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Previous Editions Summary – A Wife for One, A Desire for Many (First & Second Edition)

Priya Sharma, a vibrant and beautiful 23-year-old from a modest middle-class family, marries Ajay, a 28-year-old senior loan officer. The match seems ideal—no dowry, respectable family—but from the very first wedding night, cracks appear. Ajay’s lovemaking is rushed, painful, and unsatisfying, leaving Priya confused and aching for the intense pleasure her sister-in-law Anamika had secretly described. While staying with Ajay’s family, Priya bonds deeply with everyone, especially her now-muscular young devar Daksh. Playful banter turns charged when she helps him make his crush jealous by posing as his “girlfriend” in a short black dress. A stolen cheek kiss lingers in both their minds. She also discovers a shocking family secret involving her father-in-law’s passionate affair. Back in their small flat, neighbor Aditi’s loud, uninhibited sex through thin walls awakens Priya’s dormant desires. Her own sex life remains mechanical until Ajay introduces roleplay—becoming dominant figures like “Vijay,” the plumber, or security guard. For the first time, Priya experiences shattering orgasms, loud cries of pleasure, and the thrill of complete surrender. Saturdays become their sacred nights filled with raw passion, deep kissing, hard breast sucking, and relentless thrusting. Real temptation grows stronger. At the bank’s annual party, Priya performs a sensual solo dance in a daring red saree and tight black blouse that leaves every man staring hungrily. Wealthy client Vijay Singh watches her with quiet intensity, later rescues her from a drunk person, and slips her his card. The same night, the society watchman Ishan helps carry a heavily drunk Ajay upstairs; his lingering gaze and accidental brushes against her body stir something forbidden in Priya. During the festival of Holi at Ajay’s family home, bold Daksh corners her on the roof, smearing colors while grinding hard against her, squeezing her breasts firmly, and kissing her neck until she moans helplessly despite herself. Her soaked white kurti turns completely transparent, exposing her curves to his hungry eyes. The next day, Daksh’s real girlfriend arrives and kisses him possessively in front of a hidden Priya, sparking deep jealousy and restlessness. Back home, Ajay pushes a risky roleplay where he pretends to be his friend Raj. Priya reluctantly agrees and gets lost in the fantasy, imagining the real Raj while Ajay takes her with new intensity—deep kisses, rough handling, and powerful thrusts that blur the lines between game and reality.Priya’s desires spiral further when she attends a high-society wedding and is blackmailed into spending a traumatic night with a powerful older man. He roughly uses her mouth, mauls her breasts like a beast, slaps her, and forces himself inside her, leaving her shaken yet strangely awakened. She returns home haunted by nightmares, avoiding Ajay’s touch, yet feeling a growing craving for stronger, more dominant male hunger. Through conversations with her bold neighbor Aditi, Priya starts questioning her marriage and begins to see her beauty as a potential weapon rather than just a source of trouble. The slow-burn erotic drama mixes tender romance, explicit adult scenes (intense oral, hard breast play and sucking, grinding, rough sex, loud orgasms, roleplay surrender), deep guilt, jealousy, and delicious moral ambiguity.

Priya remains the perfect loyal “wife for one”—dutiful and loving—yet her body and mind now burn with “desire for many,” tested by Daksh’s bold touches, thrilling roleplays, Vijay’s commanding presence, Ishan’s crude gaze, and the older man’s raw force. Every chapter builds intense tension, leaving readers eager to see how far Priya’s awakening will push the limits of her marriage, values, and self-control.

1 to 6 Parts of the series Link

A Wife for One, Desire for Many : A forbidden romance that dares to explore the price of desire (1st Edition)

A Wife of One. Desire Of Many : A Dangerous Game of Hearts (2nd Edition)

A Wife of One, Desire of Many : From Loyal Wife to Forbidden Cravings (3rd Edition)  

A Wife of One, Desire of Many : Steamy Tale of Desire, Betrayal & Passion ( 4th Edition) 

A Wife of One, Desire of Many : Lust Lies and Forbidden Love (5th Edition) 

A Wife of One, Desire of Many : An Explicit Tale of Passion, Betrayal (6th Edition) 
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A Wife of One, Desire of Many : From Loyal Wife to Forbidden Cravings(Third Edition)


Chapter 1

Priya's heart was in turmoil. When she had been sitting with Aditi — talking, laughing, building their little plan together — everything had seemed perfectly logical. Brave, even. But now, alone in the quiet of her own thoughts, the whole idea felt wrong. Reckless. Like standing at the edge of something she couldn't take back.

Her mind kept circling back — weeks, months, moments she couldn't quite shake.

"You have to face it,"

Aditi had told her, gripping her hands with that familiar stubborn certainty.

"You can't keep running from something you don't even fully understand yet. Do it once. Just once. And I'll be right there — if anything feels wrong, one call and I'm walking through that door."

And there was something else Aditi had said, quieter, almost as an afterthought —

"Besides… he's probably been waiting for you far longer than you realize."

Raj had lost count of the weeks.

It had been almost a month since he'd last been to Ajay and Priya's home. Since that evening. Since the moment his own impulse had betrayed him — or maybe revealed him, he wasn't sure which was worse.

He sat alone in the office canteen, pushing food around his plate without appetite, replaying it for what felt like the thousandth time.

What kind of person does that? he thought bitterly. What kind of man kisses his friend's wife?

But even as the guilt rose in his chest, something else rose with it — something quieter and more honest. Because the truth was, it hadn't come from nowhere. It hadn't been nothing.

In his eyes, Priya was perfect — completely, unfairly, devastatingly perfect. Not just as a woman, but as a person. The way she listened. The way she laughed. The way she had once rested her head on his shoulder and cried, trusting him completely — and he had sat there, holding that trust like something fragile and sacred, knowing even then that he was already in too deep.

She had thought of him as a good friend.

And he—

He exhaled slowly.

At least as a friend, I got to see her. Talk to her. That's gone now too.

Her phone rang unanswered. His messages floated in the grey void of delivered but never read. She was angry — she had every right to be. He knew that. But a stubborn, selfish corner of his mind kept whispering — was it entirely my fault? Ajay told me everything. She was the one who leaned on me first.

He hated himself for thinking about it.

And Ajay — even Ajay had grown distant. Cordial in the way colleagues are cordial when something unspoken sits between them. To make it worse, Ajay was thriving — important clients, talk of a promotion, his career climbing steadily upward.

Of course it is, Raj thought, and the bitterness surprised him with its sharpness. Ever since Priya came into his life, everything just… worked for him.

His own life, meanwhile, had quietly unravelled. He'd missed a meeting with a girl his family had arranged — sat stood up for over an hour at a restaurant, her messages escalating from polite to furious. He hadn't even felt sorry. I hadn't felt much of anything, really.

There was only one thought that kept returning, wearing the same shape every time —

If I could just see her. Just once. Explain. Make her understand.

He checked his phone again. Force of habit. Hope dressed up as routine.

The canteen hummed around him — trays clattering, colleagues laughing, the ordinary noise of a world moving forward while he stayed perfectly, stubbornly still.

And then — a buzz.

A message.

Raj's breath caught as he turned the screen over.

Priya had typed just two words.

"Hi Raj."

Raj nearly jumped out of his seat.

He fumbled, almost dropping his phone, quickly wiping his hands on his pants like that would somehow help him think straight. He stared at the screen. Read it again. Then once more.

Was this real?

His fingers moved fast before his brain could catch up.

"Hi Priya, how are you…"

Her reply came almost immediately.

"If you're free, can I call you?"

He let out a short, disbelieving laugh. He looked around the canteen as if someone nearby might confirm that yes, this was actually happening. Then he typed back —

"Do you even have to ask…"

He sent it and then sat very still, staring at the phone. Should he call her instead? Was she going to call right now? In the next minute? Five minutes?

Every second felt like an hour.

He read the messages again. Then again. Just to make sure they were real — that he hadn't imagined the whole thing out of sheer desperation.

Then his phone rang.

Priya. Her name lit up the screen and his heart slammed against his chest. He picked up before the second ring even finished.

"Sorry,"

her warm voice came through.

"I had another call."

Raj exhaled slowly, trying to sound calm.

"It's fine… how are you?"

Priya : "I'm good,"

she said simply.

"You sent so many messages. I'm sorry I didn't reply. Things were just really busy."

Raj : "No, no, it's okay," he said quickly.

"I heard you were helping with your boss's daughter's wedding. And then I heard you went home to visit your family."

There was a small pause on the other end.

Then Priya said, with a hint of amusement in her voice — "My, my… someone's been keeping close track of me."

Raj felt his face go warm. He had not been prepared for that. She sounded… light. Easy. Like none of it had happened. Like the weight he had been carrying for weeks simply didn't exist on her end.

"No, no, nothing like that," he said quickly. "I just heard it around the office—"

"Oh really," she said, her voice dropping just slightly, softer now. "And what else have you heard about me?"

That voice. That tone. It did something to him that he could not quite explain or control.

"Nothing else," he managed. "Just… that."

"Hmm." A pause. "You haven't come over in so long."

"Well… Ajay didn't invite me."

"So you'll only come when Ajay invites you?"

Raj opened his mouth. I closed it. He had absolutely no idea what to say to that. She was talking so naturally, so casually — like nothing had ever gone wrong between them. He hadn't been ready for any of this.

"No… I can come anytime," he said carefully.

"Then come tomorrow."

He blinked. "Tomorrow… evening?"

"No. Not evening." She said it clearly, deliberately. "Can you leave the office during the day?"

His voice almost disappeared. "Yes… yes, I can."

"And don't tell Ajay you're coming. Okay?"

"Why would I tell him…"

"Good. Come around one o'clock. See you then."

"Okay, I'll be there at one—"

But she had already hung up.

Raj sat completely still for a moment, phone still pressed to his ear even though the line was dead.

Then slowly, a smile spread across his face. Wide and stunned and a little stupid.

She had called him. She had spoken to him like nothing was wrong. She had invited him over — alone — while Ajay was at the office.

His mind raced. What did it mean? Why had she called? Why did she sound like that?

He didn't have answers. But for the first time in weeks, his chest felt light.

On the other end, Priya set her phone down and pressed both hands flat on the table.

They were shaking.

Her whole body was shaking.

She sat there quietly for a moment, just breathing. Nobody else knew what that phone call had cost her — how carefully she had kept her voice steady, how many times she had almost said something else entirely, how hard she had worked to sound like the easy, breezy version of herself that Aditi had coached her to be.

Just weeks ago, she had been certain she never wanted to speak to Raj again.

And now she had called him. Smiled at him through the phone. Invited him to her home.

What if he tells Ajay?

She had asked Aditi the same question before picking up the phone.

Aditi had laughed — not unkindly, but with the confidence of someone who had thought it through completely.

"Here's what I've learned about men," Aditi had said. "When a woman asks a man to keep a secret, and he thinks keeping that secret might get him something — he will take that secret to his grave. Trust me."

Priya wasn't fully convinced. But she had made the call anyway.

Back at the office, Raj practically floated back to his desk.

He felt ridiculous. He knew he felt ridiculous. But he couldn't help it.

Maybe I was just overthinking everything, he told himself. She was busy. That's all it ever was.

He still had files to finish. A pile of unfinished work that had been quietly building for weeks while his attention was somewhere else entirely. He glanced at it and decided it could wait a little longer.

First things first.

He walked over to Ajay's desk with the most casual expression he could manage.

"Hey Ajay — I need to step out tomorrow afternoon. Can I leave around noon and be back by four?"

Ajay didn't even look up from his screen. "Tomorrow? No. We've got too much on. Your files aren't even done yet."

"I know, I know," Raj said. "But this is important. I wouldn't ask if it wasn't. And I'll finish everything by tomorrow, I promise."

Ajay finally looked up. "Four hours. What needs four hours?"

"Traffic," Raj said simply. "You know what it's like."

Ajay studied him for a second, then a slow knowing smile crossed his face. "You're going to meet a girl, aren't you. That's why you're being so polite about it."

Raj kept a completely straight face. "Something like that."

Ajay shook his head but he was smiling. "Fine. But everything gets done. I'm telling you this as a friend before the boss has to tell you something worse. You've been sloppy lately."

"I know. I'll fix it. Thank you, Ajay."

Raj walked back to his desk, and somewhere deep inside, a laugh was trying very hard to escape.

Ajay had just let him go.

To visit Ajay's own wife.

In Ajay's own home.

While Ajay stayed at the office.

He pressed his lips together and stared at his computer screen. He really shouldn't find that funny. He really, genuinely should not find that funny.

He found it a little bit funny.

The next morning, Raj took more care getting dressed than he had in months.

He picked his best shirt — the one that fit just right. He sprayed perfume on his wrist, then decided to take the bottle with him and use it just before getting out of the car. He checked himself in the mirror once. Then twice.

His files were still not done.

I'll finish them tonight, he told himself. With whatever energy today gives me.

At the office, he barely worked. He kept glancing at the clock. Eleven. Eleven fifteen. Eleven thirty. Time had decided, apparently, to stop moving entirely.

But finally — finally — twelve o'clock came, and he was out the door before anyone could stop him.

He hit two red lights and nearly lost his mind at both of them.

Then somewhere in the middle of the drive, a small panic hit him.

He hadn't brought anything.

Should I bring something? What does she like?

He was stopped at a signal, looking around helplessly, when a man walked between the cars holding a small bunch of fresh roses.

Raj rolled down his window.




Chapter 2

He pulled into the apartment building and recognized the watchman immediately — the same one he had argued with once before. The man looked up as Raj stepped out of the car, a small bouquet of roses in his hand.

"Brother, open the gate — I need to park inside," Raj said.

The watchman, Ishan, looked at him slowly. "Where do you need to go?"

"609."

Ishan said nothing for a moment. 609. That's Priya madam's flat. This guy… he's come before with her husband. But today he's alone. In the middle of the day.

"Who lives there?" Ishan asked, keeping his face blank.

Raj's jaw tightened. "Ajay Sharma."

"He's gone to the office," Ishan said flatly.

"Yes, I know that," Raj said, trying to keep the irritation out of his voice. "His wife is home."

Ishan crossed his arms slowly. "What work do you have with her?"

Raj stared at him. What business is it of yours? he thought. But he kept his voice even.

"She called me. Some work to be done."

"Madam called you?" Ishan raised an eyebrow. "Wait here. Let me call her."

Ishan dialed. He always looked forward to any small reason to speak with Priya — those chances didn't come often enough for his liking.

"Madam… there's a gentleman here at the gate. He says you called him."

From behind the phone, Raj leaned in slightly. "Tell her it's Raj. Say Raj is here."

And then, just faintly through the phone, Ishan heard her voice —

"Yes, I called him. Please let him in."

Ishan pulled the phone back to his ear properly. "Okay Madam, I'll get him to fill in the entry register—"

Then her voice came again, softer this time. Sweeter.

"Please… just this once, skip the register. He's already late. Please, Ishan…"

Ishan froze.

She had said his name.

That was it. There was no saying no after that. His whole chest went a little soft and stupid.

"Madam, please don't say please to me… I won't make him sign in. But you make sure everything is fine, otherwise my job is gone…"

He glanced sideways at Raj, trying to say with his eyes what he couldn't say out loud — I don't know what's going on here, but I hope you know what you're doing.

"Nothing will happen," Priya said simply. "Let him in."

"Yes, Madam."

Ishan opened the gate. Raj drove in quickly and parked. It was already ten past one — later than he had planned. He grabbed the roses from the passenger seat and headed straight for the lift.

Behind him, Ishan watched him go.

The lift took forever.

Raj shifted his weight from foot to foot, watching the numbers change slowly. Come on, come on. She had sounded rushed on the phone too. That had to mean something.

When he finally reached the sixth floor, he stopped in front of the mirror on the wall and straightened his shirt, ran a hand through his hair.

Then it hit him.

The perfume. He had completely forgotten to put it on. It was still sitting in the car.

He stood there for a second, genuinely considering going back down for it.

No. There's no time.

He walked to flat 609 and pressed the bell.

The door opened.

Priya stood there in a fitted t-shirt and leggings.

Raj had only ever seen her in a saree or a salwar. This was the first time — and his brain took a second to fully catch up with his eyes. The t-shirt sat close against her body, her figure clear and soft all at once. Without a dupatta or pallu to hide behind, she looked different. Freer somehow. And those leggings—

He realized he was staring.

"Hi Raj," she said brightly, stepping back. "Come in."

"Hi Priya… I'm fine… how are you?"

The words came out before he could stop them. She hadn't even asked how he was — he had just answered a question that was never asked. He wanted to disappear into the floor.

Priya pressed her lips together very carefully, clearly fighting a smile. "I'm sorry, I didn't ask first. How are you?" A small pause. "But you've already answered, so never mind." She tilted her head slightly. "Also — why are you growing a beard?"

Raj felt a warm rush of something in his chest. She had noticed. She had actually looked closely enough to notice.

"Just… let it grow," he said, smiling.

He stepped inside — and only then remembered what was still behind his back. He had been so caught off guard the moment she opened the door that he had completely forgotten about the roses in his hand.

"What's behind your back?" she asked, her eyes dropping to his arm. "Is that something for me?"

"Oh — yes, sorry—" He brought them forward, a little awkward. "These are for you."

Priya took the small bunch of roses and lifted them to her face, closing her eyes for just a moment.

"Wow… they smell so good."

"Yes, they were really fresh," Raj said, finding his footing again. "I got them especially for you."

She looked up at him with a soft expression. "Thank you. Come, sit down."

Raj settled into the sofa in the living room.

Priya didn't sit. Instead she leaned back against the wall across from him, one hand resting lightly behind her, the other running slowly through her hair. Completely at ease. Completely at home.

