that wretched Kanchan as well."

Priya : "No! Let me speak to Kanchan first. You will not say a word to her, do you understand?"

Ishan : "As you wish... I won't say anything."

Priya : "This stays between us for now. I don't want Kanchan to quit or for you to lose your job. But I must speak with her. She shouldn't have lied to me."

Ishan : "Thank you so much, Ma'am."

Priya : "And we will continue these lessons tomorrow morning too. Okay? Now, let’s head back. It’s getting late."

They swapped seats, and Ishan drove back toward the building. Priya felt a secret surge of satisfaction. she had solved the mystery and gotten the truth out of Ishan so easily. He really was quite simple. She could understand the "needs of the body," but she was still annoyed they had chosen her home as their playground.


Returning home, Priya stepped into the shower, her mind racing with thoughts of how to confront Kanchan. Ishan had confessed his guilt so easily, but Priya knew Kanchan wasn't as straightforward; she wouldn't admit her mistake so readily. Furthermore, Ajay would be home, making it impossible to bring it up in front of him. Yet, if she didn't speak up today, another whole week would slip by.

When she stepped out of the bath, Ajay was lying on the bed with a wide, mischievous grin, watching her with a playful glint in his eyes. Priya entered the room and began getting ready.

Ajay : "So... how did you like last night?"

Priya : "What do you mean, how did I like it?"

Ajay : "You know exactly what I’m talking about... my... you know... in your mouth."

Priya wrinkled her nose in distaste. "It was disgusting."

Ajay : "Hey... what was so disgusting about it? I made sure I was clean... and looking at you last night, you didn't seem like you hated it."

Priya : "Don't start with all that again first thing in the morning. I’m never doing that again. Just forget about it."

Ajay approached from behind and wrapped his arms around her. "How can I just forget? Let’s do it one more time right now."

Priya : "Ajay, no! I’ve already showered. You go and take your bath now."

Ajay : "Fine, fine... so, what’s the plan for today?"

Priya : "Aditi is coming over for a while. She has some work with me."

The moment he heard Aditi's name, Ajay’s mood soured completely. "Why is she coming?"

Priya : "I never get to see her because of my office schedule... that’s why she’s coming today. If you want to sit and talk with us, you’re welcome to."

Ajay : "What would I even talk to her about?"

Priya : "You should thank her."

Ajay : "For what?"

Priya : "For what I did last night. She was the one who taught me."

Ajay : "Oh, I see... no wonder you were so—" He caught himself and stopped. "Ummm, actually, I think I’ll head out and take care of some errands today."

Priya knew exactly what he was doing; Ajay wouldn't stay in the house if Aditi was there. "Alright... as you wish."

Ajay : "Hmm... yeah... just message me when she leaves."

After bathing and eating breakfast, Ajay left the house. Priya had timed it perfectly, knowing he wouldn't return before evening. At least one problem was solved. Shortly after he left, Kanchan arrived for work. After a few minutes, Priya walked into the kitchen.

Priya : "Kanchan, I wanted to ask you something."

Kanchan : "Yes, sister... tell me."

Priya : "Are you married?"

Kanchan : "Sister, I told you before. I was married, but I left him."

Priya : "Why did you leave him?"

Kanchan was puzzled by Priya’s sudden curiosity. "Sister... My man wasn't good."

Priya : "What wasn't good about him?"

Kanchan laughed. "Sister, why so many questions today? Did something happen?"

Priya adopted a sad expression. "No, I just wanted to know why people separate. I just don't understand it."

Now Kanchan was fully alert. "What happened, sister? Is everything okay?"

Priya : "Everything is fine, I suppose."

Kanchan : "I didn't see the master at home today either... Did you two have a fight?"

Priya : "Hmm... no, nothing like that."

Kanchan : "You can tell me... if there's any trouble."

Priya : "Things just haven't been right between us lately."

Kanchan : "The master must have done some great deeds in his past life to get a beautiful wife like you. Does he hit you? Tell me, I have connections with security officers."

Priya : "No, no... nothing like that."

Kanchan : "Then what... oh, I see... does he have that problem? That’s why I left my man too."

Priya : "I see..."

Kanchan : "Yes... but don't worry. I know many remedies for that. Even with a wife like you, it’s a shame the master is in this state."

Priya felt a twinge of guilt for creating such an image of Ajay in Kanchan’s mind, but it was the only way she could think of to get Kanchan talking.

Priya : "Then why didn't you use those remedies on your man?"

Kanchan : "He was a lost cause... he was just..."

Priya : "And now Ishan performs well for you?"

Kanchan replied enthusiastically, "Yes, sister, he is very good at—"

Kanchan stopped mid-sentence, looking at Priya. She realized she had said too much.

Priya : "How long has this been going on between you and Ishan?"

Kanchan : "It’s been a few months, sister... how did you find out?"

Priya : "You brought him here yesterday."

Since the secret was out, Kanchan wasn't about to back down. "Sister... surely you understand... how important that is."

Priya : "But why here, in my house?"

A slight smile touched Kanchan’s lips. "Sister... for one, no one is home during the day. And second..."

Priya : "Second, what?"

Kanchan : "I don't know what it is, but when he does it here, he’s so full of passion... maybe it’s because your scent lingers in the house."

Priya : "What nonsense are you talking... stop saying such things."

Kanchan : "Forgive me, sister... but where else would we go? Our homes aren't like yours. And here, you are such good people that we don't feel afraid. We only do it right here outside the kitchen... we’ve never used your bed or the sofa."

Priya felt like Kanchan was about to narrate the entire graphic story. "Alright, alright... so what will you do now?"

Kanchan’s face fell. "Whatever you say... if you tell us not to, we won't do it here anymore. Though I don't know where else we’ll go... neither of us has anyone else."

Priya was torn. They weren't causing her any physical harm, yet the thought of it being found out was terrifying. What if Ajay came home early one day?

Priya couldn't believe the words coming out of her own mouth, but she felt that stopping two people who were in lust would be a sin. "Fine... but if you’re going to do it, ask me first."

Kanchan beamed. "Really, sister! You are truly wonderful. And don't you worry... I’ll find a cure for the master."

Priya : "This matter about the master must stay only between us. Don't tell anyone... not even Ishan."

Kanchan : "Sister... you can trust me."

Priya wondered just how much she could really trust Kanchan. She thought about telling her the truth—that there was no problem with Ajay—but then Kanchan might think she was a liar who manipulated her. Priya had already told two lies since morning; she found that lying was becoming unexpectedly easy for her.

Later, Kanchan left and Priya met with Aditi. They hadn't seen each other in a while, but Priya didn't share the recent dramatic events. She feared Aditi would give her more questionable advice, so she kept her secrets to herself. Eventually, she messaged Ajay that Aditi was gone and he could return.

By evening, Priya was feeling a restless fire within her. Ajay had gotten what he wanted the previous night but hadn't satisfied her in return. She had briefly considered asking him to go down on her, but since he had never done it, she couldn't bring herself to say it. After dinner, she put on a sexy night dress to set the mood for him.

The moment Ajay saw Priya in the tiny pink dress, he lost his mind. His frustration from the day vanished instantly. He pounced on her, kissing her passionately.

Priya : "Ouch... easy... what are you doing?"

Ajay : "You didn't wear this dress for me to be 'easy,' did you?"

He stripped the dress off her, kissing her neck and lips forcefully. His kisses on her naked skin only heightened her desperation. When Ajay finally entered her, a surge of electricity shot through her. It had been so long since she felt this connection. Priya wrapped her legs around him, pulling him close as they made love. Ajay thrust into her, and after a few intense moments, he reached his peak inside her.

Priya hadn't reached her climax, but she was grateful for the intimacy after so many days. She wished Ajay could have lasted just a bit longer so she could have felt fully satisfied. As they lay there, she started giggling, thinking about the lie she had told Kanchan about Ajay. She wondered what Kanchan would think of him now. If Ajay ever found out, he would kill her.

Soon, they fell asleep in each other's arms.


Chapter 10

Sunday morning was spent on more driving practice. With a bit more effort, Priya was now driving comfortably around the open ground. Shifting gears had become smoother. From what Ishan said, he planned to take her out on the actual road next week. The thought made her nervous but also excited. Neither of them brought up the house incident again, and perhaps it was better that way.

The rest of Sunday passed quietly, and eventually, Monday arrived. Priya felt like she hadn't been to the office in ages, though she had only been out since Wednesday. She felt a slight hesitation, wondering if people knew what had happened at the hotel that evening. Shaking off her nerves, she arrived at work.

The office was buzzing more than usual. Everyone was on time and gathering in the large meeting room.

Priya put her bag at her desk and asked Khushi, "What’s happening today?"

Khushi : "Good morning! My brother has called a morning meeting. Oh, I forgot you were out on Friday. Come on, let’s go."

Priya and Khushi headed to the meeting room. The room designed for twenty people was packed with forty, but people made space for them. Vijay stood at the front with Sanjay. These meetings happened every few months, but this was Priya’s first.

Vijay : "Sorry everyone for the early meeting, I have to head out right after this. First of all, great job everyone! Sales are climbing, and the designs and quality are top-notch."

Everyone broke into applause.

Vijay : "But the work isn't done yet. We had a great showing at the trade show. We secured over twenty-five client leads, all thanks to these two pretty ladies (he pointed toward Priya and Khushi)... and obviously Abhishek!"

Everyone laughed at Vijay’s joke.

Vijay : "Let’s convert those leads and grow this company. Sanjay will assign the clients to you, and I’m hopeful we’ll do great!"

The meeting ended with more clapping. As people headed back to their desks, Priya lingered in the room. Everyone left except Vijay, Sanjay, and Priya.

Sanjay and Vijay were talking when they noticed her.

Sanjay : "Priya, did you need something?"

Priya : "No, sir... well..."

Vijay : "Oh, right... I asked Priya to stay back. Sanjay, assigned the US clients to her. She’s the one who spoke with them at the show."

Priya : "Yes, sir."

Vijay : "Sanjay, you go ahead. I need to brief Priya on the clients."

Sanjay nodded and left the room. Once they were alone, Priya spoke up.

Priya : "Sir... about that evening... I couldn't properly thank you. I just wanted to say it now."

Vijay : "Which evening? For what?"

Priya was confused. He knew exactly what she meant.

Vijay : "Are you thanking me because I inspire you by calling you the Queen of Jh**&*?"

Priya : "No, sir, not for that..."

Vijay : "Oh, so I’m not allowed to call you the Queen of Jh**&* anymore?"

Priya : "You can, sir... (she paused) actually, it’s probably better if you don't. But you understand what I’m saying. I don't know what you must think of me, and I couldn't clarify anything that night."

Vijay : "Priya, don't overthink it. I don't think anything bad of you. I think you are a very good girl... you are a good girl, aren't you?"

Priya nodded.

Vijay : "Good. I’m late now, I have to go. But let’s land that client."

Priya : "Sure sir, I will."

Priya walked back to her seat with a smile. Khushi was waiting for her.

Khushi : "What happened? What took you so long?"

Priya : "Nothing... Vijay and Sanjay were just telling me about the clients."

Khushi : "I see... which clients are you working on?"

Priya : "I’ve been assigned the US clients."

Khushi : "Ooooh, I see... the 'Black and White' duo."

Priya was surprised; she hadn't realized who the US clients were yet. "Oh, those two..."

Khushi laughed. "Yes, ma'am, those two... the ones who were obsessed with you."

Priya : "I had to get those clients... they were a bit strange to look at."

Khushi : "Strange, or something else?"

Priya : "What do you mean?"

Khushi looked at Priya mischievously and whispered, "Looking at that black guy reminds me of certain videos..."

Priya stared at her. "You’ve lost your mind. You say the most random things... gross!"

Khushi : "Oh come on... be honest. You’ve never seen those videos? You didn't think of them when you saw him?"

Priya looked at her computer screen. "No, I’ve never seen them... and I don't want to."

Khushi : "Liar! Then why did you say 'gross'?"

They both started laughing.

Priya : "Actually, it’s a good thing I didn't come with you and Abhishek that evening."

Khushi : "What are you saying? Abhishek and me? Never."

Priya : "Stop it. I’ve seen how you look at him."

Khushi : "No babe, really. If something was happening, I’d tell you. But there is this cool guy at my gym..."

Priya : "Oh? What’s his name? You have to introduce me."

Khushi's cheeks flushed. "Not yet... but hopefully soon. By the way, I heard it’s your birthday next month?"

Priya had almost forgotten her birthday with everything going on. "Hmm... yeah, I think so."

Khushi : "What do you mean 'I think so'? We’re definitely celebrating. I’ll plan something."

Priya : "Fine... but bring that gym guy along."

Khushi : "No promises, it’s still early... but I’ll try."

Priya : "Let’s get to work now, or Sanjay will think we do nothing but talk."

Priya had one goal now: to finalize the order for that client for Vijay. She was ready to put in all her effort. Meanwhile, Ajay had become very busy with his new post as Assistant Branch Manager. The coming month was going to be hectic for both of them, leaving them even less time for each other. Neither of them had any idea how this would completely change their lives.


Chapter 11

Sitting at her office desk, Priya reflected on how the past month had flown by unnoticed. For weeks, she had been staying late, coordinating with the US-based client in hopes of securing a substantial purchase order. Most of her interactions were with their fair-skinned purchase manager, Danny, who was incredibly professional and detailed regarding his company's requirements. His clarity had made Priya’s job easier, and she had already dispatched several samples. However, the final approval rested with his boss—a tall, dark man named Mike. Priya hadn't been able to speak with him yet, which she found deeply frustrating. Whenever she discussed this with Vijay, he simply advised her to remain patient.

At home, Ajay’s schedule had become equally grueling. He was working six days a week, sometimes seven, often returning late into the night. Since the branch manager, Mr. Sharma, was on extended personal leave, the responsibility of the entire branch had unofficially fallen onto Ajay’s shoulders. Though he lacked experience in running a branch, he didn't want to squander this opportunity and was pushing himself to the limit. Even when he was home, he was usually buried in paperwork, leaving no time for Priya. Since she returned home exhausted herself, she found it hard to complain.

Priya’s driving had progressed slightly; she had begun driving on main roads, though the experience still terrified her. On a few Saturday mornings, she had been so drained that she cancelled the lessons entirely. Ishan, however, remained a dedicated teacher, ready whenever she called. Meanwhile, Kanchan hadn't approached Priya again to ask for permission to use the house, and Priya hadn't revisited the topic.

Today was Priya’s birthday, and she hadn't expected to spend it stuck at her desk. It was Friday, nearly 3:00 PM. Many of her colleagues had drifted away from their desks; even Khushi had been missing for a while. A wave of resentment washed over Priya as she wondered why she had to work on her birthday while everyone else seemed to be taking it easy. She had considered taking the day off, but since Ajay was busy at his office, she figured there was no point in sitting home alone. It was her first birthday after marriage, and her husband was too busy to be with her.

Her phone buzzed periodically with messages from relatives, but she had lost interest in responding. For the first time in weeks, she thought of Raj. He hadn't wished her either, but then again, he probably didn't even know it was her birthday.

A few moments later, Khushi came rushing toward Priya’s desk, looking flustered.

Khushi : "Priya! Something terrible has happened."

Priya : "What is it?"

Khushi : "Sanjay Sir has called us to the meeting room. Some sales files have been deleted... it looks like we might be here all night trying to fix it."

Priya was furious. Of all days, this had to happen on her birthday. She had dressed up beautifully, hoping for at least a small celebration, but instead, it was just more work. She questioned why she even stayed at a job that wouldn't let her rest for a single day.

Priya : "Ugh... seriously? Fine, let’s go see what happened."

As they walked toward the meeting room, Priya mentally prepared herself for Sanjay’s stern instructions, knowing he wouldn't care that it was her special day. However, when she pushed the door open, she was stunned. Fifteen people were already inside, and the room was beautifully decorated. A gorgeous cake sat in the center of the table.

The moment she entered, everyone burst into a chorus of "Happy Birthday." The surprise was complete. She scanned the room and saw Vijay and Sanjay among the crowd. Priya froze at the entrance, her frustration instantly melting away into a wide smile. Khushi nudged her from behind, ushering her into the room. Priya shot Khushi a look that said, "I know this was your doing."

Khushi handed Priya a knife and lit the candles, signaling for her to cut the cake.

The room sang loudly: "Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear Priya..."

Priya sliced the cake amidst the cheering. Khushi took the first piece and fed it to her, playfully smearing a bit of frosting on her cheek. Abhishek followed suit, dabbing more cake on her other cheek.

Vijay stepped forward with a piece of cake, silently asking for permission.

Vijay : "Priya... happy birthday. May I?"

Priya gave him a radiant smile. "Thank you, Sir! Yes, of course."

Vijay fed her a small bite, and Priya returned the gesture, feeding him a piece as well. She then turned to Sanjay, who was standing nearby.

Priya : "Sanjay Sir... here, you have some too."

She reached out to feed him, but he took the piece from her hand and ate it himself.