Raj on the other hand had no idea what to do with his hands, his eyes, or himself in general.

"Was it difficult to get away from the office?" she asked.

"No, the boss wasn't in. So I just told Ajay and left."

"Oh really. What did you tell him?"

Raj leaned back a little, feeling something like confidence returning. "I told him I was going to meet a girl."

Priya's eyebrows went up slightly. "Oh? Which girl?"

"A very beautiful one," he said simply. "That's exactly why he let me go."

She laughed — a real, easy laugh. "Is that so." Then, more casually — "How's the search going, by the way? For getting married?"

Raj's smile stayed but something behind it shifted. "It's going. Haven't found the right person yet."

"Hmm." She nodded slowly. "Okay, what can I get you? Tea, coffee, cold drink?"

"Nothing, Priya, don't bother going to the kitchen—"

"But why not? Oh—" She stopped. A small knowing look crossed her face. "Because of last time."

Raj went very still.

He had rehearsed this moment a hundred times in his head. He had told himself that if the topic ever came up, he would be the one to bring it up carefully, test the ground first, watch her reaction. He had a whole plan.

None of that was happening.

"No, it's not that—"

"It's okay," she said quietly. "I figured you still think about it."

He had nothing left to say.

She was standing across from him, looking directly into his eyes, slowly swaying just slightly where she stood — and there was something in her expression that he couldn't quite read. Something that sat right between calm and daring.

"I think about it too," she said. "A lot, actually."

"Really?" The word came out before he could hold it back.

"Yes." She paused. Then — "Raj… the truth is… I really like you."

The room went completely quiet.

His heart stopped.

"I like you too—" he said immediately, already starting to stand up—

She raised her hand. A gentle but clear signal. Stay. Wait. Listen.

"Let me finish," she said, and her voice was soft but firm. "I really like you… as a friend…"

“You’re the only friend I have in Lu*3k*0w, Raj,” she said, her voice dropping to a silken,“That’s why you’re here, isn’t it?”

The words were a calculated strike. He looked at her, searching for the girl he used to know, but found instead a woman who seemed to have bloomed into something predatory and magnificent. She was leaning against the doorframe, her posture relaxed, yet every line of her body was a provocation.

“My friend...” she repeated, her eyes tracking the movement of Adam's apple as he swallowed hard.

Raj managed a nod, though his knees felt like water. “Yes. Friends. Of course, Priya.”

She stepped into his personal space, the distance between them shrinking until he could feel the radiant heat coming off her skin. “And about that... that moment we shared. That mistake.” She paused, her gaze dropping to his mouth for a heartbeat before snapping back to his eyes. “I’ve realized that I was just as much to blame as you. I was weak, too. I wanted to tell you I’m sorry for letting things go so far.”

The guilt that had been eating Raj alive suddenly felt like a physical weight being lifted, only to be replaced by a different, more agonizing pressure. To hear her take the blame, to hear her acknowledge the electricity that had nearly burned them both down, made his head spin.

“No, Priya,” he whispered, his voice cracking with a raw, jagged edge. “It was me. I lost my mind. I shouldn't have touched you like that. I’ve wanted to say sorry for weeks... I just didn't know how to look at you.”

Priya’s lips curled into a faint, enigmatic smile—the kind of smile that promised everything and guaranteed nothing. She reached out, her cool, slender fingers grazing his forearm. The contact was brief, a mere spark, but it sent a violent jolt of electricity straight to his groin.

“Raj... we’ve both said it now. Let’s bury it. It’s over, isn’t it? We’re back to where we started.”

“Yes,” he breathed, though every fiber of his being was screaming a protest. “Back to the start.”

She extended her hand toward him. It was a formal gesture, a seal on their new platonic contract, but as he took it, his large hand trembling slightly as it enveloped hers, he felt the devastating softness of her skin. He held it a second too long, feeling the frantic rhythm of her pulse against his thumb. He was holding the very thing he desired most in the world, and yet, by calling him "friend," she had placed him a thousand miles away.

“So,” she said, breaking the silence as she gently withdrew her hand. “I’m a terrible host. You must be starving. Did you have lunch before coming from the office?”

“I... yeah, I ate,” Raj lied. His stomach was a knot of tension; the thought of food was repulsive when compared to the hunger currently gnawing at his soul.

Priya tilted her head, her dark hair spilling over her shoulder in a silken wave. “Do you have your laptop with you? The one from work?”

“It’s in the car. Why?”

“I have a small favor to ask... something I can't quite manage on my own. Would you bring it up? Please, Raj? For a friend?”

That final word was a twist of the knife, yet he couldn't refuse the plea in her eyes. He hurried down to the parking lot, his mind a blur of confusion and desire. Ishan, the security guard, watched him with a knowing, cynical glint in his eye, but Raj didn't care. He grabbed the bag and raced back up, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

He pushed the door open without knocking, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He stopped dead.

Priya was standing with her back to him, her arms raised high as she gathered her hair into a knot. The movement pulled her thin T-shirt upward, exposing the flawless, honey-colored skin of her lower back. The curve of her waist, the swell of her H!ps—it was a landscape of pure temptation. She turned slowly, not a hint of modesty in her gaze, and watched him watch her.

“You’re back quickly,” she murmured, her voice like a caress.

Raj fumbled with the zipper of his bag, his hands shaking so much he could barely function. “I... I didn't want to keep you waiting. What did you need?”

She handed him a crumpled piece of paper. “My CV. I wrote it out, but it looks so... amateur. I need someone with your skills to make it look professional. Can you do that for me?”

Raj felt a surge of masculine pride. He sat on the sofa, the cushions still smelling faintly of her perfume, and flipped the laptop open. He began to type, his fingers flying across the keys as he restructured her life into a series of professional achievements. But he couldn't concentrate. He could feel her hovering just behind his shoulder, her presence a heavy, intoxicating weight.

“I’m such a fool when it comes to these things,” she whispered, her breath warm against the sensitive skin of his ear.

“You’re not a fool,” Raj said, his voice dropping an octave. “You’re just... inexperienced.”

He felt her move. She didn't stay behind him. Instead, she slid onto the sofa, settling right next to him. The contact was total. Her thigh pressed against his, the soft fabric of her clothes offering no barrier to the heat of her skin. Raj felt his body betraying him instantly, a slow, heavy throb of blood that he couldn't hide.

“I can’t see the screen from there,” she murmured, leaning across him.

Her shoulder tucked into his chest. Her hair brushed against his jaw, the scent of jasmine now overwhelming. He looked down and saw the rise and fall of her chest, the way her shirt clung to her curves. They were so close that if he turned his head an inch, his lips would graze her temple. He remembered the taste of her, the way she had whimpered into his mouth during that "mistake," and the memory was a physical ache.

“Is that right?” she asked, turning her face toward his.

Their noses almost touched. Her eyes were dark, unfathomable pools of mystery. For a long, agonizing moment, the "friendship" agreement hung by a thread. Raj wanted to throw the laptop aside, to pin her to the cushions and remind her exactly why they weren't just friends. He could see the invitation in the curve of her mouth, the way her breath hitched in sync with his.

But he didn't move. He was terrified that if he broke the rules, she would disappear forever.

“It’s... it’s perfect,” he managed to say, his voice a ghost of itself.

Priya laughed, a low, throaty sound that vibrated through his entire body. She placed her hand over his on the trackpad, her fingers guiding his. “What would I do without you, Raj? You really are my best friend.”

The clock on the wall chimed 4:00 PM. The sound was like a gunshot, shattering the intimate bubble they had built.

“I have to go,” Raj said, standing up so abruptly the laptop almost slid to the floor. “I’m late. The office... my boss...”

Priya stood up with him, her expression shifting instantly back to one of innocent gratitude. “Oh, of course! Work is so important. Thank you, Raj. Truly. You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Don't mention it,” he said, practically bolting for the door. He didn't look back until he reached his car. When he finally looked up, he saw her on the balcony, a small, ethereal figure waving him away. He drove off into the Lu*3k*0w traffic, his mind a chaotic storm of frustration and an even deeper, more dangerous obsession.




Chapter 3

Back in the apartment, the silence was heavy. Priya watched the car disappear around the corner, and then she let out a long, ragged breath. The "innocent" mask fell away, replaced by a look of sharp, calculated triumph. She walked back to the sofa and picked up a second piece of paper—the one Raj hadn't seen.

She grabbed her phone and dialed Aditi.

“He’s gone,” Priya said, her voice crackling with a new, dark energy. “And Aditi... it worked. Every bit of it.”

Aditi’s laughter was cold. “I told you. Men are simple creatures, Priya. You just have to know which strings to pull. Did he look like he wanted to stay?”

“He looked like he was dying,” Priya smirked, running a hand through her hair. “He could barely breathe. He took the 'friend' bait exactly like you said he would.”

“And the touch?”

“I sat so close I could feel his heart hammering. He was shaking, Aditi. He thinks he’s being a gentleman, but he’s already halfway to the edge of the cliff.”

“Good,” Aditi replied. “Now he’s yours. He’ll spend every minute at his desk thinking about your skin, your hair, and that 'mistake.' He’ll be back by the end of the week, begging for another favor.”

Priya looked down at the list Aditi had helped her write—the rules for the game they were playing.

The Deny and Conquer: Call him a friend to make him crave being something more.

The Sensory Overload: Use scent and proximity to bypass his logic.

The Accidental Exposure: Let him see what he can't have until he's willing to pay any price for it.

The Teacher-Student Trap: Make him feel powerful so he lets his guard down.

“I’m tired, Aditi,” Priya whispered, though her eyes were bright. “Playing the innocent is exhausting.”

“The best actresses always are,” Aditi said. “Rest now. You’ve won the first round. Tomorrow, we start the second.”

Priya hung up and lay back on the sofa, staring at the ceiling. The apartment felt different now, no longer a cage, but a stage. She remembered the look in Raj’s eyes, the raw, naked hunger he couldn't hide, and she felt a thrill of power she had never known. As sleep finally pulled at her, she smiled. The game had only just begun. Priya’s sleep was broken by the sharp, persistent ring of the doorbell. It had likely been ringing for a while, cutting through the heavy haze of her afternoon nap. She stood up, her head swaying slightly from the sudden movement, and moved toward the door in a daze. When she pulled it open, she found Ajay standing there, his face clouded with a simmering irritation that he made no effort to hide. He brushed past her into the apartment, kicking off his shoes with a jagged, impatient energy.

"Where were you? I’ve been standing out there ringing the bell forever," Ajay snapped, his voice tight.

"I’m sorry... I just fell into a deep sleep," Priya murmured, still trying to shake off the grogginess.

Ajay turned to look at her, his eyes traveling over her outfit with a look of pure confusion. "Is this any time to be sleeping? And since when do you wear a T-shirt and jeans around the house like this?"

Priya smoothed the fabric over her H!ps, feeling the way the denim hugged her curves—a sensation she had enjoyed all afternoon. "No reason... I just felt like wearing it."

Ajay’s gaze shifted to the dining table, landing on the bouquet of roses sitting there. Their deep crimson petals were still vibrant, their scent filling the room with a heavy, sweet floral musk. "Did someone come over today?"

Priya’s heart skipped a beat. Oh shit. In her post-nap haze, she had completely forgotten to hide the evidence of Raj’s visit. Her mind raced for a lie that wouldn't crumble under pressure. "No... Aditi brought them over earlier."

At the mention of Aditi’s name, Ajay’s expression soured even further. "I’ve told you a hundred times to stay away from that woman. She’s a bad influence, but you just won't listen."

He was more irritable than usual today, his words dripping with a petty, restless anger. Priya took a breath, trying to redirect the tension. "What happened? Why are you so upset today?"

"It’s Raj," Ajay grumbled, throwing his keys onto the counter.

Priya felt a cold chill wash over her. Panic flared in her chest—had Raj said something? Had he confessed to the heat that had flared between them in this very room? If he had, Ajay wouldn't be standing here complaining; he would be screaming.

"What did Raj do?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"He didn't do anything—that’s the problem! The guy just walked out of the office in the middle of the day and didn't come back until evening. I swear, he’s lost his head over some girl. He’s completely distracted."

Priya let out a silent, shaky breath of relief. He didn't know. Raj had kept their secret, even at the cost of his own professional reputation.

"His work is falling behind," Ajay continued, pacing the kitchen. "If he keeps this up, he’s going to lose his job. He’s becoming a liability."

Hearing this, Priya felt a pang of genuine guilt. Raj wasn't a bad man; in fact, his kindness was exactly what had led him to risk his career for her today. He had been reprimanded because of her, and the thought of him losing his livelihood because of a few hours spent helping her made her chest ache.

"Come on, let’s just eat," she said, trying to soften the mood. "It’s late."

They ate in a strained silence. Afterward, Ajay went straight to the bedroom and fell into a heavy, snoring sleep. Priya lay beside him, but her mind was a battlefield. She felt the lingering traces of the afternoon’s excitement—the way Raj had looked at her, the way his hands had trembled—but it was mixed with a heavy layer of pity for him. After a long moment of hesitation, she picked up her phone and typed a message.

Priya: Hi... what are you doing?

Raj was still sitting at his desk at home, surrounded by piles of unfinished paperwork and the blue light of his laptop. When the notification popped up, seeing her name felt like a jolt of pure caffeine. He grabbed the phone instantly.

Raj: Hi... just drowning in office work.

Priya: I see... How was everything at the office today?

Raj: Didn't Ajay tell you? He gave me a hell of a time. He was furious.

Priya: Oh... I’m so sorry. It’s my fault you had to deal with that. Thank you so much for everything you did today.

Raj: Don't worry about it. It wasn't because of you. By the way, I emailed you the finished CV.

Priya: Thank you! I hope you finish your work soon so you can finally get some sleep.

Raj: It made me really happy that you messaged me, Priya.

Priya: Good night...

Raj: Good night...

As she hit send, Priya felt a delicious, forbidden flutter in her stomach. There was something intoxicating about messaging a man late at night—especially a man who had already confessed his desire for her. She quickly deleted the entire conversation, a flash of guilt hitting her. It felt like cheating, like she was breaking a vow to Ajay, but she quickly pushed the thought away. It’s just a friend, she told herself. Friends help each other.

The CV was done, but the real work was just beginning. She remembered Vijay’s job offer, but the thought of working for him made her skin crawl. Vijay and Pratap were cut from the same cloth—men who used their power to intimidate. She wanted a fresh start, somewhere she could feel safe and respected.

She spent the rest of the night scrolling through job portals, her thumb moving rhythmically over the screen. She applied to dozens of positions, even entry-level roles she was overqualified for. She just needed a door to open. Eventually, she fell asleep with the phone still warm in her hand.

The next morning, after Ajay left, she checked her email with a racing heart. Nothing. By evening, the silence was deafening. Another day passed with no calls, no emails, no signs of interest. She started to wonder if Ajay was right—if her experience in a small town like Jh**&* meant nothing in the big city of Lu*3k*0w.

She was on the verge of giving up when, on the third day, her phone rang. A woman’s voice, sharp and professional, greeted her.

"Hello, is this Miss Priya?"

"Yes... who is this?"

"Hi, I’m Khushi from Creative Exports Limited. You applied for the Accountant position."

Priya’s heart hammered against her ribs. "Yes, ma'am! I did."

"Can you come in for an interview tomorrow at 11:00 AM?"

"Yes, ma'am. Absolutely. I’ll be there."

"Great. We’ll see you then."

"Wait—ma'am, where exactly is the office?"

"The address is in the job posting. G0wT! N@g@9. See you tomorrow."

The line went dead before Priya could ask anything else. She let out a literal squeal of joy, dancing around the living room. Finally! An interview! But then the panic set in. Tomorrow was so soon. What would she wear? How would she get there? What would they ask her?

She waited impatiently for Ajay to come home, wanting to share the victory with him. When he finally walked through the door, looking exhausted, she burst out with the news.

"Ajay! I finally got an interview call today!"

Ajay didn't look up from his bag. "Oh, you're still looking? I thought you’d given up on that. So, what did they say?"

"I have to go in tomorrow morning for an interview."

"It’s just an interview, Priya. It’s not a job yet."

"I'll get the job tomorrow, you'll see," she said, her voice filled with a defiant cheer.

Ajay let out a dry, mocking laugh. "It’s not that easy. There will be hundreds of candidates. Why would they pick you?"

"Why wouldn't they? I have experience."

"Ha! That little experience from a tiny office in Jh**&*? This is Lu*3k*0w, Priya. People here have degrees and years of corporate history."

Priya felt a hot flush of anger. Why did he always have to pull her down? Why couldn't he just be happy for her for once? She realized at that moment that she didn't just want a job for the money; she wanted to reach a position where she was more successful than he was.

"Will you take me there tomorrow?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady.

"I can't. I have important clients coming in tomorrow. I can't miss work for an interview that might not even lead to anything."

Priya felt a hollow ache in her chest. She didn't know how to navigate the city on her own. She could take an auto, but what if she got lost? What if she was late? She needed someone she could rely on. Aditi didn't even know how to drive. That left only one person.

Raj.

She felt bad for asking him again, for dragging him further into her complicated life. But who else was there? Ajay clearly didn't care.

That night, she messaged him again. The late-night "Good night" messages had become a habit, a secret thread connecting them.

Priya: Raj... I need a favor. Please.

Raj: Anything. Just tell me.

Priya: Can you drop me in G0wT! N@g@9 tomorrow? I have a job interview.

Raj: Wow! Finally! Congratulations!

Priya: Wait for the job before you congratulate me...

Raj: Tell me the time.

Priya: It's at 11:00, but I know you have to get to work. You can drop me whenever you leave.