Vijay : "Priya... why are you in the office today? You should have taken a leave. Did Sanjay refuse your request?"

Priya : "No, Sir, nothing like that. I chose not to take the day off. My husband, Ajay, is very busy these days, so there was no point in staying home alone."

Vijay : "Ah, I see. I heard Mr. Ajay Sharma is quite the busy man now. Well, his loss is our gain."

Priya : "What do you mean, Sir?"

Vijay : "I mean, at least this way, you got to celebrate your birthday with us."

Priya looked at Khushi. "Khushi... you planned this whole surprise, didn't you?"

Khushi : "Who else? You know Sanjay Sir wouldn't do it."

Priya : "And that whole act about the deleted files... you’re a very good actress."

Khushi laughed. "Ha ha, maybe I should move to Bollywood."

Priya : "Thank you so much! You turned my bad day into something wonderful."

Khushi : "A 'thank you' isn't enough. We’re all going out to party after this."

Priya : "Oh no... I don't think I should go to a party."

Khushi : "Come on, it’s Friday! Brother, help me convince her."

Vijay : "I think you should go and enjoy yourself, Priya. You said Ajay is busy anyway, right?"

Priya : "Are you coming too, Sir?"

Vijay : "I would have loved to, but I have some commitments tonight."

Priya : "You’re always busy. You should make some time for us occasionally."

Vijay : "Next time, I promise. I’ll make plenty of time for all of you."

After the office celebration, Priya returned to her desk to find a small gift bag. Inside was a jewelry box containing a delicate chain and pendant, accompanied by a note from Vijay.

Happy birthday to a beautiful young lady.

Priya was touched by the gift and stared at the pendant for a long time. She tucked it into her bag and looked around to thank Vijay, but he was nowhere to be found.

Khushi : "Come on... let’s get out of here. You, me, and Abhishek are going together in his car. The others will meet us there."

Priya : "Is your gym friend coming too?"

Khushi's cheeks flushed a deep red. "Yes, I invited him, and he said he’d try to make it. Let’s see if he shows up."

The group headed to a high-end restaurant. When they arrived, Priya realized it was an upscale rooftop lounge with a full bar.

Priya : "Khushi... where are we? This place looks incredibly expensive."

Khushi : "Don't worry about it. I’ll handle everything."

Priya : "But it’s my birthday... you shouldn't have to pay."

Khushi : "We’ll figure that out later. For now, just enjoy. Oh, look! There’s my friend from the gym. He was just as hesitant to come as you were. I had to do so much convincing."

Priya looked toward the bar. She couldn't see the man’s face clearly through the crowd, but something about his silhouette felt strangely familiar. Khushi grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the bar area.

Khushi : "Raj... meet the birthday girl."

Raj : "Hi... Priya? You’re here?"

Priya stood frozen in shock. Khushi's "gym friend" was none other than Raj. In her wildest dreams, she hadn't imagined that Raj would be Khushi's boyfriend. She couldn't process what was happening.

Khushi : "Oh! You two already know each other?"

Raj seemed at a loss for words, and Priya was frantically trying to figure out how to explain to Khushi that of all the men in the world, she had picked this one.

Raj : "Yes... well... Priya and I... Me and Priya..."

Priya : "My husband and Raj work for the same company."

Khushi : "Oh, wow! What a coincidence! It really is a small world."

Priya : "Yes... I never would have guessed you were the one Khushi was talking about."

Priya looked at Raj. It had been over two months since she had last seen him—the night he had dropped her home after she visited his place. In those two months, it was clear he had been working out even harder; he looked incredibly fit and handsome.

Khushi beamed and reached out to hold Raj’s hand. Seeing them together gave Priya a sharp, uncomfortable pang in her chest.

Khushi : "Okay, let’s grab a seat. I’ll be back in two minutes."

Khushi left them alone. An awkward silence stretched between them until Raj finally broke it.

Raj : "Happy birthday, Priya. I had no idea it was your birthday today."

Priya : "Thank you."

Raj : "And I had no idea you and Khushi worked in the same office."

Priya : "I see... you’re quite fast, aren't you?"

Raj : "What do you mean?"

Priya : "Just that not long ago you were talking about being in love with me, and now you’ve already managed to land a girl like Khushi."

Raj : "Priya, it’s not like that. Khushi and I are just friends."

Priya : "That’s not the impression I get from her... but anyway, it doesn't matter to me."

Raj : "You know how Khushi is. She gets over-excited about everything."

Priya : "Hmm... She's a very sweet girl. Don't do anything to hurt her."

Raj : "I wouldn't. Priya, I still..."

Before he could finish, Khushi and the rest of the group joined them. Khushi ordered drinks and appetizers, and the party began in earnest. However, Priya’s attention kept drifting back to Raj and Khushi. They were sitting close together, and Khushi was being very affectionate, leaning into him. Khushi's sweet nature, which Priya usually loved, was beginning to grate on her nerves.

Khushi noticed Priya was unusually quiet.

Khushi : "Priya, it’s your birthday! You’re being so boring. You have to have a drink today."

Priya : "No, I’ve never really had alcohol before."

Khushi : "Please, please! Just one... for me."

Priya : "Fine... I’ll try one."

After much coaxing, Priya downed a shot. As the liquid hit her stomach, her head began to spin almost immediately. Everything felt different, a sensation she had never experienced. Her brain couldn't distinguish up from down or right from wrong.


Chapter 12

She found herself smiling at everyone, especially Raj and Khushi. Khushi grabbed Raj’s hand and led him to the dance floor. Priya, feeling a sudden surge of boldness, grabbed Abhishek’s hand and followed them. But her eyes were locked on Raj. She watched as he placed his hand on Khushi's waist and began to move with her. They were dancing very close, their bodies pressed together. Abhishek, on the other hand, was dancing respectfully, keeping a slight distance from Priya.

Watching Raj and Khushi was becoming unbearable for her. After a few minutes, the floor seemed to tilt, and she stumbled back to the table. Several more shots were lined up there. Without thinking, she picked one up and swallowed it. It didn't burn as much as the first, so she took another. Soon, her vision blurred into a hazy fog.

By the time Khushi and Raj returned to the table, Priya’s head was resting on the wood.

Khushi : "I think the shot hit her... but one shot shouldn't do this."

Raj : "She’s never drank before, and it looks like she’s had several more while we were dancing."

Khushi : "Oh no... I feel terrible. I shouldn't have forced her."

Raj : "It’s done now. I’ll just drop her home."

Khushi : "Her husband will be furious if he sees her in this state."

Raj : "What else can we do?"

Khushi : "Let’s take her to my place. My parents are away. She can sleep it off, freshen up in the morning, and then we’ll drop her back."

Raj : "But we have to tell Ajay."

Khushi : "I’ll call him."

Raj : "What will you tell him?"

Khushi : "Leave that to me. Do you have his number?"

Khushi took Ajay’s number from Raj and stepped aside to make the call. A few minutes later, she returned with a triumphant smile.

Khushi : "I talked to Ajay. I told him Priya is staying over at my place for a girls' night, and he agreed."

Raj : "How did you manage to convince him so easily?"

Khushi : "That’s my secret talent. Come on, let’s get her to the car. Abhishek, we’re taking Priya with us. Raj will drop me off."

Abhishek nodded and headed back to the dance floor. Raj and Khushi supported Priya as they walked her to Raj’s car. Khushi gave him directions, and they set off. Raj drove while Khushi sat in the passenger seat. Priya lay in the back, drifting in and out of consciousness.

Khushi : "I feel so bad for pressuring her to drink."

Raj : "It’s okay... she chose to keep drinking. It’s not entirely your fault."

Khushi : "Still... do you know Priya well?"

Raj : "Not really... like I said, she’s my friend’s wife. We only meet occasionally."

Priya could hear snippets of their conversation. The words stung, even in her drunken stupor.

Khushi : "Hey, my parents aren't home... why don't you stay over tonight too?"

Raj : "Why should I stay?"

Khushi : "Please? We can hang out together..."

Raj : "Now you’re pressuring me."

Khushi giggled. "I’m allowed to pressure you." She leaned over and kissed Raj’s cheek while he was driving.

Raj : "Careful! You’ll cause an accident."

Khushi : "I don't care." She kissed him again. "If you don't stay, I’ll assume the worst."

Raj : "And what’s that?"

Khushi : "That you don't like me at all."

Raj : "You know that’s not true." He glanced at her, seeing she wasn't going to let it go. "Fine, you win."

Khushi : "Always!"