Raj: I'll pick you up at 9:30. Ajay will be gone by then. We'll get there by 10:15, which gives you time to find the exact office. Don't worry about anything.

Priya: Thank you, Raj. Truly.

Raj: No thanks needed. Is there anything else you need?

Priya: What should I wear?

As she typed it, she realized how strange it was to ask him for fashion advice, as if he were the man she was trying to impress.

Raj: You look beautiful in everything you wear. But a Salwar Kameez is usually a safe, professional choice.

Priya: That sounds like a good idea.

Raj: And one more thing... don't tie your hair up tomorrow. Leave it open. You look incredible with your hair down.

Priya stared at the message, a slow, warm blush spreading across her cheeks. She went into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. She hadn't realized he noticed things like that. She had lost a little weight from the stress of the last few days, and her face looked sharper, more defined. She took the tie out of her hair and let it fall around her shoulders. Raj was right. The dark waves framed her face perfectly, making her look softer, more feminine, and undeniably more seductive. She spent the next twenty minutes experimenting with different styles, but in the end, she knew she would keep it open. She wasn't just dressing for an interview; she was dressing for the man who had the courage to see her.




Chapter 4

The next day, as always, Priya quickly packed Ajay’s food and he left for the office. But today, she had to get ready quickly for her own interview. It was already 8:15 AM. She took a quick shower and put on a new salwar kameez she had set aside the night before, then applied her makeup carefully. She put on a bright red lipstick that made her entire face glow even more. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she was looking very beautiful.

By the time she was ready, it was already 9:30 AM, and Raj’s call was coming. He had arrived downstairs, so Priya also ran down quickly. She took a folder with her in which she had kept her college marksheet, other activity certificates, and a letter from her previous job's boss.

Raj was waiting for her right outside the gate. Priya quickly sat in the front seat. Right now, she was so nervous about the interview that she didn't remember any of the artificial games she had learned that day.

Priya: "Sorry, am I late?"

Raj: "No, no, I just arrived."

Raj looked at her—how stunning she looked in that blue dress, and her open hair, ufff—"You're looking very good..."

Priya said shyly, "Thank you, and I kept my hair open just like you said..."

Raj also started smiling. Truly, today Priya looked exactly like before—cute and innocent. Haaye, anyone would give her a job just by looking at her. Raj started driving the car.

Raj: "You're not nervous, right..."

Priya: "A little bit, but everything will be fine..."

Raj: "Absolutely, everything will be good. Didn't Ajay go with you?"

Priya made a face and said, "I don't want to think about him right now..."

Raj: "Okay, fine, just take a deep breath and keep your mind clear..."

After a while, they reached outside the office. It was a large office complex containing offices of many companies.

Raj: "Finding parking here is a bit difficult, so I'll have to drop you right here."

Priya: "Yeah, no problem, I'll go..."

Raj: "Call me when the interview is over, I'll come to pick you up..."

Priya: "I'll go back by auto, but thank you so much."

Just as Priya was about to get out of the car, she looked at Raj. Truly, how helpful he was, and how much he cared for her. Why couldn't she find a guy like this in her life? She didn't know what happened to her all of a sudden; she quickly gave a light kiss on Raj's cheek and then got out of the car and went inside. Perhaps it was just her nervousness, nothing else. Her fast steps quickly took her inside the building.

Raj was also left stunned by this unexpected kiss. Why was Priya igniting the hope of love in his heart again? As soon as a horn sounded from behind, he started driving his car, and while driving somehow, he messaged Priya: "All the best! And thank you for the kiss."

Inside, Priya was facing some new things; her attention was not on her phone. She couldn't understand where to go. Inside, many companies' names and their floor numbers were written on a board. There was so much in front of her that nothing could be read. But finally, she saw "Creative Exports Limited" written somewhere in the middle. Their office was on the 9th floor.

She went quickly toward the lift and reached up by pressing the 9th floor button. As soon as she got off on that floor, she saw that the entire floor was so clean and sparkling. She had never seen such a good office until today. The floor was like marble, and there were very beautiful lights and paintings. And in front was a receptionist's desk. She went toward that desk.

Priya: "Hello, I have come here for an interview..."

Receptionist: "Ok ma'am, what time is your interview?"

Priya: "11 o'clock."

Receptionist: "Oh, it's only 10:30 right now. You can sit there and wait."

Priya hadn't paid attention to the time at all. Raj had dropped her a bit early and now she would have to wait here for half an hour. Uff, it would have been better to wait downstairs. But downstairs it felt like who knows how one would have to go up.

She started waiting by sitting on a sofa in the lobby and looking here and there.

Priya was thinking that this seemed like quite a big company. Would she get the job here? People passing by were also staring at her, some were talking among themselves and laughing. Were they laughing at her? Were her clothes okay? Her hair? She remained sitting nervously somehow.

After about 25 minutes, 2 people came toward her. 1 man and one girl. The girl was young and beautiful and she was wearing shirt-pants with a coat over it. They were quite formal clothes but she seemed very friendly from her smile. The man was also wearing shirt-pants, and his age was a bit older, at least 35, Priya thought. Anyway, what other option do boys have besides wearing shirt-pants? She didn't know how even at such a time, Priya's mind could think of such jokes.

“Khushi” said with a big smile, "Hi Priya, I am “Khushi”, we spoke on the phone."

Priya also stood up, "Hi Khushi, how are you?"

Khushi: "I am good. How are you? So nice that you could come today. This is my senior—Mr. Sanjay, and we both will take your interview."

Sanjay's face was very serious, no laughter on it, a total grump—"Hello Priya."

Khushi: "So let's go, let's go to the meeting room there."

As much as Khushi seemed sweet and lovely to Priya, she felt equally scared of Sanjay. The way he was staring at her.

Khushi: "So, any problem in finding the office?"

Priya: "No, no problem..."

Khushi: "Water, coffee, do you want anything?"

Priya: "No, nothing. Thank you."

Talking like this, they entered the meeting room and Priya sat in front of them both.

Khushi: "So Priya, I saw your resume, and it was interesting."

Sanjay: "Priya, please give your resume."

Priya hadn't brought her resume at all; she didn't have a computer or printer. She thought that she had already sent the resume online.

Priya: "Ummm... sorry sir... I don't have that with me..."

Sanjay: "You came to the interview without a resume?"

Khushi: "No problem, I have 2 copies. Take this..."

Khushi looked at Priya with a smile as if making her calm down.

Sanjay: "So her experience is nothing special, why did you shortlist her, Khushi?"

Priya's heart was sinking hearing all this. Truly, Sanjay was very grumpy.

Khushi: "Sir, it was interesting, I think she has worked in a CA firm, and the resume was also prepared quite well. I think let's understand her story once."

Priya became quite impressed with Khushi. No matter how Sanjay talked to her, the smile had not vanished from Khushi's face nor had her voice gone up or down. Seeing this, Priya also gained some confidence, and she started telling them about her experience. She explained everything quite well and also answered their questions in between.

Sanjay: "So you are a housewife, now you want to do this job, tomorrow you will leave..."

Priya: "No sir, I am quite serious about the job, and I will definitely do a job somewhere."

Sanjay: "There is a lot of work here, and right now there isn't much staff so one has to help in other departments as well..."

Priya: "No problem sir, I can learn everything..."

Sanjay: "Okay, we will call and tell you... Khushi, I am getting late for a meeting so I am going. Let's talk later."

Sanjay: "And Ms. Priya, these clothes with hearts don't work here, so you will have to see..."

Khushi: "Ok sir."

Sanjay quickly left the room and Priya started gathering her documents to put them back. From Sanjay's words, she felt that she wouldn't get the job; he had also commented on her clothes, which felt quite bad to her.

Khushi: "Congratulations..."

Priya, being surprised: "For what..."

Khushi looked here and there, as if no one was listening to her—"It's a bit early but I am sure you have got this job..."

Priya: "Ummm... I didn't feel so, didn't you hear Sanjay sir's words..."

Khushi: "Don't feel bad about his words. It will be great to have another girl in the team. Shhh... but don't tell anyone yet..."

Priya was looking at Khushi. She had so much enthusiasm and playfulness. She didn't look that old by appearance, yet she was the one who had taken her interview.

Khushi: "And by the way, Sir has no sense of fashion, I love your dress."

Priya: "Thank you..."

Khushi and she both started walking toward the lift—"Come, I'll drop you down."

Priya: "Oh, why are you bothering, I'll go..."

Khushi: "It will be an excuse for a little walk, come on..."

Priya was thinking how good Khushi's nature was. Truly, if only she got this job, how easy it would be to work with Khushi.

They had just come out of the lift after reaching downstairs when Priya saw Vijay coming from the front. What was he doing here? Was his office also in this building? If he asks her about the job, what will she say—why she didn't take Vijay's job. Vijay was coming toward them only; now what should she do.

Vijay: "Ms. Priya, how are you here? And that too with Ms. Khushi?"

Priya: "Oh just... like that..."

Khushi said laughing—"Mr. Vijay Singh, you tell us how you are here... and how do you know Priya?"

Perhaps Khushi and Vijay already knew each other.

Vijay stared at Khushi and then at Priya—"Ms. Priya, I thought you would message or call me for the job, but no message came from you. And now here with Ms. Khushi? Are you joining Ms. Khushi's company by any chance?"

Oh god, now what should she do, she was stuck between these two. What would Khushi be thinking about her, and Vijay too.

Priya: "Sir... that...."

Just then, suddenly Khushi and Vijay both started laughing and hugged each other. Priya was stunned as to what was happening.

Vijay: "When did you start saying Mr. Vijay instead of Brother Khushi?"

Khushi: "Since you started calling me Ms. Khushi... and since when did this company become mine?"

Vijay: "Since you joined it, you are the one running it."

Khushi: "Me?? I am just a junior employee here, no one even listens to me here. And you, who knows where you stay busy."

Vijay: "Yeah, what can I do, there's such a big business to manage. But you know this one is quite special for me, because I started this one. Everything else belongs to Isha's family."

Khushi: "Oh Priya, this is my cousin brother—Vijay, but it seems you already know each other. But how?"

Vijay: "Yeah, I've been trying for so long for Priya to join our company, but she has no interest at all."

Khushi: "But today she has given an interview for your company only..."

Vijay: "Oh okay... that's great..."

Priya didn't even know that she had come to give an interview in Vijay's company only. She had deliberately not messaged Vijay, but here she had reached back to him only.

Priya: "Oh sorry, I didn't know that this was your company..."

Vijay: "I see, so you don't want to work in my company... now I understand.."

Priya: "No sir, it's nothing like that, I just wanted to get a job by giving an interview on my own."

Vijay: "One doesn't become small by taking someone’s help, Ms. Priya. And even if you had come through me, you would still have had to give the interview anyway."

Khushi: "Brother, since you already know Priya, why don't you talk to Sanjay sir for her..."

Vijay: "Oh, Sanjay took the interview? No brother, I won't even interfere with him; whatever he says is final. Sorry, Priya."

Priya: "It's okay sir, whatever happens will be for the best."

Khushi: "Don't worry Priya, everything will be fine."

Priya: "Thanks Khushi. I'll leave now..."

Khushi and Vijay: "Bye Priya..."

Priya said her goodbyes and started walking toward the exit. From behind, she heard Khushi’s voice—"She’s so pretty, isn't she..." Hearing her voice, Priya smiled softly to herself and stepped out.

Outside, she quickly found an auto and set off for home. Throughout the journey, she kept wondering whether she would get this job, and even if she did, whether she should take it. Perhaps Vijay wasn't happy either, so why would he give her the job? And Sanjay certainly wouldn't; she didn't know why Khushi was so confident that she had gotten the job.

By the time Priya reached home, she had no energy left; everything felt upside down. On her phone, there were messages from Raj asking how her interview went. She gave him a one-line reply saying everything was fine. Right now, she doesn't want to talk to anyone. There was no message from Ajay asking about anything. She wasn't going to tell him anything either.

In the evening, when Ajay came home, Priya didn't bring up any talk about the interview, and Ajay didn't ask anything either. Perhaps he didn't even remember Priya’s interview. Today was truly a very bad day for Priya.

For 2-3 days, there was no news; perhaps she hadn't gotten the job. She was thinking for no reason that she would have to reject the job because of Vijay; here, she hadn't even gotten the job at all. And Ajay was feeling so happy deep inside, as if what he had said had come true. Now he would think even less of her.

Listlessly, Priya was occupied with her work when her phone rang; it was an unknown number.

Priya: "Hello."

Sanjay: "Ms. Priya, hello, Sanjay this side.."

Priya suddenly dropped all her work—"Hello Sir... how are you..."

Sanjay was speaking in that same grumpy voice of his—"Good. Look, I am calling to tell you that we interviewed many people and considered everyone thoroughly..."

Priya’s heart was sinking; it felt like she hadn't gotten the job. She might just cry after this call.

Sanjay: "And, we found that perhaps you would be suitable for this job. Someone from HR will call you and share the details; you can check. Let them know after thinking about your joining date."

Who tells someone they've got a job in such a terrible way? Sanjay had completely frightened Priya. This was too much.

Priya: "Thank you sir, thank you so much."

Sanjay: "Ok, then, bye.."

Priya had gotten the job. Was it true? She could hardly believe it. It was her dream to work in a good company, and today, perhaps it had started to come true. She felt like sharing this good news with someone right this moment.

She picked up her phone, and she was just about to send a message to Ajay when she deleted it. Then, typing another message, she sent it to Raj—"Raj…. I got the job!!!! Thank you so much for your help…"


Chapter 5

In the evening, when Ajay returned home, Priya was contemplating how to tell him that she had secured the job. She knew he wouldn't exactly be thrilled by the news. However, she had to tell him; otherwise, how would she actually go to work?

Without much enthusiasm, Priya spoke up, "Ajay... I got a call from that company today. I got the job."

Ajay replied, "Oh wow! That’s great news... congratulations!"

Priya hadn't expected this reaction from him at all. He was congratulating her with such genuine happiness and without a single sarcastic remark. Ajay walked over and pulled her into a hug.

Priya, unaccustomed to such spontaneous affection from him, said, "Thank you... What’s the occasion? You seem very happy today."

"I’m sorry I’ve been so irritable lately," Ajay said. "You know how much stress there is at the office. Now that you’ll be working, you’ll understand too."

Priya was so happy just to hear his apology that she barely processed the rest. "No, it’s okay, I understand. You work so hard."

Ajay continued, "Yes, and today that large loan for Vijay Sir was passed by headquarters. You met him once at the bank, though you probably don't remember."

Priya replied, "Actually, you’ll be surprised to know—the company where I got the job is actually Vijay Sir’s company. I was quite shocked when I found out."

"Oh, I see... Yes, he has many companies. Anyway, forget all that. I’m in the mood to celebrate today."

Ajay began to kiss Priya’s cheeks. He showered her face with one kiss after another.

"What are you doing? You just got home, at least have dinner," Priya teased.

Glancing toward her chest, Ajay whispered, "I think I'll have this first. Dinner can wait."

Priya gave his shoulder a playful swat. Ajay was in a very mischievous mood today, reminiscent of how he used to be. It had been so long since they had laughed and played together like this. Ajay pulled Priya by the hand toward the bedroom. He laid her down on the bed, his lips meeting hers in a deep, lingering kiss. For a while, they remained lost in each other.

Soon, they were both undressed, feeling the warmth of each other’s skin. It had been weeks since they had been intimate. After everything that had happened at the wedding, she hadn't been in the mood, and after returning from her parents' home, it had been nothing but constant bickering. Just the thought of intimacy made Priya flush with desire. Ajay was equally eager, his hunger evident as he focused his attention on her, his touch igniting a fire within her that she had missed. Priya felt herself opening up to him, her body ready and waiting.

Before long, they were fully joined, and Priya closed her eyes in a wave of intense sensation. "Ahhh... mmmm..."

Ajay was more focused and passionate than usual. The rhythm of their movements sent waves of pleasure through her, and she reached up to grip the headboard tightly. He shifted her position to deepen the connection, and as the intensity peaked, Priya surrendered to the feeling. However, in the darkness of her closed eyes, Raj’s face suddenly flashed before her, as if he were the one with her. Startled, she snapped her eyes open and gripped Ajay’s hand. Ajay held her back firmly as he reached his own climax.

For a few moments, they remained entwined, catching their breath. Then Ajay stood up and began to dress. "That made me even hungrier. I’ll go warm up the food; get dressed and come join me."

Priya remained lying naked on the bed for a moment, her hands resting on herself. She was haunted by one question: why had she seen Raj’s face during such an intimate moment? The sound of Ajay’s voice from the kitchen snapped her out of her thoughts, and she dressed quickly to join him.

They ate dinner together affectionately and then settled into bed. They looked at each other with newfound tenderness, as if they were falling in love all over again. After a while, Ajay fell into a deep sleep, but Priya remained wide awake. Her mind was fixed on Raj. Despite the wonderful experience with Ajay, she couldn't stop thinking about him. She checked her phone and saw a reply to the message she had sent earlier that day.

Raj: "Many, many congratulations! This calls for a party, Madam..."

Priya messaged back: "Let me get my salary first, then you can have your party. I don't even know what the pay is yet."

Raj was evidently still awake, as his reply came instantly: "Whatever it is, it’ll be good. If you need help with anything else, just let me know. A big project finished today, so the pressure is off for a bit."

Priya decided to tease him:

"And if there was work pressure?"

Raj: "I’d still come."

A wide smile spread across Priya’s face; chatting with Raj always had this effect. "I know, that’s why I message you. I do have one task, but I’ll probably do it with Ajay."