Raj parked the car outside Khushi's house. Together, they carried Priya inside and laid her on a bed in one of the bedrooms. Priya was half-awake. The effect of the alcohol was beginning to fade slightly, but her curiosity about Raj and Khushi was piqued. She kept her eyes closed, pretending to be deeply asleep.

Khushi : "Looks like she won't be waking up until morning."

Raj : "So, what now?"

Khushi stepped close to Raj, wrapping her arms around him and kissing him. Raj gripped her face and kissed her back passionately.

Raj : "Not here... please. What if Priya wakes up?"

Khushi : "She won't. And even if she does, so what?"

But Raj kept glancing at Priya. When he was finally convinced she was out cold, he picked Khushi up in his arms, devouring her lips.

Raj : "Should we go to the other room?"

Khushi : "What’s the rush?" she whispered playfully.

Raj was clearly losing control. He began biting her cheeks softly, making Khushi laugh loudly. To Priya, it felt as if they were laughing at her. Khushi started unbuttoning Raj’s shirt, kissing his bare chest feverishly. Priya squinted through her eyelashes, watching the scene unfold.

Khushi : "I love you so much, Raj."

Raj : "I love you too, Khushi."

Hearing those words made Priya want to jump up and stop them, but she forced herself to stay still, wanting to see how far Raj would go.

Raj lifted Khushi, pressing her back against the wall as he kissed her hungrily. Khushi wrapped her arms around his neck, returning the passion. He then carried her out of the room toward another bedroom. Priya could no longer see them, but she could hear them.

She lay there for a few minutes, making sure they weren't coming back. Driven by a mix of anger and curiosity, she quietly got up and crept toward the door. She followed the sounds of their laughter and soft moans.

She reached the door of the other bedroom and peeked inside. Raj and Khushi were on the bed, Raj positioned over her. They were so engrossed in each other that they didn't notice Priya watching from the shadows.

Raj pulled Khushi's dress down and began Su3king on her breasts. Khushi let out loud, rhythmic gasps as Raj focused all his attention on her body.

Priya was stunned. The very things she had never allowed Raj to do, he was now doing so easily with Khushi. She was shocked that the "sweet girl" from the office could be so uninhibited with a man. She felt a surge of pure hatred toward Khushi.

Raj finished undressing Khushi until she was completely naked, then quickly shed his own clothes. He hovered over her, their naked bodies pressing together. He returned to her breasts, biting them gently as Khushi gripped his back, lost in sensation.

Priya couldn't hear their whispers clearly, but it was obvious Khushi was enjoying herself as much as Raj. Raj entered her and began to move. Priya leaned against the wall outside, unable to look away. After a while, Raj turned Khushi over and began to drive into her from behind. Khushi's loud cries echoed through the hallway.

Priya had seen enough. Shaking, she made her way back to the first bedroom and collapsed onto the bed. Tears streamed down her face. Raj had given her a "gift" on her birthday after all. He wasn't hers, yet she felt as though something precious had been stolen from her. Exhausted by the alcohol and the emotional weight of what she had witnessed, she finally fell into a fitful sleep.


Chapter 13

When Priya woke up the next morning, the room was already filled with bright light. She checked the time; it was 9:00 AM. She had overslept significantly. Her head still felt heavy and throbbing, but she managed to force herself to stand up. Checking her phone, she saw two or three missed calls from Ajay.

Priya quickly straightened her clothes and stepped out of the room. In the daylight, the house looked much clearer. she passed by the room where she had witnessed Khushi and Raj having sex the night before. She peeked inside; the room was empty, but the bed was still a messy wreck. Remembering the previous night, her anger began to flare again. She hadn't expected Raj to give in so easily to Khushi. She wondered why she had even harbored any expectations of him in the first place.

Walking further into the drawing room, she spotted Khushi and Raj. Raj had his t-shirt pulled up, and Khushi was leaning down, touching his abs. Priya didn't want to see this first thing in the morning and was about to turn back when Raj noticed her.

Raj pulled his t-shirt down quickly. "Priya... you’re awake."

Khushi : "Good morning... how are you feeling?"

Priya suppressed her anger as best as she could. "Not so good... I don't know why I drank so much last night."

Khushi : "It’s okay, babe... it was your first time." She shot a mischievous look at Raj. "But it wasn't mine."

Raj turned to Khushi. "What do you mean by that?"

Khushi laughed. "Nothing, nothing... just kidding."

Priya watched them, wondering what she could even say to interfere. But she felt compelled to speak. "How was your night?"

Khushi : "We didn't even sle—"

Raj cut her off mid-sentence. "We fell asleep shortly after... we were just waiting for you to wake up."

Priya thought to herself that she wasn't so foolish as to be ignorant of what had transpired between them. She didn't understand why Raj was trying so hard to hide it from her.

Priya : "I should get going... it’s quite late. Ajay was calling me."

Khushi : "I already spoke to Ajay. I even sent him a picture of you sleeping just in case he didn't believe me. Let’s have breakfast comfortably first."

Priya : "Oh, I see... thanks. I’ll have breakfast some other time, I really need to leave now."

Raj : "I’ll drop you off, Priya."

Priya spoke without looking at him. "I’ll manage."

Khushi : "Look at your face, you clearly still have a hangover. Let Raj drop you."

Raj : "Yeah, I was just about to head out anyway... and you won't easily find a taxi around here."

Priya : "Fine... let’s go. But we have to leave right now."

Raj : "Yes... let’s go."

Khushi stepped forward and hugged Priya. Priya didn't want to embrace her, but she didn't know how to refuse. Khushi said goodbye to Raj, and then Priya and Raj walked out to his car. Priya sat silently in the front seat, the same seat where she had sat many times before, where they had shared kisses. Today, however, the seat didn't feel like hers; it felt like she was occupying Khushi's space. Sitting there, blurred memories of the previous night's car ride began to resurface.

Raj drove in silence, a slight smile on his face. Finally, he broke the quiet. "Priya... we didn't get a chance to talk yesterday."

Priya replied sharply. "What? What is there to talk about now?"

Raj : "Come on... we met after so many days... and it was your birthday."

Priya : "It was my birthday... but you were the one who celebrated it, weren't you?"

Raj : "I don't understand what you’re trying to say."

Priya : "And you never will... anyway... you got what you wanted, didn't you?"

Raj : "Are you talking about Khushi?"

Priya : "Who else would I be talking about? She’s rich, beautiful, stylish... and more importantly... she’s ready to..."

Raj : "Ready to what? I told you yesterday, Khushi is just a friend I met at the gym."

Priya : "I see... and how many 'friends' like that do you have? And you told her you barely even know me... that’s what you said, right?"

Raj : "What else was I supposed to say to her? That I’m madly in love with you? You were the one who made everything clear between us last time."

Priya : "Raj... stop this drama with me."

Raj : "Priya, it’s not a drama... I don't know when you’ll understand."

Seeing her building ahead, Priya said, "Just drop me here. You can go wherever you want after that... I don't care."

As soon as Raj stopped the car, Priya jumped out.

Raj called out after her. "Priya... Priya, listen to me!"

But Priya hurried toward the building. Seeing Priya arriving in that state, Ishan, who was standing outside, grabbed a stick and started walking toward Raj’s car. Seeing him, Raj quickly drove away.

Before Ishan could ask her anything, Priya reached the elevator and went upstairs. She rang the doorbell, but no one answered. She pulled out her phone to call Ajay but saw a message from him instead.

Ajay : "I’m heading to the office... see you this evening."

Priya’s frustration grew. Even on a Saturday, Ajay had to go to the office. It felt like she hadn't had a proper conversation with him in weeks. And yesterday, her first birthday after marriage had passed without him. She had been away from home all night, and Ajay didn't even seem worried.

Priya had just finished changing her clothes when the doorbell rang. It was Kanchan, coming to work, and she had a look of intense curiosity on her face.

Kanchan : "Sister... are you alright?"

Priya : "Yes... why wouldn't I be?"

Kanchan : "No, I just heard downstairs that someone was bothering you and Ishan had to chase them away with a stick."

Priya was stunned. "What? Nothing like that happened. Did Ishan tell you that?"

Kanchan : "No, why would he tell me? He doesn't even talk to me properly anymore."

Priya : "Why? What happened?"

Kanchan hesitated. "Ever since you found out... about us... since then..."

Priya : "I see... I was actually going to ask, you both don't come here anymore, do you?"

Kanchan : "No, Sister! Not even once. Ishan could never go against your wishes."

Priya : "Alright, enough... don't you have work to do today?"

Kanchan nodded and went into the kitchen to start her chores. Priya paced around restlessly before finally stopping in the kitchen.

Seeing the tension on Priya’s face, Kanchan asked, "Sister... is the master okay? He’s hardly around these days."

Priya : "Yes... everything is fine."

Kanchan : "Well, Sister, I was thinking about your problem and another thought came to mind... if you’ll let me speak."

Even if Priya had said no, Kanchan would have continued. "Go ahead."

Kanchan : "You are so beautiful that I can't believe the master looks at you and... do you keep him happy? If these men don't get what they want at home, they look for it elsewhere."

Priya : "What are you talking about... it’s not like that at all."

Kanchan : "I’m even worried about Ishan... I’m afraid he might go to someone else... he needs a lot of 'nourishment'."

Priya didn't understand where Kanchan was going with this.

Kanchan : "Sister... if you would just let us, one more time... at your house... everything stopped after you said so."

Priya finally understood what Kanchan wanted. "Kanchan... are you saying it’s because of me that everything stopped? I didn't stop you two, just do it somewhere else."

Kanchan : "No, Sister... your house is safe... and now even Ishan has refused."

Priya : "If he’s refused, what can I do?"

Kanchan : "Could you just talk to him once?"

Priya : "Are you crazy? Why would I talk to him about that?"

Kanchan : "Sister... please... just once. I saw him talking to another woman... he’ll leave me. I’m begging you."

Kanchan approached Priya and grabbed her hands, her face crumpled as if she were about to cry. Priya tried not to get caught up in her drama, but Kanchan wouldn't stop.

Priya : "Fine, fine. You two can do it here... I told you before. But I probably won't be able to talk to Ishan about this."

Kanchan : "Sister... please see it. He won't refuse you... please try."

Priya : "Alright... I’ll think about it."

After Kanchan left, Priya sat and thought. One of Kanchan’s sentences kept echoing in her mind: "If these men don't get what they want at home, they look for it elsewhere."

Was that what happened with Raj? Had he turned to Khushi because she had refused him? In the car, he had repeatedly told her he still loved her. She didn't know what the truth was, and more importantly, she didn't know what she wanted. The image of Raj and Khushi having sex kept playing on a loop in her head. She remained lost in these thoughts.

Late that night, Ajay finally returned home.

Ajay entered, saying, "Sorry I’m late today."

Priya : "This late even on a Saturday.”

Ajay : "Yeah, sorry, I have so much on my plate... I have to go to the office tomorrow too."

Priya : "Tomorrow too? And were you even worried about where I was yesterday?"

Ajay : "I got the message from your colleague Khushi, you were at her house."

Priya : "Even so... it was my birthday, I thought we would do something special."

Ajay : "Yeah... it’s okay... we’ll do it some other time. You can celebrate a birthday whenever."

Priya stomped into the bedroom in a rage. A little while later, Ajay came in and fell asleep without a word. Priya had hoped to talk to him, perhaps share some romantic moments, but he was completely exhausted. Priya still hadn't fully recovered from the previous night's drinking, so she fell asleep quickly as well. She had to go with Ishan for driving the next morning.

She set an alarm and was downstairs by 6:00 AM. Ishan was standing there with a smile. Priya went straight to the driver’s seat and started driving onto the road. Ishan gave her occasional instructions. By now, Priya’s driving had become quite decent.


Chapter 14

Suddenly, a bike sped past their car. Two boys were on the bike, and they started tapping their brakes, riding directly in front of the car. Priya got nervous and slowed down to avoid an accident. But Ishan, from the passenger seat, started honking the horn.

Ishan rolled down the window and shouted, "Get out of the way!"

The bike moved slightly to the side and started riding right alongside the car. The boys on the bike began making gestures at Priya. When she glanced at them, they looked familiar.

The bike was riding close to the passenger side, and one boy said, "Why should we move? Does your father own the road?"

Ishan said angrily, "Watch your tongue."

The boy : "You’re acting like a hero just because you have a girl with you. Hey, look... today she’s with someone else... I told you about her!"

Ishan hated hearing them speak about Priya that way. "Stop talking trash and get out of here right now."

The boy : "What’s your problem? Are you her boyfriend?"

The other boy : "No... he looks like her servant. She even hangs out with her servant."

Hearing them, Priya remembered who they were. That night when she was returning from the restaurant with Ajay, these same boys had made vulgar comments. They must have followed her that day and were back again. She looked at Ishan; his face was contorted with a level of rage she had never seen before.

Ishan looked at Priya and said, "Madam, lock your door and let go of the steering wheel slightly."

Priya’s hands were sweating. "Why? What are you going to do? Ishan, leave it... it doesn't matter."

Ishan : "It matters to me."

Ishan suddenly jerked the steering wheel, ramming the car into the bike. The bike crashed onto the road, and both boys fell. He jumped out of the car and began punching and kicking them. One boy was still pinned under the bike, but the other started fighting back. The first one soon freed himself and joined the fray.

A flurry of curses and blows followed. There were two of them against Ishan, but he was holding his own. However, one of them pulled out a knife and tried to stab him. Ishan tried to block it with his hand, and the blade slashed his palm. Priya watched the fight from the car in a state of high tension. She honked the horn repeatedly to scare the boys and attract a crowd. Seeing people approaching, the two boys jumped on their bike and sped off.

Once they were gone, Priya got out of the car and ran to Ishan. His palm was bleeding heavily, and he had bruises elsewhere.

Ishan : "The bastards ran away."

Priya : "Ishan... you’re badly hurt. Let me take you to the hospital."

Ishan : "I’m fine, Madam. It’s not so bad that I need a hospital. Get in the car... let’s go."

They got back into the car, and Priya quickly drove away, stopping in a nearby empty field. Ishan was still bleeding.

Priya quickly pulled out her handkerchief and tied it around his hand. "Ugh... you’re really hurt."

Ishan : "This is nothing, Madam. I’ve survived much worse than this."

Inadvertently, while looking at his wound, Priya found herself stroking Ishan’s hand. She felt terrible that he had been hurt because of her. Ishan was looking at her, and it seemed like Priya was on the verge of tears. As soon as she realized he was staring, she jerked her hand back.

Priya : "Sorry, I just... seeing your injury..."

Ishan smiled gently. "It’s alright, Madam... I liked it."

Priya : "Why did you pick a fight with those boys for me?"

Ishan said softly, "Those who don't respect women deserve to be treated that way. And besides, you aren't a stranger to me."

Priya stared at Ishan’s innocence. Truly, she had nothing to fear from this man. This was perhaps the opportunity to bring up Kanchan’s request.

Priya : "Can I say something to you?"

Ishan : "Of course, Madam... you don't need to ask."

Priya : "Kanchan was saying that you don't talk to her anymore."

Ishan : "She said that? I talked to her just yesterday."

Priya, her cheeks flushing red, finally managed to say, "You know what I mean by 'talk'... how else can I say it openly?"

Ishan : "Oh, I see... yes, you don't need to say anything more. I would feel awkward discussing such things in front of you."

Priya thought to herself that Kanchan had claimed his sexual appetite was massive, yet here he was, unable to speak openly in front of her. Perhaps Kanchan was exaggerating. She didn't know what kind of mess she had gotten herself into. But regardless, she wanted the best for Ishan.

Priya : "Your wife is in the village... but do you love Kanchan?"

Ishan : "Madam... many times in life, the person you want to be with... you meet them much later."

Hearing this, the confusion in Priya’s heart seemed to vanish, and she spoke with a bright smile. "I understand what you mean."

Ishan : "No, you might be misunderstanding. I..."

But Priya cut him off. "I’ve talked to Kanchan. You and her... whatever you want... at our house... I have no problem with it."

Ishan : "But Madam..."

Priya : "No buts. Kanchan was very worried, and you seem troubled too."

Ishan bowed his head. "As you wish, Madam. I will never refuse you."

Priya felt strange that Ishan put it that way. Who was she to tell Ishan what to do? She just wanted to bring the two of them back together.

Priya : "Alright then... let’s head home."

Ishan : "Yes... certainly."

Priya quickly drove back to her building. Now her mind was perfectly clear about what she had to do today. She parked the car, went upstairs, and got ready. Ajay had already prepared for his office. Priya had only one place to go. She changed into a beautiful dress and applied her makeup carefully.

Priya sent a text: "You don't have to go to the office today, right?"

Raj’s reply came: "No... why?"

Priya : "Just asking."

Raj : "Tell me... what happened suddenly?"

Priya didn't reply. After Ajay left for the office, she hurried downstairs and took a taxi to Raj’s house. Today, she was going to listen to her heart and nothing else. Everything seemed to be signaling what she needed to do today.