Raj replied: "You’re always doing things with Ajay. Try doing something with me for once..."

Priya caught the double meaning immediately; she wasn't that naive anymore. Raj was becoming bolder again. She realized she had somewhat trapped herself with her own suggestive messaging. She paused for a few seconds before deciding how to respond.

Priya: "It’s a very boring task. Ajay doesn't like it at all..."

Raj: "No task is boring if it’s with you."

Priya: "You’re only saying that because you aren't married yet. Once you are, you’ll definitely say no to this."

Raj: "That depends on the wife. If she’s like you..."

Priya didn't want to let the flirtation go any further. "Okay, enough... I need to get clothes for the office... that’s the only task."

Raj: "Now that is interesting. We can go whenever you want."

Priya: "Don't you have work at the office?"

Raj: "I do, but I’ll always make time for you."

Priya hesitated for a few seconds before typing: "Shall we go tomorrow then? But be warned, I take a long time shopping..."

Raj: "Even better. It gives me more time with you. It’s a deal for tomorrow then."

Priya realized she had encouraged him to say these things, so she couldn't really ask him to back off now. Besides, he had helped her so much in getting the job. What was the harm in a little friendly conversation? But what would she tell Ajay? She had never even gone shopping alone in Lu*3k*0w before. With these thoughts swirling, she eventually drifted off to sleep.

By morning, Priya had figured out what to tell Ajay. She felt bad lying to him, but she rationalized that she wasn't going out for fun; she was just shopping for work clothes. It was a necessary task, and Ajay hated shopping anyway.

A little while after waking up, Priya told Ajay that she was going shopping for office clothes with Aditi. Ajay wasn't pleased to hear Aditi’s name, but he didn't want to start another fight. He gave Priya some money for the shopping, which made her very happy. She figured she could get everything she needed with this. Soon after, Ajay left for work, and Priya began getting ready.

Around 12:00 PM, Raj arrived downstairs, and Priya joined him in the car. Knowing she would be trying on many outfits, she wore simple jeans and a t-shirt, topped with a thin denim jacket. She sat in the front seat next to him. Raj tried his best not to stare.

"So where are we going?"

Raj asked, pulling out of the parking lot.

"Hmm… let's go to the mall. I should find some decent office clothes there."

"All your clothes are nice," he said, glancing over at her briefly. "You look lovely in what you're wearing right now."

Priya looked out the window. "Not everyone thinks that. Some people think my clothes are quite bad actually."

"Who said that?"

"Someone. Never mind." She shifted in her seat and changed the subject quickly. "Oh — HR called this morning. They're offering twenty thousand a month. Plus some extra allowances. Twenty thousand is really good…"

Raj smiled at the excitement in her voice. "It is."

"What's your salary by the way?"

"Why would I tell you that?"

"I just told you mine," she said, laughing. "It's not like I'm going to take it from you."

"Ha — take whatever you want."

Priya caught the undertone immediately and went quiet for a second. Then she turned and looked at him carefully.

"I don't want anything… I think we should probably stay within certain limits, Raj."

"What limit did I cross?" he said, genuinely innocent. "You think too much. Anyway — how will you get to the office every day? It's quite far from your place. I could drop you?"

"No, I'll manage. I'm thinking of getting a scooter. Or we could shift somewhere closer to the office. Or Ajay can drop me."

"That area is very expensive, Madam,"

he said. "Ah — and here's your mall."

They went in, and Priya immediately became a different person.

She moved through each shop slowly and carefully, checking fabrics, holding things up, putting them back. Raj stood right beside her the whole time — not rushing her, not sighing, not checking his phone every two minutes. He actually watched. Paid attention to what she picked up, what she put back, what made her pause.

She wanted office clothes — stylish but professional. Clean lines. Nothing too loud.

It took a long time. Most things didn't quite work. Here and there Raj would pull something off a rack and hold it up quietly — sometimes she considered it, sometimes she laughed and shook her head.

They tried shop after shop. Somewhere in the middle they sat down and ate lunch together, laughing and talking easily. Priya noticed — with a small, quiet feeling she chose not to examine too closely — how different this felt from shopping with Ajay. With Ajay everything was quick, decided, done. Here she could actually breathe and look properly.

"Nothing yet," she said finally, finishing her drink. "There's only one shop left in the whole mall. But it's expensive."

"So? Let's go."

"Raj, I don't have that kind of budget. I need at least two or three pieces."

"Just come," he said simply.

The shop was quieter than the others. Fewer people, better lighting, and the clothes were clearly a step above everything else they'd seen. Priya's eyes moved over the racks and for the first time all day, things actually started to catch her attention.

She picked out a few pieces and pushed them into Raj's arms without thinking.

He took them without complaint. He also looked around himself — running his eyes over the racks with quiet interest. Some of the dresses there were quite something.

"I'll just try these on quickly," Priya said.

"Of course. Come out and show me how they look."

"Why you?"

"There's no one else here with you," he said simply. "So you'll have to settle for my opinion."

She considered this for exactly one second. "Fine. Stay right outside the trial room. I'll just open the door and show you. Okay?"

"I'll be right here."

She went in and tried the first one — formal trousers and a structured jacket. A little bit like something she'd seen Khushi wearing once, though obviously not as expensive. It wasn't perfect, but it was close.

She opened the door.

Raj looked at her for a moment without speaking. Something about the clothes had changed her completely — she looked sharp. Pulled together. Like someone walking into a boardroom.

"Well?" she said. "It's not too strange looking?"

"Everything looks good on you."

"That's not helpful, Raj. Is it good or not?"

"It's good. Get it."

She smiled and went back in.

The second one was better. A full-length dress that sat close enough to show her figure clearly — elegant without trying too hard. She tied her hair back before stepping out, knowing full well what she was doing.

Raj's face said everything.

"Even better," he said. "Get this one too."

"Really? You think so?" She looked down at herself, pleased. "Okay. But try this one too—"

He held out another dress toward her.

She took it and went back in. When she unfolded it and held it up, she stopped.

It was short. Very short. Well above the knee — the kind of thing you wear on an evening out, not to an office. She stood there for a second.

Try it, something in her said. Just to see.

She put it on.

She stared at herself in the mirror.

She looked — there was no other word for it — stunning. But there was absolutely no way she was opening that door.

From outside, Raj's voice came — and she could hear the impatience in it, barely held together.

"Priya — did you put it on? Come out."

"No no, what did you give me."

"Did you try it or not?"

"I did but… I cannot come out in this."

"Then I'll come in."

"You will not," she said firmly. "Wait — I'll open the door for just one second. One second. Okay?"

"Okay."

She opened the door.

The look on his face — she had expected it, and she still wasn't fully prepared for it. His mouth opened slightly. His eyes went still.

Her expression said everything back — yes, this is exactly why you picked this one, isn't it.

And she wasn't wrong.

It wasn't just Raj. The security guard by the entrance had looked up. The salesman near the counter had found a sudden reason to glance in their direction.

"You can't wear this to the office," she said dryly. "I have no idea why you gave it to me."

"No," Raj said, still looking. "Not to the office. But please — get it anyway."

"What would I even do with it? I'm not buying a dress I'll never wear."

"Consider it a gift from me."

"Are you serious? I'm not taking that. And people are staring — let me get changed."

She stepped back and pulled the door shut.

She reached behind her for the zipper.

Pulled it.

It didn't move.

She tried again. Nothing. The zipper had caught on something — fabric, a loose thread, something — and it was completely stuck. She couldn't pull it up, she couldn't pull it down. The dress was not coming off.

She stood very still for a moment, thinking.

She couldn't walk out in this. She couldn't get it off either.

A small frustrated sound escaped her before she could stop it.

Immediately from outside — "What happened? Priya — is everything okay?"

"No," she said. "I have a problem."

Raj: "What happened?"

Priya: "This dress won't open from the back, I'm stuck in it..."

Hearing this, Raj felt a sudden surge of excitement; would he get to see Priya in this dress again? "Should I come inside to help?"

Priya said instantly, "Absolutely not..."

Raj: "Then what? Just walk out like that in this dress."

Priya: "In this dress? In such a crowded mall? Honestly, you... look where you've gotten me stuck..."

The salesman, having overheard their conversation, came over. "What happened, sir? Any problem?"

Raj: "Yes, the lady’s dress is stuck; it won't open."

Salesman: "It happens sometimes. Madam, should I come inside and help?"


Chapter 6

Hearing the salesman's voice made Priya even more panicked. She would never let a salesman into this tiny trial room with her. It was better to have Raj come in and help her instead.

Raj, teasing her, said, "Yes Priya, should this gentleman come in and help?"

Priya: "No! Raj, you come... it’s not opening..."

Hearing this, the salesman rubbed his hands and stepped back a bit. As soon as Priya cracked the door, Raj slipped inside quickly and Priya shut the door. Looking at his face, Priya knew he was secretly delighted, but there was no other choice. The trial room was very small—just enough for two people to stand with a slight gap between them.

Priya: "Please just open the zip quickly and then go outside."

Raj: "Okay, turn around, let me see what the problem is."

Priya stood with her back to Raj, and in this dress, her sexy bare shoulders and back were clearly visible to him. Raj grabbed the zipper of her dress and tried to pull it down, but it was badly stuck. His hand kept brushing against Priya’s back.

Priya: "Hurry up, please..."

Raj: "I'm trying, yaar, but it’s stuck... ahhh..."

Raj pulled the zip down with more force, and it suddenly gave way, sliding quite far down. Raj could see Priya’s bra and a small black mole just above it. As the dress lowered, his hand was resting on her bra and back. From behind, her figure looked incredibly sexy.

As Raj’s hand touched her bra, Priya shivered. "Ufff... what did you do, Raj..."

Priya suddenly spun around to face Raj, but that was perhaps an even worse idea, because from the front, her bra and the curves it held were clearly visible to him. Raj was left staring at them.

Priya said loudly, "Raj! Raj! Go outside, please..."

But Raj was lost in a daze, staring at her. After Priya spoke two or three more times, he suddenly snapped back to his senses and went out of the changing room. He still couldn't believe what he had just seen.

A little while later, Priya came out after changing, holding all the clothes she had tried on. When she looked at Raj, there was a smile on his face. She felt like getting angry at him and wiping that smile off his face, but this probably wasn't the right place.

Raj: "So, are you taking this dress?"

Priya: "No... its zipper is broken..."

Raj: "You're not taking it just for that reason?"

Priya said, staring into Raj's eyes, "Yes... just for that reason... and anyway, you already got what you wanted from this dress, didn't you..."

Raj’s smile grew even wider. "Is that so?"

Seeing his shamelessness, Priya also laughed. "Okay come on now, shall we pay for the clothes we're taking?"

Raj nodded, and they both headed toward the payment counter. When the bill arrived at the counter, Priya was just taking money out of her bag when Raj spoke.

Raj: "You stop, I'll pay..."

Priya: "Hey... why will you pay?"

Raj: "We'll settle it later..."

Raj pulled Priya’s hand down and started paying the bill.

The salesgirl standing at the counter said, "Sir, you and Madam make a very cute couple. How long has it been since your wedding?"

Raj looked at Priya and said with a smile, "It hasn't even been a year since the wedding."

Priya looked at Raj in total shock—what was he saying?

Salesgirl: "That's why it seems so; you both love each other very much... Madam is very pretty indeed."

Raj, placing his hand on Priya’s shoulder, said, "Yes, truly, she is very, very pretty... I'm quite lucky..."

Priya stood silently; what could she even say in all this? She was completely furious—now he was describing them as married and in love, and he had even put his hand on her shoulder. As soon as the bill was paid, they both walked out of the shop.

Priya removed his hand from her shoulder and said in a low, angry voice, "What was that..."

Raj: "What was what?"

Priya: "We are married?"

Raj: "That was just a joke, and anyway, I didn't say we are married. I just said it hasn't even been a year since the wedding."

Priya: "But the meaning was the same. And we both love each other?"

Raj looked at Priya and said, "When did I say that? I just said you are very pretty. Aren't you?"

Priya stared into his eyes with anger. "Truly, there is a limit even to jokes."

Raj: "Hey, don't be so serious. Shall we go home now?"

Priya lowered her eyes. "Yes, let's go; it’s gotten quite late..."

On the way back, both sat silently in the car the whole way. Raj was still thinking about everything that had happened in the trial room. Priya’s black bra, the mole on her back, her neck, her curves—that was all that was running through his mind. He wished he could have seen her body for a little while longer, to count the moles on her back properly.


Chapter 7
 

On the other hand, Priya was lost in thought, dissecting every word Raj had said. Did he truly love her, or was he just playing a game? More unsettling was the question reflecting back at her: was she starting to fall for him too? She genuinely enjoyed talking to him and spending time together. The way he conversed, teased her, and playfully annoyed her—it was all so exhilarating. Yet, the reality remained that she was married to Ajay, a man who also loved her deeply. She couldn't understand why her mind kept drifting back to Raj despite that.

Deep in these conflicting thoughts, they soon arrived outside Priya’s building.

Priya: "Thank you... for the shopping today."

Raj: "Why the thank you? It was a great day."

Priya teased him, "I’m sure it was great for you. But what exactly made it so good?"

Raj: "You must know... just spending time with you."

Priya: "Oh, really? Liar. Anyway, I’m going now; there’s still so much housework left to do."

Raj: "But you’re my wife now, aren't you? Why would I lie to you?"

Priya turned back to look at him. "Is that joke still not over? And besides, people usually tell the most lies to their own wives."

Priya quickly climbed out of the car, a lingering smile on her face as she walked toward her home, still lost in her thoughts. Raj drove away toward his own place, feeling that today had been a truly lovely day. It felt as if he and Priya had drawn even closer to one another.

Only one day was left before Priya’s office would begin. She hadn’t even realized how quickly the past week had flown by.

These days, Ajay would come home in the evenings completely in the mood. Almost every night, the two of them would have passionate sex. Priya often wondered what had suddenly come over Ajay. His stamina had improved remarkably; sometimes he would take her slowly and tenderly, and at other times he would thrust hard and fast, satisfying her completely.

Even after all this, Priya’s body and mind remained incredibly hungry for more. Yet, despite the intense physical pleasure she shared with her husband, a small corner of her heart had quietly begun to belong to Raj.

Every night, once Ajay fell asleep, Priya would start messaging Raj. The two of them would chat for hours. They would tell each other about their day — Priya would share the preparations she was making for her new office, while Raj would talk about his work. There would be playful teasing, flirty banter, light-hearted jokes, and soft words filled with affection. Only after talking late into the night would they finally say goodnight and go to sleep.

Priya made sure to delete every single message they exchanged. Sometimes she felt guilty, thinking she was doing something terribly wrong. If Ajay ever found out, he would be furious. But as soon as night fell, she couldn’t stop herself. The moment she picked up her phone, all her resolve melted away.

By morning, however, the guilt would return stronger than ever. She would feel as if she was betraying Ajay behind his back.

Only one day remained before Priya’s new office life would officially begin. The past week had slipped away so quickly that she hadn’t even noticed its passing. Time had simply melted between her fingers like warm wax.

These days, Ajay returns home every evening brimming with desire. Almost every single night, the two of them would lose themselves in passionate, heated lovemaking. Priya often wondered what had suddenly awakened in her husband. His stamina had become impressive — sometimes he would take her slowly, savoring every inch of her body with deep, lingering strokes, and at other times he would thrust hard and fast, driving her to shattering climaxes that left her trembling and breathless in his arms. He satisfied her completely, again and again.

Yet, even after these intense sessions of physical pleasure, Priya’s body remained incredibly restless and hungry. A deep, insatiable craving lingered inside her. And despite the satisfaction Ajay gave her every night, a small, secret corner of her heart had quietly begun to belong to Raj. It was a dangerous, forbidden corner that refused to disappear.

As soon as Ajay fell into deep sleep each night, Priya would reach for her phone and start messaging Raj. For hours they would chat, lost in their own little world. They shared the details of their day — Priya would tell him about her preparations for the new job, while Raj would describe the happenings at his office. There were playful arguments, flirty teasing, soft laughter through text, and tender, affectionate words that made her smile in the darkness. Only when it became very late would they reluctantly say goodnight and drift off to sleep.

After every conversation, Priya carefully deleted all their messages, erasing every trace of their secret connection. Sometimes a wave of guilt would wash over her. She knew she was doing something wrong. If Ajay ever found out, he would be devastated and furious.               The thought made her stomach twist with shame. But the moment night descended and the house grew quiet, her fingers would automatically reach for the phone. She simply couldn’t stop herself. The pull was too strong, too addictive. By morning, however, the guilt would return heavier than before. She would feel like a betrayer, stabbing Ajay in the back while he slept peacefully beside her. The conflict tore at her heart, yet she kept returning to Raj like a moth to flame.

But now, tomorrow was finally the day she would step into her new office. Ajay had already planned to drop her off in the morning, and she would return home by auto in the evening. Ajay was also seriously thinking about buying a car soon, and they had been discussing getting Priya a scooty of her own. Since both of them would be working outside the house now, they could manage the household responsibilities together somehow.

That night, Priya had already taken out the clothes she planned to wear on her first day. She decided that a simple, elegant salwar suit would be the safest and most appropriate choice for the beginning. After Ajay fell asleep, she told herself she would sleep early too. Tonight she wouldn’t message Raj. He was probably waiting for her text as usual, but she had not sent anything yet.

Priya tossed and turned in bed, changing sides again and again. Nervousness about her first day at the new job was making sleep impossible. Her heart raced with anxiety and anticipation. Finally, unable to fight it any longer, she gave in and picked up her phone.

Priya: Hello, what are you doing?

As always, Raj’s reply came almost instantly.