Reaching Raj’s building, Priya rushed up the stairs with a surge of energy, feeling no fatigue. She rang the bell to Raj’s flat, and as soon as he opened the door, she threw herself into his arms and began kissing his cheeks.

Raj was completely stunned. "Priya... are you okay?"

But Priya wasn't listening. She grabbed his face and pressed her lips against his, kissing him over and over. Raj placed his hands on her waist, pulling her close.

Priya : "Today, I will show you what love is. You’ll never think of anyone else again."

Priya kicked the door shut and wrapped her fair arms around Raj’s neck, attacking him with more kisses. Raj had been waiting for this moment, and he began kissing her back, lifting her up by placing his hands under her buttocks. Priya showed no sign of stopping. The intensity of her kisses made Raj lose his balance, and they both tumbled to the floor.

Priya : "What happened? You were acting like such a bodybuilder in front of Khushi... and you can't even lift me?"

Hearing her taunt, the lion within Raj was awakened. He pulled Priya on top of him, gripping her waist and kissing her even more intensely.

Raj looked into Priya’s eyes and said, "Think carefully... I won't let you run away in the middle today."

Priya looked back into his eyes and said, "I’m not going anywhere today."


Chapter 15

Priya was on the bed beneath Raj, and as he kissed her neck, he marveled at the delicate, swan-like grace of her throat. Priya writhed restlessly under him. She had come here in a surge of passion, but now her resolve was wavering once again. Sensing her unease, Raj pinned her palm against the bed with his own, trying to bring her under his control. He could hardly believe that the moment he had envisioned in countless dreams was finally becoming a reality. He had almost given up hope that this fantasy would ever come true, but today, Priya was finally with him of her own free will.

Running his hand through Priya’s hair, Raj whispered, "Oh, Priya... your neck is so sexy..."

Priya let out a deep moan, feeling Raj’s hot breath and lips against her skin. "Ahhhhh.... mmmmm...."

Priya’s soft whimpers made Raj’s heart race even faster, and a strange, primal urge began to wake within his body, as if he wanted to become a wild animal. In this state of heightened excitement, he began to nibble and graze her neck with his teeth.

Priya tried to push his face away with her hands. "Ahh... ouchhh... why are you biting me?"

Raj lifted his head and looked directly into Priya’s eyes. "You just said that today you are mine..."

Priya stared back into his eyes. For a fleeting moment, her vulnerability was visible, but in the next second, she brought a playful spark back to her gaze. "Yes... so that means I can do whatever I want too, right?"

Raj : "Absolutely... whatever you desire..."

Priya sat up straight on the bed and pulled Raj’s t-shirt off, tossing it aside. She began to torment him by gently stroking his chest. Running her soft fingers up toward his neck, she gave him a light, teasing kiss on the lips.

Raj closed his eyes, savoring the sensation. The way Priya was teasing him now, combined with the way he had suppressed his desires for so long, made him feel incredibly aroused. He felt a rush far more intense than anything he had experienced with Khushi. It felt as if God had finally granted his deepest wish.

Raj : "Take off your top too... I want to see everything today..."

Priya hesitated for a fraction of a second and then suddenly pulled it off. As the top came away, Raj sat transfixed, staring at her in a white, sexy bra. Specifically, he stared at her soft, fair breasts encased in the lace, looking as if they had been sculpted from fine marble. Priya noticed him staring open-mouthed and shyly tried to cover herself with her hands.

Priya : "Why are you staring at them like that?"

Raj : "Wow.... I’ve been longing to see these for so long..."

Raj placed his hands over hers, gently moving them aside. He placed his palms just beneath the curve of her bra and cupped her breasts. He began to trace his fingers slowly over the pale mounds. Priya seemed to be wearing a very tight bra today, which made her breasts appear even fuller, and they bounced slightly under Raj’s touch. He wanted to liberate them from the confinement of the bra and feel them properly.

The moment Raj touched her, a current of electricity shot through Priya’s body. She had intentionally chosen a small, tight bra today just to drive him crazy. It felt as if she had left all her inhibitions and shame at home. "Ahhhhhhh..... mmmmmm."

Raj suddenly buried his face between her breasts, rubbing his lips and tongue against her skin. Priya arched her neck back, clinging to him and gripping him tightly with her hands.

Raj : "Oh god.... Priya... I love you... these are softer than cotton..."

Raj couldn't restrain himself any longer and began to kiss her soft breasts forcefully.

Priya : "Mmmmmm..... I love you too...."

Finally, Priya had said the words. She knew Raj was losing his mind looking at her, but she wanted to make him even crazier. She wanted to ensure that by the time the day ended, he wouldn't even remember Khushi existed.

Raj surged upward and bit down firmly on her breast. Priya let out a sharp cry; Ajay had never bitten her with such raw intensity. Perhaps she had provoked Raj a bit too much today.

Priya : "Ouchhhhhhh.... take it easy...."

Raj : "What can I do? You’ve teased me so much... how am I supposed to stop myself today?"

Raj nuzzled her breasts through the fabric of the bra. Then, sliding the straps aside, he flicked the lace down past her nipples. As the bra slipped away, her pinkish-brown nipples were fully exposed to his gaze. He stared at them for a few heartbeats before lunging at them like a starving predator. He began to Su3kle them greedily. Priya placed her hand on his head, guiding him as she let him feast on her. Raj’s actions were making her incredibly hot, and she bit her lower lip in pleasure. She had never felt this kind of thrill with Ajay.

Priya : "Ummm.... uff.... Raj...."

Raj : "Darling........ your breasts are magnificent... Ajay is so lucky... no.... I’m the lucky one today...."

Raj wouldn't let go of her breasts, acting as if he wanted to drain every drop of sweetness from them. While Su3kling, he used his lips to tug and pull at her nipples.

Priya : "Aahhh..! gently.... they are very sensitive..."

Raj : "From today, they are mine... mmmmmmmm."

Raj sank his teeth into her breast again.

Priya screamed in pain. "uff.... nooooo....."

In her pain, Priya yanked on Raj’s hair, but he didn't seem to care. He bit her nipple once more.

Priya : "Ouuuuu.... why are you biting so ruthlessly... think about it... ahhh.... or I might sink my teeth into yours as well..."

Raj looked up, startled. "Sink your teeth into what?"

Priya : "Nothing, nothing..."

Raj understood exactly what Priya was implying, but he could hardly believe his ears. He lifted his head and looked at her. "Tell me... what are you going to bite?"

Priya’s cheeks turned crimson; she realized she might have said something a bit too bold. "I didn't say anything like that..."

Raj bit her breast hard again.

Priya : "Owww..... uff..."

Raj : "Are you going to say it, or should I do it again?"

Priya, rubbing her aching breasts, groaned. "What should I say... ouchh... why do you want to make me say it..."

Raj placed his thumb on Priya’s chin and tilted her face up slightly. "Go ahead... bite it right there..."

Priya pretended to be clueless. "Where... on your nipple?"

Raj : "Not there... lower..."

Priya teased him. "Why? Did you have Khushi bite you there too?"

Raj : "No one has ever bitten me there... you’ll be the first... please...."

Priya hesitated... she hadn't planned on doing this today, but perhaps this was the moment to claim Raj entirely. She remembered how much Ajay had enjoyed it when she did it. Looking at Raj with sharp, intense eyes, she reached for the belt of his jeans and began to unbuckle it.

Priya lied through her teeth. "I’ve never done this before either..."

Hearing this, Raj’s erection throbbed even harder. He would be the first man to have this beautiful woman take him into her mouth. He felt incredibly fortunate.

As soon as the belt was undone, Priya pulled down the zipper of Raj’s jeans. Through the opening of his underwear, his member was straining to be set free.

Priya looked at him one last time. "Do you really want me to do this?"

Raj : "Darling......... please do it... I’ll give you the same pleasure in return..."

Raj quickly kicked off his jeans and stood before Priya in his underwear. There was a massive tent in the fabric—a very large tent. He took Priya’s hands and placed them over his bulge through the underwear. Priya could feel the heat and hardness, but she couldn't quite gauge the size yet. She wondered if it would be like Ajay’s or different.

While holding Priya’s hands, Raj shoved his underwear down. His member sprang out, swaying slightly. Priya’s eyes widened as she stared at it. Raj was not only larger than Ajay, but he was also completely groomed and clean in that area.

Reading the expression on Priya’s face, Raj knew instantly that he was bigger than Ajay. He expected nothing less. He wondered how a man like Ajay had ever ended up with such a stunning wife.

Raj : "Darling...... take it in your hands..."

Raj had never called her "Darling......" before today. It felt as if he was asserting his complete right over her. Priya felt like she might be going too far, too fast. But turning back wasn't an option now; she had already promised she wouldn't leave halfway. No matter what happened today, she was going to make Raj completely obsessed with her.


Chapter 16

Raj could see the nervousness clearly on Priya’s face. She had told him just moments ago that she had never taken a man into her mouth before, so her anxiety was only natural. However, having come this far, he didn’t want the moment to be ruined. He wanted to feel the softness of Priya’s lips and the warmth of her mouth on him. Just the thought of it made his erection throb and expand even further.

Raj took Priya’s hands and placed them on himself. At the touch of her delicate fingers, he pulsed with anticipation. Priya held him with a gentle grip, her slender fingers tracing his length as if she were measuring him. Raj began to stroke her hair softly. Back in college, his girlfriend had done this many times, so he knew exactly how to guide Priya through it.

Raj gently nudged Priya’s head downward so that he was positioned directly in front of her face. Right before Priya’s eyes was a sight that, in every way, seemed more impressive than what she was used to with Ajay, though she didn't know why she was even making comparisons in her mind. She wondered to herself what men found so pleasurable about putting themselves into someone else’s mouth. She shuddered for a moment at the very thought.

Holding himself in Priya’s hands, Raj pushed forward slightly, his skin rubbing against her palms and grazing her leg. Priya noticed that as he moved through her grip, his skin retreated. Ajay usually went straight to the main act, so she had never really observed the mechanics so closely. As the skin slid back, the smooth, sensitive head was revealed. Seeing it made Priya feel a strange sensation, and she averted her eyes upward.

Raj : "What happened? You’re acting like you’ve never seen anything like this before... Are you a virgin or something?"

Raj thought to himself that he wouldn't be surprised; perhaps Ajay simply wasn't capable of much. That would explain why his wife was standing here holding him today. If that were the case, he felt incredibly lucky at the prospect of being the one to truly awaken her.

Priya glared at Raj. "You know everything, so why are you asking such pointless questions?"

Raj smiled. "Fine... but tell me then... am I bigger than Ajay?"

Priya let out a soft laugh. "Why? Why do you need to know that? And why are you bringing up Ajay’s name now? It’s making me feel guilty..."

Raj : "Just tell me... I want to know."

Priya : "Why are you so stubborn?"

Raj : "Just say it... don't be so shy."

Priya lowered her eyes. "You both are about the same..."

Oh god... just thinking about Ajay made Priya wonder why she had even come here. He had never done anything wrong to her. Ever since she had seen Khushi and Raj together, she had been possessed by a stubborn need to win Raj back. Now that she was here, that same stubbornness wouldn't let her leave. She quickly pushed Ajay out of her mind; she was here now, and nowhere else.

Raj : "You don't know how to lie, so don't even try. It’s okay... we’ll find out soon enough whose is more impressive."

Priya looked at him with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Oh really? And how will we find that out?"

Raj pushed himself toward her hand again. "You just watch..."

After a short while, Priya’s hands began to move on him instinctively, and he was fully exposed. Priya began to massage him with her soft palms, her touch firm yet tender.

Raj looked down at Priya from above. She sat there like a goddess, working him with her hands. He was becoming uncontrollable in her grip. He desperately wanted her to take him into her mouth. From his vantage point, he could clearly see the mole just above her breast. He reached out and pressed his finger against it.

Priya looked up at Raj with a nervous smile. Raj tightened his hand and cupped himself at the base. As he did, a soft gasp escaped Priya’s lips.

Raj said shamelessly, "Take it... put it in your mouth quickly."

Raj realized he would have to be the one to push things forward, or Priya might not be able to do it. He placed one hand behind the back of her head and guided her toward him. Priya swallowed hard, moistened her lips, and pressed them against him.

The moment Priya’s lips touched him, a loud groan escaped Raj’s throat, and he closed his eyes. He could never have imagined the sheer bliss of this sensation.

Raj : "Priyaaaa.... ahhhhhh....."

Priya : "What happened? Should I stop?"

Raj braced himself by placing his hands on Priya’s shoulders. "No... don't stop now."

Priya looked up at Raj; it seemed as if his entire soul was now in her hands. Seeing him in this vulnerable state made Priya lose her hesitation once again. She gripped him with one hand, closed her eyes, and took the head of his member into her mouth.

The moment she did, Raj’s legs gave way, and he slumped back onto the bed. Priya sat by the side of the bed, holding him, and began to Su3kle him gently. For some reason, she found herself enjoying the act today.

Raj watched her, amazed at how well she was doing it. It didn't look like her first time at all, but he didn't want to distract her by saying anything.

Priya looked at Raj’s face; he was lying back, lost in pure ecstasy. She smiled slightly and continued her work. He throbbed and twitched rhythmically in her mouth.

Raj : "Darling…... you’re amazing... ahhhhhh."

Suddenly, Priya noticed a slight salty taste in her mouth. She immediately pulled away. She remembered seeing Ajay release his fluids that day, and she didn't want Raj to do the same in her mouth.

Raj : "What happened? Why did you stop?"

Priya wiped her tongue with her hand and said innocently, "You aren't going to release your foam on me, are you? I tasted something salty..."

Raj couldn't help but laugh at her comment. "Oh no, sweetheart... I won't release it yet. That was just pre-fluid. I’m not going to finish that quickly. Do this instead—put your mouth back on it and blow warm air with your lips."

Priya stayed there in front of him. Raj reached out and gently tugged her hair to guide her back. Priya tentatively put her mouth back on him. He was trembling intensely now. Priya’s lips were wrapped tight, Su3kling him exactly as he had instructed.

Raj knew that if she continued for much longer, he would reach his limit. He wanted Priya to fully enjoy herself too, so she would open up even more.

Raj : "Priya, do this... now it’s your turn. Take off your panties."

Priya looked at Raj, her heart hammering against her ribs. Her sister-in-law had told her about these things, but she had never actually done it. She never had the courage to ask Ajay. It felt so strange to think of Raj touching her down there with his mouth. But her sister-in-law had promised it was incredibly pleasurable, and she felt she deserved that happiness too.

Priya : "Ummm... you mean there... down there?"

Raj : "Yes... what else?"

Priya : "But..."

Raj : "It should be fun for you too. Trust me, you’ll love it... really."

Raj sat up on the bed and placed Priya’s hands on his shoulders. Priya sat on her knees before him, trembling slightly in nothing but her panties. It looked as if she were shivering from the cold, even though the heat of passion was at its peak. Raj kissed her softly just below her throat to ease her nerves. Priya couldn't meet his gaze. Raj stared at the treasure hidden within her printed cotton panties. Reaching out, he began to slide the fabric down.

As he lowered the panties, Raj felt as though he had truly discovered a hidden gem. He looked closely at her intimate area. Her skin was incredibly fair, adorned with soft, neatly trimmed hair. Raj became intensely excited, and his member throbbed with renewed life. Seeing him stare so intently made Priya’s heart race even faster.

Raj : "I feel like Neil Armstrong..."

Priya : "Who?"

Raj : "The first man to reach the moon..."

Priya’s cheeks were burning red, but her playful spirit hadn't left her. "In that case, you can't be him, can you?"

Raj : "Well, it certainly feels that way..."

Priya swatted his shoulder and made a face at him. Raj playfully ran his finger just below her navel. Priya jumped at his touch. Oh god... Raj really knew a woman’s weaknesses. He wasn't nearly as innocent as he looked, and perhaps that was exactly what had drawn her to him.

Before Raj’s finger could move any lower, Priya caught his hand. "That’s enough... not any lower."

Raj placed his hands on Priya’s bare waist and began to massage her skin. Her soft texture was driving him mad. He knew she was just as caught up in the moment as he was. Her panties were now bunched around her thighs.

Raj suddenly pulled her legs toward him, straightening them, and then used his teeth to catch the fabric and pull her panties off completely. In this position, her intimate area was fully revealed to him. Softly pink and brown, slightly swollen and inviting.

Priya quickly covered herself with her hands to block his view. "Raj... what did you do..."

Raj : "How else is it going to happen if we don't take these off? Just lie back and relax... don't think too much right now."

Priya’s breasts were heaving with her heavy breathing. Raj wanted to pounce on them again, but not yet. There was something else that needed to be done first.

Would you like to continue the scene or focus on a specific interaction between them next?


Chapter 17

Raj knew exactly how hard he had fought to keep himself from reaching his peak until now. Touching Priya’s soft body and feeling her mouth on him had brought him to the brink multiple times, only for him to pull back. He had somehow managed to maintain control, but his patience had finally run out. He wanted to release everything inside her. It felt as though after a long, arduous penance, he was finally about to receive the fruit he had so desperately craved.