Raj: Waiting for your message…

Priya: You… you are completely crazy…

Raj: That is absolutely true…

Priya: Okay, won’t you wish me all the best for my first day tomorrow?

Raj: Why just wish? I can drop you in the morning myself.

Priya: No, Ajay will drop me in the morning.

Raj: Oh… okay. So how are things between you two these days?

Priya: Everything is fine. Why are you asking?

Raj: Then why do you message me every night?

The moment Priya read that message, the smile vanished from her face. Anger flared up inside her chest.

Priya: Why can’t I message you? Fine, from now on I won’t message you at all.

Raj: Arre, sorry baba. I was just joking.

Priya: Your jokes never end, do they?

Raj: Never. After all, you are my shopping time wife.

Priya: Raj… should I get angry now?

Raj: I won’t be able to see your anger right now anyway.

Priya: I’m feeling sleepy. Bye, good night.

Raj: If you’re really sleepy, then show me.

Without thinking much, Priya quickly clicked a selfie and sent it to him.

Priya: Look, my eyes are about to close.


Chapter 8
 

But the moment she sent the photo, regret hit her hard. She realized she probably shouldn’t have sent it. She was wearing nothing but a thin, delicate camisole. No makeup, hair slightly messy from tossing in bed. She had no idea how Raj would react to seeing her like this, so raw and intimate.

On the other end, Raj’s eyes lit up with excitement the second he opened the picture. This was the first time Priya had sent him a photo while chatting late at night. He stared at it intently, zooming in slowly. In that soft white sleeveless top, her fair, smooth arms looked incredibly beautiful. Her tousled hair framed her face perfectly, giving her an irresistible just-out-of-bed look. Her naturally pink lips were slightly parted, and Raj felt an overwhelming urge to kiss them, to suck on them gently until she moaned. Even without any makeup, she looked stunningly gorgeous.

Raj: Wow… you look so beautiful. The mole on your neck is reminding me of another mole somewhere else.

As soon as Priya read that message, she hurriedly deleted the photo from the chat. It was clear that Raj had been closely examining every detail of her picture.

Raj: Heyyy, why did you delete the photo? Please send it again.

Priya: No. You were staring at it way too intently.

“Raj was now visibly eager and restless.”

Raj: Please please send it again. This is unfair.

Priya: Then why were you talking about the mole on my back?

Raj: When did I say that? And anyway, that day it was just an accidental glimpse while I was helping you. Please send one more photo, na.

Priya thought for a few seconds. A strange thrill ran through her body at the thought of teasing him. Finally, she decided to send another one.

Priya: Here, I sent it. Now don’t make any comments. I’m just lying down to sleep.

Deep down, Priya knew exactly what effect her photo was having on Raj. She glanced over at Ajay, who was sleeping soundly on the other side of the bed, facing away from her, lost in deep slumber.

Raj, meanwhile, was devouring the new photo with hungry eyes. In this one, the soft curve of Priya’s breasts was faintly visible through the thin fabric of her camisole. She looked so innocent, so cute, and yet so incredibly seductive. His cock had grown rock hard. He pulled it out and began stroking himself slowly, imagining touching her. How he wished he could see even more.

Raj: I don’t see even a trace of sleep in your eyes…

Priya: Then what do you see?

Raj, wanting to tease her further, wrote: Mischief… By the way, what do you call this baniyan-like dress?

Priya felt a spark of irritation at his words.

Priya: This is not a baniyan. It’s called a camisole. Don’t you even know that?


Raj: In Hindi, it’s basically a baniyan, right? Okay, now please lower the camera a little and click a full photo of this baniyan…

At first Priya didn’t understand what he meant. But the moment it clicked, she typed back in mock anger:

Priya: Oh god… are you mad? All you boys are exactly the same.

Raj: Is there anyone else besides me?

This message genuinely angered Priya.

Priya: Bye! Good night!

Raj: Sorry sorry sorry! Listen na…

But Priya didn’t reply. Raj thought it best not to message again immediately. Instead, he quickly saved both photos and spent a long time gazing at them, his hand still moving on his hard shaft. Priya, on the other hand, turned away in anger and tried to force herself to sleep. She regretted sending those photos. Who knew what Raj must be thinking about her now? She felt she had crossed some invisible line tonight. Still, after some time, exhaustion took over and she finally fell asleep.

The next morning was a whirlwind of activity. Priya woke up early and moved with brisk efficiency — packing Ajay’s lunch, preparing her own, making breakfast, taking a quick shower, and getting everything done on time. Then she slipped into the clothes she had chosen for her first day at the office. Even in a simple navy-blue kurti, she looked elegantly beautiful. She stepped out onto the balcony and began clicking a few selfies to capture the moment.

Just then, Ajay’s voice called out from inside the house, teasingly:

Ajay: If the photo session is over, shall we leave, madam?

The word “madam” instantly brought back memories of Raj, who always called her “madam” in that playful, affectionate way. Suddenly, the naughty messages from last night flashed in her mind — especially the bold things Raj had written. Fresh anger surged through her. Did Raj not understand that she only messaged him? How dirty and inappropriate his words had been. But there was no time to dwell on it now. Today was her first day at the office, and she couldn’t afford any distractions.

Priya: Yes, I’m coming… I’m ready. Let’s go.

She picked up her dupatta, both of them grabbed their bags, and headed downstairs. Priya sat behind Ajay on his bike. They reached the main gate, where Ishan was on duty today. She hadn’t seen him for quite a few days. As the gate opened, Ishan and Priya exchanged a quick conversation.

Ishan: Good morning, madam ji.

Priya: Good morning, Ishan ji.

Ishan: Arre, why are you calling me Ishan ji? You can just call me Ishan. Where are you going so early in the morning?

Priya: I’ve got a job, so I’m going for that.

Ishan: That’s wonderful, madam ji. You’re looking very nice today.

Priya smiled politely and said: Thank you, Ishan. Okay, we should leave now.

Ishan stood there watching as she rode away on the bike behind Ajay. Seeing her early in the morning felt like a good omen. Maybe his entire day would turn out lucky.

Throughout the ride, Priya’s mind was occupied with thoughts about her new job. How would everything go? What kind of work would she have to do? It had been quite some time since she last worked, and she had never been employed in a big company before. The thought of the grumpy Sanjay made her nervous. Still, she hoped Khushi would be as sweet and friendly as she had seemed that day. She wasn’t sure if she would be able to handle this job. And if she failed, how embarrassing it would be.

Soon they reached the office building. Priya got down from the bike. It was a busy Monday morning with people rushing in and out. She wished Ajay would stay with her a little longer, but he had to leave for his own work. He said a quick goodbye, gave her an encouraging smile, and rode off on his bike. Priya stood alone by the side of the road. There was still some time before office hours officially started.

Just then, she heard a girl’s cheerful voice calling from behind her. Priya turned around to see who it was.

Khushi: "Hi Priya!!! You finally arrived."

Priya: "Hi Khushi. How are you?"

Khushi: "Hey, why the formal 'aap'? We are almost the same age; who knows, I might even be younger than you."

Priya: "Yes, sorry... it's just a habit."

Khushi: "And wow, you are looking so pretty in this dress. And this cute little bindi, amazing."

Priya: "Thank you, you look very pretty too. Sanjay sir won't have any problem with this dress, right?"

Khushi: "Are you still thinking about what happened that day? Sanjay sir just says whatever comes to his mind. Don't take his words so seriously. He looks serious, but he is very good at heart. But yes, he has no sense of fashion—you know, a bit old-fashioned."

Priya: "Fine, but after all, he is my boss."

Khushi: "Chill, don't worry about it at all. Come on, let's go inside, otherwise, a line of boys will form here for you."

Priya smiled at her words but didn't say anything.

Khushi: "By the way, did you drive here?"

Priya: "No, my husband dropped me off. In the evening, I'll probably have to go on my own."

Khushi: "I'll drop you; I drive to work."

Priya: "Oh no, why would you drop me?"

Khushi: "There you go with the 'aap' again!! It's not a big deal, I'll drop you. No argument on that."

Priya nodded with a laugh, and both went inside. By the time they reached the lift, Priya felt as if many eyes were fixed on her, or perhaps on both of them.

Khushi: "So today, first there will be some basic paperwork in the morning, and the IT people will give you your computer login. After that, we can start with a little bit of work. But for now, don't take much tension; it's a bit slow in the beginning."

Priya: "Okay..."

Both reached upstairs, and Khushi showed Priya her seat. Khushi and Priya sat facing each other, with a half-plastic wall partition between their seats. Sanjay sir sat in a cabin nearby, which was perhaps good because Priya wanted to stay a bit away from him. There weren't that many people in the whole office—altogether about 25-30 people. Vijay had told Priya that this was a new company.

Just as Khushi had said, Priya spent the morning just filling out various forms; she probably hadn't filled out so many forms in her entire life. Then the IT person came and gave her the computer ID and password. Everything was running so systematically. In her old job, there was nothing like this; no computer had a password, and she would just work on any system.


Chapter 9

Everyone was talking to Priya so nicely; she could hardly believe it. And especially Khushi—Priya was thinking what a sweet and lovely girl she was, explaining everything well without any attitude. This company belonged to her brother, yet she was working among everyone like an ordinary employee without any private cabin.

In between, Sanjay sir would call her to his cabin, and she would return with some work or other. She was doing a lot of work, even helping other people. She was truly quite busy.

Priya sat at her computer just wondering what work she would be assigned. Now she just wanted to get some work as soon as possible.

Priya leaned over from her seat and said to Khushi, "Khushi... can I help you with anything?"

Khushi was immersed in her work and said without looking up, "Hmmmm... is all the paperwork done?"

Priya: "Yes, I'm free now."

Khushi: "Okay, take this then; there are these two registers, just match them and see if there are any differences."

Khushi then came to her seat to explain the work. Priya had done this kind of work before. Perhaps the numbers weren't this large, but she had done it. She soon understood what she had to do, and Khushi went back to her seat, leaving her with the work. Priya also immersed herself in the task, working meticulously.

After a while, Khushi called out to her, "Priya.... Priya.. let's have lunch.."

It was already lunchtime; time was passing so quickly. Priya had probably only finished half the work.

Priya: "You go ahead, I'll finish this work and then eat."

Khushi: "The work isn't going anywhere; do it after lunch. Come on, come on."

Khushi came to her seat and, pulling her up, took her along. Both of them, along with some other people, sat in a small canteen area and started having lunch. There were only 4-5 tables and chairs, a water machine, and a fridge. Khushi had brought some kind of salad; in front of that, Priya felt a bit strange eating her roti and vegetable. But then, without asking, Khushi broke off a piece of roti from her tiffin and ate it.

Khushi: "Sorry, it looked so tempting. And it's amazing; did you cook it?"

Priya: "Have some more. Yes, I cooked it myself."

Khushi: "Wow, you are an amazing cook too. Truly, your husband is so lucky to have you. Beauty and brains both."

Priya just smiled softly at her praise. "Your husband will be lucky too.."

Khushi: "Marriage!! Not right now. Let my career be set first."

Priya said laughing, "Everyone says that."

Talking like this, lunch was over. After lunch, Priya got back to work. She finished the work in 1-2 hours.

Priya: "Khushi.. I have done this... there are some differences in both registers, I have noted them down."

Khushi: "Oh, you've done it already, very fast. Do one thing—go and tell Sanjay sir about this."

Priya: "To Sanjay sir? You tell him, please?"

Khushi: "Hey, don't be afraid of him. He won't say anything."

Priya: "Okay."

Priya reached Sanjay sir's cabin timidly. She saw that he was very busy with his computer. She knocked softly on his door.

Priya: "Sir, may I come in?"

Sanjay said in his stern voice, "Ms. Priya! Yes, tell me."

Priya: "Sir, Khushi asked me to check this register, I have done it, and these are some..."

Sanjay: "Okay, show me."

Entering the cabin, Priya gave the registers to Sanjay and started showing where the differences were. Sanjay was looking at everything carefully and listening to her.

Then he looked at Priya, who was standing in front of him. "Hmmm... you have done this..."

Priya: "Yes, sir."

Sanjay: "Hmmm.... okay, here are some more files; take these as well."

Sanjay handed her 3-4 more files, and she came out with them. She didn't understand whether her work was right or wrong, and Sanjay didn't say anything more.

Khushi, seeing her coming back troubled, asked, "What happened?"

Priya: "Sir didn't say anything special about that, but he handed me these files."

Khushi said with a smile, "Giving files means your work was good; that's why he handed you more work."

Priya breathed a sigh of relief. She couldn't understand Sanjay sir at all. But she immersed herself again in the work she was given. In between, she had to ask Khushi a few things, but she began to feel that she would be able to do this job; it wasn't as difficult as she was thinking. Her whole day passed like this in work.

Around 6:00 PM, Khushi signaled her to leave. By then, many people had left, but Sanjay sir was still sitting in his cabin.

Khushi: "Priya... come on... stop working now."

Priya: "A little bit is left, should I do this too?"

Khushi: "No, do it tomorrow..."

Priya: "But Sir is still sitting there."

Khushi: "Let him sit, it doesn't matter. Come on, I have to go to the gym too."

Feeling awkward, Priya put all her belongings in her bag and then walked downstairs with Khushi.

Khushi: "You wait here, I'll bring the car."

Priya sat down outside and checked her phone; there was a message from Raj—"Madam, I am coming to pick you up."

Priya replied to him, "No, someone else is dropping me today. Don't come."

Raj: "Someone else, who?"

Priya: "There is someone, why should I tell you? You were the one who said it last night."

Raj: "Oh come on, sorry for last night. When we meet, I'll hold my ears with my feet."

Priya started smiling at his words. In the meantime, Khushi arrived with the car and called out to Priya.

Priya quickly got into the car. Raj's messages were still coming, making 'ting-ting' sounds on the phone.

Khushi said while driving, "It seems your husband is missing you a lot."

Priya: "No no, it's nothing like that. Just like that."

Priya messaged Raj: "I'll talk later, after reaching home."

On the other side, Raj was a bit panicked. After all, with whom was Priya going home? Was there really someone else? Or was it some boy from her office who was dropping her? Priya was truly so innocent; what if she got involved with someone else. Raj also set off toward Priya’s house in his car.

Khushi turned on some light music in the car and was driving while humming softly. Priya had already told her during the day where she lived, and that building was on the way to Khushi’s house.

Khushi: "So how did the first day feel?"

Priya: "Very good... it didn't even feel like it was my first day."

Khushi: "Truly, you picked up so much so quickly. In a short time, you will become the star of the office."

Priya said bashfully, "No, it's nothing like that; you were the one who taught me everything today."

Khushi: "You are quite modest... I'll tell Brother how well you did today."

Priya: "Does your brother, I mean Mr. Vijay, not come to the office every day?"

Khushi: "No, he comes once a week, sometimes even less. Actually, Isha Bhabhi (sister-in-law as a casual) has a very large business that he manages too. Isha is his wife."

Priya: "Oh, I see..."

Khushi: "Brother is a superstar; I don't know how he manages all this. He doesn't come, but he knows everything that is going on."

Priya: "Yes, truly, it seems so from seeing him."

Khushi: "But today, the whole office was talking only about you."

Priya, being surprised: "Why is that, exactly?"

Khushi: "Well…ummm…..some people just wanted to know whether you are married or not and how they could get your number…"

Priya, blushing: "Oh God.."

Khushi: "Truly, you were wreaking havoc today. So what should I tell them? Should I give them the number?"

Priya: "Khushi… you too make good jokes. Tell all of them that I am married and they have no chance."

Khushi: "Ohhhh…. then the poor guys will go into quite a depression; they might even leave the company."

Priya: "They won't leave… they enjoy just looking too."

Both of them looked at each other and began to laugh loudly.

In the midst of all this chatter, they soon arrived outside Priya’s building. Khushi was quite a good driver; despite the heavy traffic, she had driven very well. Priya said goodbye to “Khushi” and started walking inside the building. She smiled and said hello to Ishan; she was in a very good mood. Seeing her again today made Ishan happy as well.

Just then, a car came speeding from behind and screeched to a halt outside the building. Then, she heard Raj’s loud voice.

Raj: "Priyaaa..."

Priya turned around to see Raj standing outside his car. His face looked completely distressed, as if he were deeply troubled.

Raj called out to her again: "Priyaaa...."

Priya quickly walked toward the main gate. She didn't know what Raj was doing here at this time, and by calling her name so loudly, he was creating an unnecessary scene. Priya walked toward the gate, feeling irritated. Ishan also came near the gate to see what was happening. He saw that it was the same man who had come to Priya’s house that day—his name was probably Raj. He didn't like Raj at all.

Ishan: "What happened, Madam... is everything alright..."

Priya: "Yes Ishan, everything is fine. I'll handle it."

Priya stepped outside the gate: "Raj, what are you doing here at this time..."

Raj: "I panicked, that’s why..."

Priya: "Why did you panic? I told you I was coming home with someone."

Priya noticed people staring at them as if they were watching a show. "Raj, let’s do this—we'll talk tomorrow. Go home for now."

Raj was practically breathless: "No Priya, I need to talk right now..."

Priya didn't want to talk to Raj out here in the open. So many people were already watching; who knows what they were thinking about her. "Raj, do this—quickly move your car to the side, and let's go upstairs to talk."

Raj agreed, quickly parked his car to the side outside the building, and started walking inside with Priya.

Priya: "Ishan, please, it's just a matter of 10-15 minutes. Will you let this car stay parked outside for that long?"

Ishan: "It's okay, Madam, but call me if there's any problem."

Ishan glared at Raj, as if he were troubling Priya. Both Priya and Raj headed upstairs. Priya felt a sense of panic rising within her. She had told Raj to come up, but what if Ajay came home from the office? Usually, he came late, but sometimes he arrived by 7:00 PM.

Raj was waiting impatiently to reach the house. His mind was not in his control at the moment; he just wanted to win Priya over somehow. She belonged to him and no one else. In the lift, his gaze fell squarely on Priya’s clothes; she looked so cute and sexy even in this simple kurti.

As soon as they entered the house, Priya spoke to him angrily: "Raj, what was that scene downstairs... do you know how people were looking at us..."

Raj: "Sorry, I was just a bit troubled. I’m very sorry for yesterday; I don't know what I wrote."

Priya: "But you could have said that over a call as well."

Raj: "It’s because you said you were coming home with someone, so I..."

Priya: "So you what? Did you come to see which boy I came home with..."

Raj tried to cup her cheeks to calm her down, but Priya pushed his hands away.

Priya: "And then what? That I brought that boy to my house? Is that what you think of me?"

Raj: "No Priya, it’s nothing like that. I just love you."

The words had finally escaped Raj’s mouth. Priya was instantly stunned and began looking into Raj’s eyes; did Raj truly love her?

Priya’s voice came out trembling: "Raj, what are you saying..."

Raj stared back into her eyes, and then at her pink lips. He couldn't hold back anymore; he wanted to kiss Priya’s lips intensely. In Priya’s eyes, he saw a silent 'yes.'

He suddenly grabbed Priya’s face and fell upon her, kissing her cheeks and face. Priya tried to stop him with her hands, but Raj pulled them down. Both of their breaths were very heavy. Raj stood there panting, holding Priya’s hands.

Priya: "Raj... please move back... Ajay will be here any moment, you leave from here right now."

Raj stood there, his chest heaving, his eyes dark with a hunger he could no longer suppress. He traced his thumb roughly over her lower lip, pulling it down slightly to reveal the glistening pink flesh beneath. "Priya," he rasped, his voice thick with a primal need, "just a little more... please."

Before she could protest, Raj lunged forward again, but this time there was no gentleness. He grabbed her waist with bruising force, pulling her body flush against his until she could feel the hard line of his desire. He crushed his mouth against hers in a desperate, aggressive kiss, his teeth occasionally clashing against hers as he tried to devour her. It was a chaotic, feverish assault that left Priya lightheaded, her knees buckling under the sheer intensity of his passion. For a moment, the world blurred into nothing but the scent of his cologne and the scorching heat of his lips.

Finally, Priya managed to wedge her hands between them, pressing her palms firmly against his mouth to break the seal of the kiss. She was trembling, her breath coming in jagged gasps.

"You... you just came here to know who dropped me, didn't you?" she whispered, trying to regain control of her spiraling emotions. "There was no boy, Raj. It was a girl from the office... Khushi."

Raj didn't pull away immediately. Instead, he leaned into her touch, kissing the soft, sensitive center of her palm. The sensation of his warm lips against her skin sent a fresh jolt of electricity through her arm, making her stomach flip. She snatched her hand away, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and forbidden thrill.

"You have your answer," she said, her voice regaining a trace of sternness. "Now go, please. If Ajay comes home and finds you here like this, everything will be ruined. Everything!"

Seeing the genuine panic in her eyes, Raj finally relented. He was still vibrating with adrenaline, his mind a whirlwind of the way she had felt in his arms—soft, yielding, and smelling of jasmine. He wanted to push further, to drag her to the bedroom and claim every inch of her, but the shadow of Ajay loomed too large. He took a long, shaky breath, smoothing back his disheveled hair. With one last, lingering look that promised he wasn't finished with her, he turned and hurried out the door.

Priya leaned against the closed door, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. She touched her swollen lips, feeling the lingering sting of his aggressive kiss. For the first time, she didn't feel the immediate rush of guilt or disgust she expected. Instead, a sweet, sharp ache radiated through her chest. It was as if Raj had reached inside her and ignited a fire that she hadn't known was dormant. Her skin felt electric, as if his hands were still gripping her waist and tangled in her hair.

She felt like she was standing on the edge of a precipice, and Raj had just given her a violent, intoxicating push. She stumbled into the kitchen and downed a glass of cold water, trying to drown out the heat rising in her throat.

Less than ten minutes later, the doorbell chimed. Priya jumped, splashing water onto her kurti. She wiped her face, checked her reflection to ensure her lipstick wasn't smeared, and opened the door. It was Ajay.

"You're home," Ajay said, stepping inside and loosening his tie. "How was your first day?"

"It was... it was good. Very good," Priya replied, her voice sounding thin to her own ears.

Ajay paused, looking toward the window. "Did Raj drop you off today?"

The question hit her like a physical blow. Her blood ran cold. Had Ajay seen them? Had Ishan said something? She gripped the edge of the table, her mind racing for a lie that wouldn't crumble.

"I thought I saw his car speeding away from this direction as I was turning the corner," Ajay added, his brow furrowing slightly.

Priya forced herself to maintain a neutral expression, even as her heart felt like it was about to burst. "No, Raj didn't drop me. My colleague from the office—Khushi, I told you about her—she’s the one who dropped me home."

Ajay shrugged, the suspicion seemingly fading. "Oh... maybe I was mistaken then. Cars can look similar in this light."

Priya nodded quickly and beat a retreat into the kitchen, claiming she needed to start dinner. As she stood over the stove, her hands were still shaking. She had survived by a hair's breadth today, but the fire Raj had started was still burning deep inside her, and she wasn't sure if she wanted it to go out.


Chapter 10
 

Two masculine hands were squeezing Priya's breasts tightly, crushing them. Priya was making loud sounds—"ahhhhhh... ouch... ufff..."—but those hands would not stop. They were crushing her chest ruthlessly, and after a thorough kneading, the man placed his lips onto Priya's nipples. There was no milk in Priya's breasts, but those lips, as if searching for milk, took them deeper into his mouth. Squeezing with one hand, he lifted her breast further and stuffed it firmly into his mouth. Suddenly, several faces flashed before her—Daksh, Vinit, Pratap, Kuldeep, and finally, Raj's. Suddenly, Raj bit her breast hard.

As soon as he bit her, Priya screamed and her eyes snapped open. She was still in her bed, lying next to Ajay. Priya's heart was racing; as she composed herself, she realized it was just a dream. Whatever happened in the dream wasn't real, but it felt completely authentic. Once her breathing slowed, she began to think about the dream. For some reason, she had actually liked what was happening to her in the dream. There was significant pain, but also a sweet sensation. Just last night, Raj had grabbed her and kissed her lips with similar intensity. She should have been angry at Raj, but instead of anger, she was feeling a strange sensation this time.

She hadn't messaged Raj at night, and as per their agreement, no message had come from Raj either. Ajay and Priya were both tired and had fallen asleep quickly. After all, it was Priya's first day at the job; she was exhausted both mentally and physically by nighttime and had slept soundly. And in that sleep, this dream occurred. When Priya checked the time on her phone, it was only 5:00 AM. She closed her eyes and lay there for a while, thinking.

She didn't know what Raj had started to think of her; he flirted with her as if she were his girlfriend, and yesterday he had become so jealous that he even showed up at her house. Instead of stopping him, Priya felt like encouraging him further. Then, on the other hand, the thought occurred that her job had only just begun and she didn't know why she was getting so entangled with Raj. Ajay was also providing her with everything she needed. Her mind began to feel heavy with these thoughts, and after a while, she fell back asleep.

Her eyes opened to Ajay's loud voice; it was already 7:30 AM and they were both late. Priya hurriedly rushed to the bathroom and got ready. After bathing, she quickly made something in the kitchen and packed lunch for both of them.

Priya: "Sorry... I didn't wake up on time today... please, can you manage with this lunch today?"

Ajay: "Yes... okay... no problem."

Priya said, giving Ajay a light kiss on the cheek, "Thank you so much!"

As soon as she kissed his cheek, Ajay grabbed her from behind and started kissing her. "By the way, you’re looking very good today. What do you say, should we both cancel office today?"

Priya: "Stop it, please... it's getting late. You can take a day off, but I can't; it's only my second day."

Ajay: "Then... be ready tonight."

Priya stuck her tongue out at Ajay and, getting up from him, began preparing to leave the house. Ajay dropped Priya at the office; she arrived on time, but she wasn't early like yesterday. She saw that Khushi was already at her seat and was on a phone call. Priya also quickly turned on her computer and started working. While working, it was almost lunchtime when a call started coming on Priya's phone; it was a call from Raj. Priya got a bit panicked seeing his call; she didn't know why he was calling her, and that too at the office. She took a little time before answering Raj's call.

Raj: "Hi beautiful... why didn't you message last night?"

Priya began speaking in a very muffled voice, "What happened? Why did you call me now?"

Raj: "I just felt like hearing your voice..."

Priya: "You... are doing a bit too much..."

Raj: "Nothing 'too much' has happened yet..."

Priya: "I have a lot of work at the office right now, I can't talk at the moment."

Raj: "Fine. I am coming to pick you up in the evening. Be ready for the evening."

Priya: "Raj, listen... no... please don't come to pick me up..."

Raj: "See you in the evening..."

Raj hung up the phone. Priya started thinking that today he was the second man who told her to be ready for later. Today, for some reason, everyone was desperate to shower love upon her. The first was her own husband, who had every right over her. But Raj... what right did Raj have over her, and why was he going crazy for her when he knew she was a married woman?

Khushi's voice broke her thoughts, "Priya... shall we go for lunch?"

Priya wondered if Khushi had overheard her talking to Raj. But Khushi didn't know her husband or Raj. Even so, Priya felt as if she was hiding something from Khushi.

Adjusting her facial expression, Priya looked at her with a smile, "Yes, let's go..."

Khushi: "It seems you were talking to your husband, that's why you're looking so happy. What is your husband's name?"

Priya: "Ajay... his name is Ajay."

Khushi: "It seems Ajay is missing you a lot..."

Priya: "No, it's nothing like that, he just had some work."

Khushi: "From the way your cheeks are red, it doesn't seem like it was just work. Or was it some other work..."

Priya: "Oh goodness, really... you should be a detective."

Both sat in the cafeteria and began having lunch, laughing. Priya had started liking Khushi's nature very much, and in just a day or two, they had developed a good rapport. Sitting in the cafeteria, they both kept joking around, and Khushi introduced Priya to some other people from the office. After lunch, both got back to work, and while working, evening arrived.

It was around 5:30 in the evening when Priya’s phone vibrated with a message from Raj.

Raj: Priya, I’m downstairs. Waiting for you…

Priya’s heart sank the moment she read it. He had actually shown up. Now what was she supposed to do? Almost everyone in the office was still at their desks. No one had left yet.

She turned to Khushi and said hesitantly, “Khushi… I need to leave now. Is that okay?”

Khushi smiled kindly. “Yes yess, go ahead. No problem at all. Has your husband come to pick you up?”

Priya: “Yes… he’s downstairs waiting for me.”

The moment those words left her lips, a strange restlessness bloomed inside her chest. She was calling Raj her husband in front of others, and deep down, for reasons she couldn’t explain, it felt as if her real husband had truly come to take her home. The thought sent a confusing mix of thrill and guilt rushing through her body.

Khushi stood up cheerfully. “Let go. I want to meet your husband.”

Priya froze, her face paling slightly. “No…. not today. Let’s meet some other day, please. I’m in a bit of a hurry right now…”

Khushi winked teasingly. “Why? What’s the big hurry? I’m coming down with you.”

Just then, Sanjay sir’s voice called out from his cabin, summoning Khushi.

Khushi sighed. “I think I'm not able to go today. Okay, but promise next time.”

Priya let out a huge sigh of relief. She quickly gathered her belongings and headed downstairs. Her heart had started beating faster, almost frantically. For some unknown reason, the vivid dream she had that morning kept flashing in her mind. She tried desperately to push those images away.

When she reached the ground floor, Raj was nowhere to be seen.

She quickly typed a message: Where are you? You said you had reached.

Suddenly, a sleek car glided to a stop right in front of her. Priya tried hard to hide her smile, but the moment she saw Raj sitting behind the wheel, her face lit up with uncontainable joy for a split second. She hurried over and slipped into the passenger seat, her heart racing.

The moment the car door shut, Priya turned to him with mock anger. “You lied, didn’t you? You said you were already here, but you’ve just arrived…”

Raj chuckled softly. “I couldn’t find parking, so I had to go around the block again. Honestly, I’ve been waiting for nearly 20 minutes.”

Priya: “Hmmm… I don’t think so.”

Raj reached out with one hand and gently caught hers, his thumb stroking her skin. “Looks like someone was waiting for me quite impatiently…”

The instant his warm fingers touched her, the storm of emotions inside Priya intensified. She gently pulled her hand back. “I wasn’t waiting. I left my work only because you said you were here.”

Raj smiled apologetically. “Sorry… I thought your office would finish by 5:30, so I came early. By the way, you’re looking very cute today.”

Priya whispered softly, “Thank you… only today?”

A big, charming smile spread across Raj’s handsome face. “No… always, just like always.”

Priya looked straight ahead through the windshield. “It’s fine for today, but please don’t come to pick me up tomorrow. I can manage to come home by myself.”

Raj: “I know you can do everything on your own. But sometimes… it feels really nice to have someone by your side.”

Priya kept her gaze fixed forward. “Ajay is there with me. Anyway, he’s also planning to buy a car soon…”

Raj laughed lightly. “Why did the car suddenly enter the conversation? I was talking about something completely different…”

Priya looked down at her lap, her voice barely audible. “What were you saying…?”

Raj’s tone turned deeper, more intimate. “Didn’t you feel anything last night?”

He placed his hand on hers once again. This time, Priya didn’t pull away. Raj slowly traced his fingers over the back of her soft hand. Her skin felt incredibly smooth and delicate under his touch.

Priya: “Focus on your driving… Why are you driving with just one hand?”

Instead of replying, Raj smoothly pulled the car over to a quiet side street where there was hardly any traffic. The growing darkness and tinted windows made the interior feel completely private and secluded.

He switched off the engine and turned towards her. “There. The car is parked now. Tell me honestly… didn’t you feel anything last night?”

Priya’s voice trembled. “What was I supposed to feel…? You’re going crazy… We’ve already talked about this, haven’t we?”

Raj: “So… you don’t want me at all?”

Priya’s words came out shaky and uncertain. “No… I’m married. You know that very well. Why are you chasing after me like this?”

Raj suddenly cupped her face with both hands and gently turned it towards him. Their faces were now just inches apart. Priya lowered her eyes, unable to meet his burning gaze. Raj softly lifted her chin with his fingers, forcing her to look at him. His hands slid into her silky hair near her ears, holding her face with a mix of tenderness and raw desire.

And then, in a heartbeat, their lips crashed together in a passionate kiss.

Priya’s hands instinctively rose to Raj’s face. This was the first time she had kissed him with her own free will, full of desire. The last wall of her restraint had finally crumbled. She kissed him back openly and hungrily, pouring all her pent-up emotions into it. Both of them sucked and devoured each other’s lips with intense hunger. Their mouths seemed to melt and fuse into one.

Raj kissed her even more fiercely, capturing her lower lip between his own and sucking it sensually, slowly. The moment he did that, Priya completely lost control. Her hands roamed wildly — first tangling in his thick hair, then moving to the back of his neck. Her nails, slightly long, dug lightly into his skin just behind his ear.

Raj let out a sharp, pleasurable groan. “Ouch…”

He pulled back slightly and looked at her flushed face. He could clearly see that she was just as wildly aroused and desperate as he was. Before he could say anything, Priya grabbed his face with both hands and pulled him back into another deep, fiery kiss. Raj was momentarily stunned by her sudden boldness, but he quickly matched her passion. For several long, heated minutes, they remained locked in a passionate battle of lips and tongues — kissing, sucking, nibbling, their breaths mingling hotly in the confined space of the car.

Raj’s hands slowly slid down from her face to her shoulders, caressing her. Because of the limited space inside the car, he couldn’t pull her fully into his lap the way he desperately wanted to. He ached to touch every inch of her body, to feel her soft curves with his hands and lips. So many more desires were burning inside him, demanding to be fulfilled.

Raj whispered huskily against her swollen lips, “Shall we go to your place… or mine?”

The words jolted Priya back to reality. She pulled away slightly, breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Raj… no… please just drop me home. Ajay will be reaching any minute now…”

Raj: “Why are you so scared of Ajay? I’m right here with you…”

Priya’s voice grew firmer even as her body trembled with leftover desire. “I’m not scared of Ajay. He is my husband. What we are doing right now… this is wrong.”

Raj: “We both want each other. What’s wrong about that?”

He tried to cup her face again, but Priya leaned back against her seat, creating deliberate distance between them.

Priya: “Please Raj, let’s go now. It’s getting late.”

Raj started the car without another word and drove towards Priya’s building. When they reached the gate, Priya stepped out of the car silently, without saying anything.

From behind, Raj called out softly, “Don’t forget to message me tonight…”


Chapter 11

Priya turned around and gave him an angry glare. It seemed nothing she said was getting through to him. She had absolutely no intention of messaging him tonight. She turned away and walked inside the building. Raj drove off into the night. It was already 7 PM. She hadn’t even realized how quickly the time had flown while she was with him.

The moment she stepped inside the building, Ishan was standing near the entrance, a strange, knowing smile on his face.

Ishan: “Madam ji, aap aa gaye…”

Priya: “Haan ji, Ishan Sir… did you need something?”

Ishan: “Nothing much, madam ji. Your husband came home a little while ago…”

Priya was surprised. First, Ajay had returned unusually early today, and second, she couldn’t understand why Ishan was informing her about it.