Knowing his own state, he moved himself away from Priya's mouth, intent on bringing her to the same fever pitch of arousal. He wanted her to experience as much pleasure as he was about to when he finally entered her. Her legs were spread wide before him, and right in the center was his ultimate goal for the day.

Seeing Raj staring so intently at her intimate area, Priya tried to pull her legs together to shield herself from his gaze, but Raj held both of her thighs firmly with his hands.

Priya: "Raj... let go of my legs, please... and don't look there, please..."

Raj struggled to keep her moving legs under control. "Darling…... I’m not letting anything go today..."

Priya, becoming restless, asked, "What is this 'Darling…' supposed to mean?"

Raj: "It’s a pet name for you... one I made up. Don't you like it?"

Priya: "Then should I call you Rahu? Because it really feels like Rahu and Ketu have possessed me today."

Raj said with a wide grin, "There is still a lot of 'possessing' left to do..."

Priya: "You are absolutely shameless..."

Priya turned her face away in embarrassment, while Raj placed his hands on her shapely thighs and began to massage them slowly. This touch sent Priya’s composure spiraling. Raj gripped one of her legs and began to kiss his way up from her ankle. Her legs felt so supple and smooth against his lips.

As Raj’s lips reached the upper part of her thigh, Priya grabbed his hair to stop him. "Ahhh... mmmm... it tickles... stop it..."

Raj: "Oh really? Then tell me how this feels..."

As he spoke, Raj suddenly buried his face between her thighs and began to kiss the sensitive inner skin. Priya arched her back and gripped the bedsheet tightly. She was still trying to close her legs, but Raj kept his head firmly planted to keep them open.

Priya said nervously, "Please, Raj... leave that alone... I don't want to do anything there..."

Raj: "But I want to... and if you don't let me do it, how will you ever know how good it feels?"

Priya: "No... no... I’m very sensitive there..."

Raj gave her thigh a playful little pinch. "Where are you not sensitive?"

Priya: "Ouchhh..."

Raj: "Just lie still... I told you..."

Priya was trembling violently, but Raj wouldn't let her budge. Kissing his way along her inner thighs, he brought his mouth inches away from her center. He placed one hand on her breast and used the other to steady himself on the mattress. Priya, shaking, placed her hand over his and gripped it. She was terrified because she had no idea what this experience was going to be like.

Raj squeezed her breast firmly to distract her attention from what was happening below, and it worked. In that split second, he pressed his lips against her. A loud "Ahhhhh" escaped Priya’s throat, and she clutched her own breast with her other hand. She was experiencing a sensation she had never felt before. Raj moved his lips expertly, and his stubble grazed her delicate skin, sending shivers through her.

Priya: "Uff... mmmm... Raj... enough... please..."

But Raj ignored her pleas and began to run his tongue over her exterior. Becoming even more aroused, Priya lifted her hips. Now she was centered perfectly between Raj’s lips, and he began to gently tug at her with his mouth.

Priya: "Ahhhhh... Ohh yess... uff..."

Driven to the edge of sanity, Priya grabbed her own hair.

Raj looked up and smiled; seeing Priya in such intense ecstasy made him proud of his prowess.

Kissing her again, he asked, "How does it feel, Darling…?"

Priya: "Ahhhhh... oh god... Raj... what are you doing... I can't even think straight..."

Raj gripped her waist and pressed his face even harder against her. Priya felt as though a volcano was brewing inside her, ready to erupt at any moment.

Pushing further, Raj flicked his tongue inside her for a brief second...

Priya felt as if a small, warm spark had shot through her. She pushed Raj back with her leg and said, "Uff... enough, enough... please... otherwise you'll get wet..."

Priya glanced down and saw that the sheet was damp, and Raj was licking his lips.

She said with mock anger, "Eww... you are so naughty... I don't want to do this anymore..."

Priya turned onto her side and tried to get up, but Raj grabbed her from behind and pinned her down, lying on top of her.

Raj: "Where are you going? The real game is just beginning..."

Priya, panting, said, "Ahhhh... aren't all the games over yet?"

Raj slid his hand under her arms, cupping both her breasts and pulling her body flush against his. His member was brushing against the curve of her backside, but that wasn't his destination today. He moved his mouth to her ear and gently nibbled on the soft lobe. Priya tried to wiggle out of his hold, but she knew deep down it was too late; what was meant to happen was inevitable now.

Raj could no longer hold back. He laid Priya on her side and, lifting one of her legs slightly, positioned himself right at her entrance. He held her head with one hand so she couldn't look down; she could only writhe in anticipation. Then, with one steady thrust, he drove his hard length deep inside her.

As he entered, Priya’s breath hitched in her throat. She kicked her legs instinctively, but it was futile. Raj began to thrust deep within her.

With every thrust, Priya began to scream out loud. "Ahhh... ahhh... ahhh... ahhhh... uff..."

He was going deeper than anyone ever had before. As he moved, Raj could feel how tight and welcoming she still was. He started with slow, deliberate strokes. But within moments, as Priya's cries of pain shifted into moans of pure arousal, he increased his pace.

His member throbbed as it felt the intense heat inside her, and Priya could feel him filling her completely. She hadn't felt anything this intense even on her wedding night.

Raj’s hands were tight around her, kneading her breasts, which drew out cries that were a mix of pain and ultimate pleasure. Raj couldn't hold himself back any longer; it had been an hour since they started this entire encounter. Priya was in a similar state, and the volcano that had been simmering was now turning into a flood. For the first time, she truly understood what an orgasm felt like.

With a final, powerful surge, Raj released his entire essence deep inside Priya, slowing his pace as he finished.

His hands continued to wander over her body as he finally let go of her head. Priya, having reached her own peak of pleasure, reached back and began to stroke Raj’s hair.

For a long time, the two lay exhausted on the bed. Raj’s hand continued to idly massage Priya’s breast while Priya’s hand rested on Raj’s leg. Priya’s heavy breathing slowly began to steady, and she closed her eyes, resting her head on Raj’s arm.

What Raj had wanted had finally come true; in his eyes, the most beautiful woman in the world was lying fearlessly in his arms. On the other hand, Priya was exhausted from the long session, and now that the storm had passed, a flicker of guilt began to creep in.

After a while, Raj asked, "How was everything, Darling…?"

Priya said in a low voice, "I don't know... you tell me... how was it for you?"

Raj: "To be honest, after being with you today, it feels like I’ve never actually had sex before..."

Priya: "Oh really? And how many girls have you been with?"

Raj laughed. "What if I told you that you were the first?"

Priya: "Then I’d say you’re lying... just the other day..."

Raj: "What happened the other day?"

Priya didn't want to remind Raj of Khushi right now, nor did she want to admit she knew what had happened between them. "Nothing..."

Raj: "I admit I had a girlfriend in college and we did things, but she was nothing compared to you... no one could ever compare to you."

Priya knew very well that this wasn't the whole truth; Raj had conveniently sidestepped the matter of Khushi. But at this moment, she didn't want to ask anything else.

Raj turned Priya’s face toward him, gave her a soft kiss, and began to Su3kle her lips again.

Priya pushed him back slightly. "Haven't you had enough yet?"

Raj: "Could anyone ever have enough of you? Only a fool would..."

Priya: "Then from today onward, you won't do anything with anyone else?"

Raj: "As long as you are with me... I can't even dream of thinking about anyone else."

Priya felt a secret joy at Raj’s words. Perhaps after today, Raj wouldn't even look at Khushi. In a true sense, she felt like she had finally celebrated her birthday—a birthday she would never be able to forget.

Suddenly, Priya’s phone began to ring. The phone had been left out in the living room. Priya didn't want to walk out there naked, so she gestured to Raj. Understanding her silent request, he went out to retrieve it.

Priya called out from the bedroom, "Who is it?"

Raj walked back into the room with the ringing phone in his hand. "It’s Ajay calling..."

Hearing this, Priya froze in panic, as if Ajay had caught her in the act with Raj. She looked at Raj with eyes full of terror. She had no idea how she would speak to Ajay or how she would ever look him in the eye again. The consequences of what had just happened began to flash before her eyes.

The sudden ringing of the phone acted like a bucket of cold water, drenching the heated atmosphere of the room in an instant. The name "Ajay" flashing on the screen wasn't just a notification; it was a piercing reminder of the world Priya had momentarily stepped out of. As she sat there, disheveled and marked by another man's touch, the weight of her dual reality began to settle in. The thrill of reclaiming Raj’s attention—the very reason she had surrendered to this impulsive afternoon—now felt entangled with a growing, cold knot of anxiety.
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