Ishan continued in a low, conspiratorial tone, “Don’t worry, madam ji. I didn’t tell him anything…”

Priya: “Tell him what…?”

Ishan: “Anything at all, madam ji. Who comes, who goes… whatever happened yesterday.”

Priya hadn’t realized that Ishan had been observing everything so carefully. But of course, keeping an eye on everyone was part of his job. She mentally scolded herself for not being more cautious. Right now, she needed to appear strong in front of him and, more importantly, keep him on her side.

Priya forced her voice to sound sweet and playful. “Thank you, Ishan ji. You take such good care of me.”

Ishan’s face lit up with delight. He hadn’t expected such warmth. “Koi nahi, madam ji. Just think of me as your own.”

Priya: “Of course, Ishan ji. If I ever need any help, I’ll come straight to you. Okay, I should go up now. He must be waiting for me.”

She walked towards the lift. When she glanced back, Ishan was still staring at her intently. She gave him a soft, charming smile and waved goodbye. Ishan felt like he was on cloud nine. Maybe one day this beautiful madam would need his help… and that could open many pleasant doors for him too.

Meanwhile, when Priya reached her flat and opened the door, the delicious aroma of cooking wafted from the kitchen.

She walked in, pleasantly surprised. “What’s happening today? You came home early and you’re even cooking?”

Ajay turned around with a warm, loving smile. “I thought I’d surprise you today. And I didn’t want you to come home tired and then have to cook dinner.”

Priya made a cute, playful face. “Oh ho… so that’s the real reason. You want something from me today, don’t you?”

Ajay laughed heartily. “Haha… you can take it that way. Now go and change. Wear something sexy for me tonight.”

Priya: “Atullll… I’m not wearing anything sexy. I’ll be back in five minutes.”

She went to the bedroom. Ajay seemed to be in a very romantic and playful mood tonight. Just a short while ago she had been passionately kissing Raj’s lips in his car, and now her own husband was already planning an intimate night. Deep inside, a heavy wave of guilt washed over her. She felt she was betraying Ajay terribly. She should end whatever was happening with Raj before things spiraled out of control. She wasn’t that kind of woman. Yet, there was also a strange, forbidden thrill in keeping everything hidden. Why wouldn’t it feel exciting? Two different men were crazy about her, both ready to do anything just for her attention.

After changing into comfortable home clothes, Priya returned to the kitchen. Dinner was almost ready. Ajay had prepared simple dal and rice, but for Priya today, even that felt special and thoughtful. They sat down together and began eating while sharing stories about their day. Thankfully, Ajay didn’t mention Raj at all, and Priya carefully avoided bringing him up. Instead, she kept praising Khushi enthusiastically.

After dinner, Ajay took charge of cleaning the kitchen while Priya sat on the sofa, flipping through TV channels. Strangely, every channel seemed to be showing some love story or romantic drama. A little later, Ajay joined her on the sofa. He had been waiting for this moment since morning.

He gently pulled Priya towards him and made her sit comfortably on his lap. His fingers began playing with her long, silky hair. Only a little while ago, Raj’s hands had been tangled in these very same strands. Then Ajay started kissing her soft cheeks and the sensitive skin of her neck. Priya felt ticklish and deliberately tried to ignore him, pretending to be absorbed in the TV.

Suddenly, Ajay stood up, lifted Priya effortlessly in his strong arms, and carried her towards the bedroom.

Priya protested lightly, “At least let me switch off the TV…”

Ajay: “I’ll do it later. Right now, this is much more important.”

Priya: “What has gotten into you today…?”

Ajay: “You’re the one who set me on fire this morning with that kiss. You looked so incredibly cute.”

As soon as they reached the bed, Ajay stripped off his own clothes quickly and began removing Priya’s as well. Once she was completely naked, he leaned down and started placing soft, wet kisses all over her flat stomach. His lips slowly trailed upwards, worshipping her skin, until he reached her full, heaving breasts. He cupped both her soft, round breasts firmly in his large hands, squeezing them possessively. The moment he did that, Priya’s mind flashed back to her morning dream. It felt as if the entire day had been building up to fulfill that dream.

Ajay lowered his head further and began licking the sensitive underside of her breasts with his warm, teasing tongue. Priya’s nipples, already swollen and erect from earlier arousal, grew even harder and tighter. Her breasts became fuller and firmer under his hungry touch, aching for more.

Priya: "Ugh… what are you doing, Ajay?"

Ajay: "Just let me… please. I’ve been waiting for this all day."

Priya: "Ouch! Your stubble is scratching me. Why don't you shave?"

But Ajay was past the point of listening, his hunger focused entirely on her breasts. He claimed them with a desperate intensity, and Priya, caught in the heat of the moment, arched her back and pressed herself into him, guiding him as his mouth found her skin.

For a long while, Ajay lost himself in her, his hands and lips exploring every curve until the tension reached a breaking point. When he finally drove into her, the sensation was electric. Priya wrapped herself around him, her fingers digging into his shoulders, her nails leaving sharp marks of pleasure against his skin. The sting only made Ajay more feral; he surged against her with a raw, primal energy, his hands firmly gripping her as they moved in a frantic, sweating rhythm. Within minutes, the storm reached its peak, leaving them both spent and breathless. It had been, by far, the most intense encounter they had ever shared.

Ajay rolled onto his side, the weight of exhaustion pulling him into a deep sleep almost instantly. Priya closed her eyes, trying to let the silence of the room lull her to sleep, but her mind refused to rest. Instead of the heat of the sex she just had, her thoughts drifted—inexplicably—to the kiss she had shared with Raj.

She had promised herself she wouldn't message him tonight. She wanted to stay strong, to keep that door closed. But she couldn't stop picturing him, remembering how he said he would be staying up, waiting to hear from her.

Minutes passed in the dark. Once she was certain Ajay’s breathing had turned into the heavy rhythm of sleep, she reached for her phone. The glow of the screen felt like a confession as she began to type a message to Raj.

Priya: "Just because I’m messaging you doesn't mean anything..."

Raj: "I never said it did. Let’s talk more about this after office tomorrow."

Priya: "No... please, don't come to the office tomorrow..."

Raj: "But I can’t go the whole day without seeing you. Just send me a photo instead."

Priya: "No, not tonight. No photos."

Raj: "Please, just one. I promise I won't show up at your office tomorrow if you do."

Priya hesitated, her heart hammering against her ribs. She took a quick, simple selfie of just her face and hit send.

Raj: "I can barely see anything in this."

Priya: "What exactly is it that you want to see?"

Raj: "Don't play innocent with me, Priya..."

Priya: "Fine. If I send it, you have to promise—no visiting my office for the entire week. Do we have a deal?"

Raj: "If the photo is as good as I imagine, I won't step foot near your office all week. You have my word."

Priya: "Hmm..."

Moving like a shadow, Priya crept out of the bedroom on tiptoe, careful not to wake Ajay. In the dim light of the hallway, she quickly snapped four or five selfies, her breath hitching with the thrill of the risk. She selected the most provocative one—a shot where her cleavage was teasingly visible, her hair falling messily over her face, and her lips parted in a way that felt like an invitation. It was a look designed to drive a man to distraction.

Priya hit send, confident that this would give Raj exactly what he wanted.

Priya: "There. Now I’m deleting this chat... and don't you dare forget your promise."

The next two days unfolded in a blur of routine. Every morning, Priya and Ajay would head to the office together. Priya was a quick learner, and as she grasped the intricacies of her role, her free moments began to vanish. She spent her lunch breaks with Khushi and the rest of the team, and even her encounters with Sanjay Sir became less intimidating. Seeing her dedication, he began involving her in more complex projects. Between the work, Khushi’s playful teasing kept the atmosphere light and lively.

One evening, Khushi dropped her home, and the next day, Priya navigated the commute back in an auto-rickshaw. It had been two days since she last messaged Raj, and he hadn't reached out either. As the auto bumped along, she felt a pang of regret for banning him from the office this week. Despite her better judgment, her heart danced whenever he was near. He made her feel alive, her whole face lighting up in his presence, though she took great pains to hide it from him. She felt herself slipping deeper into a current she couldn't control—first the kiss at home, then the one in the car.

Nightly messages were becoming a habit she had to fight to break. I only told him not to come, she reasoned. He could have called once during the day. Then, guilt over Ajay would wash over her. Ajay hadn't done anything wrong; why was she so consumed by thoughts of another man? She tried to convince herself she was just teasing Raj, nothing more.

Her musings were interrupted by her phone. It was Khushi.

Khushi: "Priya! Did you reach home? Sorry I couldn't drop you today, I had an errand to run."

Priya: "No problem, Khushi. I'm almost there. I can manage, don't worry about it."

Khushi: "Good. Listen, Vijay Brother is coming to the office tomorrow morning. We have a meeting to present the numbers, so try to get in early. We’ll need to prep fast."

Priya: "Oh, okay. I’ll be there early. Thanks for the heads-up."

After hanging up, Priya felt a flutter of nerves. Tomorrow marked the end of her first week, and it would be her first time seeing Vijay Sir in person. She assumed she’d just be a silent observer in such a high-level meeting, being so junior, but the stakes felt high nonetheless.

The auto pulled up to her building. As she stepped out, she saw Ishan on duty. Ever since he had mentioned Raj, she felt a slight awkwardness around him, but she made an effort to be polite. The last thing she needed was Ishan whispering to Ajay.

Priya (smiling): "Hello, Ishan. How are you?"

Ishan (beaming): "Madam-ji, now that you’ve asked, I’m doing wonderful."

Priya: "Oh? Why is that?"

Ishan: "Your voice is just so pleasant... I could listen to it all day. But I rarely get the chance."

Priya (laughing): "Well, you're hearing it now! I always try to say hello."

Ishan: "You sound just like my wife, though she’s back in the village, so her way of speaking is a bit different."

Priya: "I see. You must miss hearing her voice, then?"

Ishan: "Yes, Madam-ji. She stays in the village, and I’m here alone. It’s very difficult."

Priya: "I can imagine. If you ever need anything, just let me know. I’ll bring you some food this weekend."

Ishan: "That’s very kind, but just your words are enough. And if you ever need anything, you can call me."

Priya: "I will, definitely."

Ishan: "That other gentleman didn't come today?"

Priya stiffened slightly. "No, he doesn't come every day. Why do you ask? He was just dropping some things off."

Ishan: "No reason, Madam-ji. It’s just... that day he was raising his voice at you outside. I didn't like it. You can tell me if someone is bothering you. I’d give them such a slap..."

Priya: "No, no! He wasn't bothering me. That’s just how he talks sometimes."

Ishan: "Still, no one should speak to you like that. You are so lovely... like an angel. Especially when you wear a saree; you look breathtaking."

Priya felt her cheeks flush a deep crimson. She hadn't realized Ishan observed her so closely.

Ishan: "Did I say something wrong, Madam-ji?"

Priya: "No, not at all. I should head up now; I have a lot of chores."

Ishan: "You shouldn't have to work so hard. If you want, I have the number for a good maid."

Priya: "Actually, yes. Please send it to me."

She said her goodbyes and headed upstairs. She had been thinking about a maid, but Ajay had dismissed the idea before, saying there were only two of them. But now that she was working, she was determined to revisit the topic. Growing up, her Mom and sister-in-law had handled everything. Her sister-in-law had barely managed to teach her enough cooking to survive marriage.

When Ajay arrived home, Priya had dinner ready. Later, as they settled into bed, Ajay leaned in to kiss her softly, but she gently pushed him back.

Priya: "Ajay, listen. Balancing the office and the housework is getting really hard. Can we please hire a maid?"

Ajay (frowning): "I told you it would be too much, but you insisted on the job."

Priya: "Please? I’ll even pay for it out of my salary."

Ajay: "Oh, so now it’s 'your' salary and 'my' salary?"

Priya: "That’s not what I meant! Just that now we have two incomes, we can afford the help."

Ajay: "You can't trust maids these days..."

Priya: "Your family has one back in G*@li0*!"

The discussion spiraled into a heated argument, ending with both of them turning away from each other in angry silence. But Priya’s mind was made up. Ishan had already sent the number. Once the maid was hired, Ajay would just have to deal with it.

The next morning, she woke up in a panic. The fight had made her forget to prep her clothes for the big meeting.

Priya: "Ajay, I can't make lunch today. I have to get to the office early."

Ajay: "Is this still about last night? Are you punishing me?"

Priya: "No! Vijay Sir is coming in. I have to be there. Please, hurry up and get ready."

Despite her pleas, Ajay moved at his usual glacial pace. Priya watched the clock with mounting anxiety. She was going to be late. What would she tell Khushi? She threw on a kurti and stood by the door, fuming as Ajay slowly gathered his things.

Priya (sharply): "Could you possibly be any slower?"

Ajay looked at her and smirked. "I suppose I could try. But you know, you look incredibly sexy when you’re angry. Let’s go."

Priya chose not to respond to his teasing. Still stinging from the morning’s tension, she climbed onto the back of Ajay’s bike, and they sped off through the morning traffic. He dropped her outside the office building, and she practically sprinted to the elevator. Though she wasn't technically late, the office was buzzing with more energy and people than usual. When she reached her desk, she found Khushi hunched over her computer, typing with a ferocious intensity. There was a sharp edge to Khushi’s expression—a flicker of irritation Priya hadn’t seen before.

Priya: "I’m so sorry… there was a bit of an emergency at home, I couldn't get here any sooner."

Khushi (without looking up): "It’s fine. The meeting starts in an hour. Get over here; we need to go over this together."

Priya hurried to her side. Khushi was finalizing a presentation, something Priya had never worked on before. Feeling a wave of inadequacy, she stayed close, providing whatever data Khushi asked for, but she felt more like a spectator than a contributor. The guilt of her tardiness weighed heavy on her chest.

An hour later, they walked into the conference room. Sanjay and Vijay were already there. Vijay looked striking in a sharp, tailored suit, his well-groomed beard adding a rugged sophistication to his commanding presence. Despite the early hour, he carried a vibrant, energetic smile.

Vijay (booming): "Ah, Ms. Priya and Khushi! Welcome, welcome."

Priya offered a timid smile and a small nod before taking her seat. The seating arrangement felt formal: Vijay next to Sanjay, facing Khushi and Priya.

Sanjay took the lead, projecting last month’s sales and profit margins onto the large screen. While the sales were climbing, the company was still bleeding money. Khushi jumped in periodically, explaining their strategies to boost revenue. Vijay listened with a piercing intensity, his gaze shifting between Sanjay, Khushi, and occasionally lingering on Priya. Much of the technical jargon flew over Priya's head; she sat there wondering why she had even been invited to such a high-level discussion.

After the presentation concluded, a heavy silence filled the room. Vijay finally broke it. "Well done, team. I can see we're making progress."

Sanjay and Khushi nodded, looking relieved.

Vijay: "What do you think, Ms. Priya?"

The sudden mention of her name made her heart jump. She hadn't expected to be put on the spot. "Sir... um... I think everything is going fine..."

Vijay (his voice turning cold and sharp): "'Fine' isn't going to cut it. We are not here for 'fine.' We are here for excellence."

The harshness of his tone stung. Priya felt a lump form in her throat, her eyes stinging with unshed tears. She felt small, as if she had failed a test she didn't know she was taking. She fought to keep her composure, swallowing the urge to cry.

Vijay: "Sanjay, I want you to focus on product development alongside finance. I’ll handle the client line-ups. And I want Priya involved in the product development side as well."

Sanjay: "Yes, boss."

As the meeting wrapped up, Sanjay and Khushi made a quick exit. Priya was halfway to the door when Vijay’s voice stopped her.

Vijay: "Ms. Priya... are you alright?"

Priya's face was a mask of misery, but she forced a reply. "Yes, Sir. I'm fine."

Vijay: "Your face says otherwise."

Priya: "No, really. It’s okay."

Vijay: "I suppose I spoke a bit too loudly back there."

Priya remained silent. He had embarrassed her in front of everyone, and the sting of it was still fresh. But she didn't know how to tell him that.

Vijay (a small smile playing on his lips): "And here I thought you were my 'Jh**&* ki Rani'—the Warrior Queen."

Priya (finding a spark of courage): "Why do you keep calling me that?"

Vijay: "So that you learn how to fight for yourself."

Priya: "Sir...?"

Vijay: "You're new here, and there is so much for you to learn. You’ll find that product development teaches you far more about the soul of this company than accounting ever will."

Priya: "But I don't even know what product development is..."

Vijay: "Exactly. You have a long journey ahead. I’ll see you around."

Priya walked out, feeling drained. The day had been a disaster from the start—the fight with Ajay, the rush, the late arrival, and now a meeting that left her feeling foolish. Even Khushi seemed distant. She slumped at her desk, burying her face in her hands.

Khushi: "Hey... what’s with the long face?"

Priya looked up, her eyes glistening. "Nothing. Just a headache."

Khushi: "You’ve been crying. Is it because of what Brother said? Don't take it to heart. He’s a perfectionist; 'fine' is a four-letter word in his dictionary."

Priya: "No, it’s not just that. My head just really hurts."

Khushi: "Look, why don't you take a half-day? It’s your first week, and you’ve already put in a lot of effort."

Priya: "But what about Vijay Sir?"

Khushi: "Leave him to me. I’ll handle it."

Priya: "Thank you so much!"


Chapter 12

The prospect of leaving early lifted a tiny bit of the weight off her shoulders, but as she gathered her things, she realized she had nowhere to go but an empty house. She pulled out her phone and scrolled to Raj’s name. She typed a message, then deleted it. She hovered over the keyboard, torn. She was the one who told him to stay away, yet she found herself craving his presence, his touch, the way he made her feel seen. She knew that if he showed up, they would likely cross a line they couldn't uncross.

She thought about messaging Ajay, but the memory of their argument soured the idea. Finally, unable to help herself, she sent a simple "Hi" to Raj.

She waited. Usually, Raj replied within seconds, but the minutes ticked by in silence. A wave of disappointment washed over her; perhaps she had pushed him too far.

Feeling defeated, she took her bag and headed for the exit. She figured she’d just go home and sleep the day away. But as she reached the ground floor, her phone erupted in rhythm. She didn't even look at the caller ID; she knew it was him.

It was Raj. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she pressed the phone to her ear, the sudden rush of adrenaline making her forget all about her headache.

Raj: "Madam... you’re going to get me killed one of these days. I was sitting right next to Ajay when your 'Hi' popped up."

Hearing Raj’s voice was like a sudden burst of sunlight through a storm. All of Priya's workplace misery vanished in an instant, replaced by a bubbling, playful energy. She teased him, her voice light and flirtatious. "If you're so scared of Ajay, then why are you calling me?"

Raj: "I’m not scared. Not for myself, anyway—only for you. If you want, I’ll go to Ajay right now and tell him everything."

Priya: "And exactly what would you say to him?" Her heart began a frantic rhythm against her ribs.

Raj: "Simply this: that I am in love with Priya."

Priya: "Shhhhh! Are you insane? What if someone at the office hears you?"

Raj: "Let them hear. I told you, I’m not afraid."

Priya: "Well, I don't love you. People will just get the wrong idea."

Raj: "Oh, is that so?" His voice dropped an octave, dripping with a magnetic, deep warmth.

Priya: "Yes, absolutely."

Raj: "Then say that to my face... my darling."

Priya: "Ugh! You and your cheesy, filmy dialogues!" She laughed, though her body felt a strange, humming heat at his words.

Raj (laughing): "Then how should I talk to you? Anyway, why didn’t you call for two days?"

Priya: "You didn't call either."

Raj: "I was waiting for your message. I didn't want to push."

Priya: "I wasn't waiting. I just messaged because I was leaving the office. I was bored."

Raj: "Should I come over to your place then?"

Priya: "No! Absolutely not. That watchman, Ishan—he’s already suspicious of you."

Raj: "So let him be."

Priya: "No, please. Don't ever come to the house when I'm alone."

Raj: "Really? Because Ajay actually invited me over tomorrow. Should I tell him no?"

Priya: "Yes, please tell Ajay you can't make it. Just stay away."

Raj: "I have to come now. It’s been an entire week since I’ve seen you. I'm craving you."

Priya: "It’s only been three days! Don't be dramatic. Anyway, why did Ajay invite you?"

Raj: "Who knows? Maybe to discuss our wedding?" He teased, sending a jolt of nervous excitement through her.

Priya (feigning anger): "I’m hanging up. Try not to come. And if you do, don't get into it with the watchman."

She ended the call before he could respond, but the weight on her chest had lifted. Her disastrous day had been salvaged by a few minutes of forbidden conversation. As the auto-rickshaw wove through traffic, a romantic song played on the radio—Dil ne ye kaha hai dil se...—and she found herself humming along, her mind drifting to the dangerous game she was playing.

When she reached her building, Ishan was waiting at the gate.

Ishan: "Madam-ji... did you speak to the maid yet?"

Priya: "No, Ishan, I haven't had a second to breathe today."

Ishan: "She’s right here in the society. I’ll bring her up to your flat in ten or fifteen minutes."

Priya was exhausted and wanted nothing more than to sleep, but the housework was piling up, and she knew she needed the help. "Fine, Ishan. But make it quick."

She rushed inside and did a frantic cleaning of the living room. Even though the woman was coming to clean, Priya didn't want her home to look like a disaster. Just as she finished, the doorbell rang.

Standing with Ishan was a girl named Kanchan. She was slightly older than Priya, dressed in a cheap cotton saree that was draped loosely, failing to hide the heavy, lush curves beneath. Her blouse was tight, struggling to contain breasts that were easily a size larger than Priya’s own. Her narrow waist made her H!ps and chest look even more provocative. Priya wondered where on earth Ishan had found her; with a little makeup and better clothes, Kanchan would be an absolute knockout.

Ishan: "Madam-ji... this is Kanchan. The one I told you about."

Priya: "Yes, come in."

As they entered, Priya felt a bit out of her element. She had never hired help before. "Have you worked elsewhere?"

Kanchan: "Yes, Memsaab. I work in three other flats in this building."

Priya: "Good. It’s just the two of us, so there isn't too much work. Can you cook?"

Kanchan: "I can make everything. Chicken, mutton... whatever you like."

Priya (frowning at Ishan): "No, no. We are strictly vegetarian."

Ishan (scolding Kanchan): "Madam-ji doesn't allow that stuff here! You know how to cook veg, so just say that."

Kanchan: "I’ll cook whatever you want, Memsaab. Cleaning, dishes, laundry—I’ll do it all."

Priya: "What time will you come?"

Kanchan: "The other owners give me a spare key..."

Priya (anxious): "A key..." She knew Ajay would hit the roof if she gave a stranger a key to their home.

Ishan (sensing her hesitation): "Don't worry, Madam-ji. I know her well. Besides, I’m downstairs. If she tries anything, I’ll have her by the throat." He mimicked the gesture, his hand tightening in the air.

The negotiation was swift. Kanchan asked for 3,000 rupees, but Ishan stepped in with an intimidating glare, forcing her down to 2,000. The dynamic between them felt strange, almost as if Ishan had some unspoken power over her.

Priya: "Fine. I’ll message you once I speak with my husband."

Ishan: "Why wait for him? You should just decide, Madam-ji."

Priya: "It’s fine. I’ll let you know by tonight."

Kanchan hurried out, but Ishan lingered in the doorway, his eyes traveling over the corners of the apartment before settling back on Priya. His gaze felt heavy, lingering on her curves in a way that made her skin prickle.

Ishan: "I know her well, Madam-ji. No trouble will come to you. It’s been a while since I was up here... not since I helped put the master to bed that night."

Priya: "Thank you, Ishan. You’re always very helpful."

Ishan (smiling): "We should always be of use to one another, Madam-ji..."

Priya (suddenly nervous): "Yes, right. Anyway, that gentleman is coming tomorrow... Raj. Please make sure his car is parked in the guest slot."

The light in Ishan’s eyes dimmed for a split second. "Ah... that Raj?"

Priya: "Yes. Ajay will be home when he arrives. They’re just friends."

Ishan: "I see, Madam-ji. I won't say a word to anyone." He spoke as if they shared a dark secret.

Priya reached out, her hand briefly brushing his in a gesture of gratitude. The contact seemed to electrify him. Ishan’s face flushed, his breath catching. Right there in front of her, he shifted, adjusting his trousers as if the friction of his clothes had suddenly become unbearable.

Ishan (voice thick): "I’ll be going now, Madam-ji..."

He turned and practically bolted. Priya stood there, stunned and a little frightened by the raw reaction she had elicited. She quickly locked the door, her mind racing. Tomorrow was going to be a long day, and she had a feeling that the tension in her life was about to reach a breaking point.

Saturday finally arrived, a much-needed sanctuary for both Priya and Ajay. Exhausted from her first week’s frantic pace, Priya remained buried under the covers long after the sun had climbed. Ajay, usually the one to sleep in, was surprisingly energetic. He had already brewed tea and carried the steaming mugs into the bedroom, where Priya lay tangled in her sheets. She had fallen asleep in her saree, the soft silk clinging to her curves, molding against the lush invitation of her body. Watching her, a spark of mischief lit up Ajay’s eyes.

He set the tea aside and sat on the edge of the mattress, his fingers beginning a slow, ghost-like dance across her arm. Priya stirred, arching her back in a long, feline stretch that drew the fabric of her saree tight across her breasts. Sensing her wakefulness, Ajay shifted his focus, his fingertips tracing slow, agonizing circles around her navel. It was a wickedly sensitive spot; Priya gasped, her skin erupting in goosebumps as she squirmed beneath his touch.

Priya (catching his hand): "What are you doing? That tickles..."

Ajay: "Just waking you up for your tea, lazybones."

Priya (rubbing her eyes): "Look at you, making tea? What’s the occasion?"

Ajay: "I just woke up early and felt like being useful. Your humble servant is at your command."

Priya laughed, though she suddenly felt a prick of guilt—she still hadn't messaged Kanchan to finalize the job. "Thank you, Ajay. You really can be wonderful when you want to be."

Ajay: "I’m always wonderful; you just don't notice it enough."

Priya: "I notice..."

Ajay (leaning in): "I was thinking... maybe I don't want tea. Maybe I want something else."

He pressed a lingering, warm kiss to the sensitive hollow of her throat.

Priya: "Ouch! Not this early, please..."

Ajay buried his face in her hair, his teeth grazing the shell of her ear in a playful, sharp nip. "The morning is the best time for a little fire, don't you think?"

Priya (pushing him back gently): "No... please. Let me get up. There’s so much to do."

As she stood to tie her hair, Ajay lunged from the bed, wrapping his arms around her from behind. He pulled her flush against him, his hands sliding upward to cup her heavy breasts, squeezing them through the thin silk.

Ajay: "Where are you going? Stay in bed with me a little longer."

Priya (smiling): "That sounds like rest for you, not for me."

Ajay: "I can make it very restful..." He continued to kiss her neck, his palms roaming her body with increasing heat.

Priya: "Ahhh... stop, listen! If you want me to stay, you have to agree to one thing first."

Ajay (drunkenly focused on her scent): "Anything. What is it?"

Priya: "About the maid. Ishan, the watchman, brought someone by yesterday. She seems capable. Can I tell her to start?"

Ajay (pulling back slightly): "Who’s Ishan?"

Priya: "The watchman downstairs! He was just trying to help. He brought the girl over yesterday afternoon. She’s good, Ajay. Can I say yes?"

Ajay (kissing her again): "So, Madam knows the watchman by name now? I hope you weren't wearing this sexy saree when he came over."

The comment stung, sparking a flash of irritation. Priya: "Ajay, honestly! You say the most ridiculous things. He was just being helpful."

Ajay: "Relax, I’m joking. But you’re so innocent, Priya. I worry about you sometimes."

Priya: "Worry about what?"

Ajay: "Nothing... just, you don't understand the world. You should be careful around people like watchmen. They have eyes, you know."

Priya went silent, thinking of how much she had learned about men in just the last few months. She knew exactly how men looked at women; she had seen the hunger in Raj’s eyes, the cold calculation in Vijay’s, and the raw, unpolished lust in Ishan’s. But as long as she was careful, she felt she could handle it.

Priya: "Forget Ishan. Just tell me, can I message the maid? Her name is Kanchan."

Ajay: "If your mind is made up, go ahead. Just don't blame me when things go missing."

Priya (playfully): "Well, you should be careful too. You don't know the world either. Wait until you see her."

Ajay: "Why? Is she that impressive?"

Priya: "You’ll see. Now, let me go."

Ajay tried to pull her back for one more kiss, but his phone interrupted the moment. Cursing under his breath, he answered a call while Priya escaped into the bathroom. She was surprised by his mood—usually, he was a morning grump, but today he seemed electrified.

When she emerged, she asked, "Who was that?"

Ajay (with a mysterious smirk): "No one. But we need to be ready by eleven. We're going out."

Priya: "Where?"

Ajay: "It’s a surprise."

By 11:30, they were standing in front of a car showroom. Priya’s jaw dropped.

Priya: "Ajay... are we buying a car?"

Ajay: "Yeah. I'm tired of seeing you struggle on the back of a bike. It’s time we travelled in style."

Priya was overwhelmed. She had spent so much time in Raj’s or Khushi’s cars, feeling a twinge of envy for the comfort and status they provided. Now, they finally had their own. It was a compact model, gleaming under the showroom lights, but to Priya, it looked like a palace.

Ajay: "You sit in the driver's seat first."

Priya: "I don't even know how to drive! What’s the point?"

Ajay: "You’ll learn. I want you to take this to the office. I’m happy with my bike, but I want you to be independent. Go on, get in. I want a picture."

Priya sat behind the wheel, her heart swelling with a mix of pride and affection for Ajay. At that moment, her forbidden thoughts of Raj felt like a betrayal. Ajay was truly thinking of her future.

After visiting a temple for a blessing, they returned home and parked the new car in the building lot.

Ajay: "By the way, I invited Raj over tonight. We need to celebrate the car."

Priya feigned surprise. "Oh, Raj is coming? It's been a while."

Ajay: "Yeah, and I need to talk to him about something important. A marriage proposal."

Priya (startled): "Marriage? For who?"

Ajay: "For him! My uncle’s daughter, Rinki. Raj is such a handsome, well-settled guy. He’d be perfect for her."

Priya felt a cold knot tighten in her stomach. Just yesterday, Raj was whispering about loving her, and now Ajay was planning his wedding to a cousin. A part of her felt relieved—maybe a wife would keep him away—but another part felt a sharp, unexpected pang of jealousy.

As they stepped out of the lift, they found Kanchan waiting by their door.

Today, Kanchan looked even more striking. Her skin had a natural, earthy glow, and her saree was draped in a way that seemed almost intentional in its provocativeness. Her heavy breasts were straining against her blouse, the deep curve of her cleavage visible as she shifted. Her hair was tied in a long, thick braid that swung against her ample H!ps.

Priya looked at the woman, then at Ajay. He was staring, his gaze fixed on the way Kanchan's blouse struggled to contain her. The morning's romantic glow suddenly felt very, very fragile.

Priya: "Kanchan… you’re here."

Kanchan: "Yes, Memsaab. You told me to come, remember? I just arrived and rang the bell."

Priya: "Right… yes, we were out. Come inside. Ajay, this is Kanchan. I mentioned her this morning."

Ajay: "Oh, right… hello."

Kanchan joined her hands in a soft, demure namaste. As they stepped inside, Priya’s eyes were locked on Ajay, scanning for any sign of interest. Ajay, for his part, was performing a delicate mental dance—trying desperately not to stare at Kanchan while Priya was watching. Internally, he was reeling. When Priya had said "maid," he hadn't imagined this. He found himself wishing for just one clear, uninterrupted look at the way her blouse strained against her chest. This must have been what Priya meant earlier that morning.

Without needing instruction, Kanchan drifted into the kitchen to assess her domain. Priya set her to work on the dishes and then the floors, deciding she wouldn't have her cook today. Raj was coming over later, and Priya wanted to prepare something special herself.

As Kanchan moved through the house, sweeping and mopping, Ajay sat in the drawing room pretending to watch TV. But every time she bent over to reach a corner, his gaze drifted. The angle offered him a tantalizing view of her heavy, swaying breasts. Priya, too, kept a hawk-like watch on Kanchan. She wondered if she had invited a new kind of trouble into her home. Then a bitter thought struck her: perhaps she was right—all men were the same. Even Ajay, who seemed particularly "charged" since the morning, wasn't immune.

When Kanchan finished, Priya handed her a spare key so she could handle the chores while they were at work starting Monday. As soon as the door clicked shut, Priya locked it and turned to Ajay with a sharp look.

Priya: "I told you to behave yourself."

Ajay: "What? I don't follow."

Priya: "Don't play innocent. I saw you looking."

Ajay: "What? At Kanchan? Please… she’s nothing compared to you."

Priya: "Oh, so now you’re comparing me to the maid?"

Ajay (laughing): "I think I should probably just stop talking altogether."

Priya: "Yes, that would be for the best."

She retreated into the kitchen to start dinner, her mind a whirlpool of conflicting thoughts. Ajay was just looking, but she... she had actually kissed Raj. Was she being a hypocrite? But Ajay was her husband; if she gave him that much rope, who knew where it would end? She pushed the thoughts aside. At least the house was spotless; Kanchan had made the kitchen tiles gleam.

By 7:00 PM, the doorbell rang. Raj was here. Ajay went to answer it, while Priya stood near the kitchen doorway, her heart thumping. Why was she so nervous?

Raj entered, radiating charm. He carried a box of sweets and a bottle of wine. "Congratulations on the new car! This is for you."

Ajay: "Man, you didn't have to do all this. The sweets are fine, but what’s this?"

Raj: "I thought we’d pop a bottle to celebrate."

Ajay: "No way, buddy. Madam gave me such an earful last time; I’m done drinking at home."

A flicker of disappointment crossed Raj’s face. He clearly had a plan that involved a little liquid courage, but Ajay had unwittingly shut it down. Raj opened the sweets and offered a piece of barfi to Ajay before turning to Priya.

Raj: "Priya, congratulations to you too. It feels like forever... here, have some."

He stepped closer, holding the sweet to her lips. As she took a bite, he deliberately dragged his thumb across her bottom lip—a slow, scorching caress. Priya caught the move instantly and took the rest of the piece from his hand to create distance.

Priya: "Thank you... did you have any trouble parking downstairs?"

Raj: "No, Ishan let me park quite easily today."

Ajay: "Wait, you know the watchman’s name too? I guess I’m the only one who doesn't bother asking."

Priya choked on a cough. Why did Raj have to mention Ishan? If Ajay connected the dots, everything would crumble. The men sat down and began the usual talk—cricket, politics, office gossip. Priya brought out the tea.

Raj: "So, Ajay tells me you’re going to be driving the new car, Priya."

Priya: "Maybe. I have to learn first."

Raj: "I can teach you. I’m an excellent instructor."

Ajay: "Yeah, you teach her. I don't have the patience for it."

Priya (smiling faintly): "We’ll see. No rush."

As they sipped their tea, Ajay finally steered the conversation toward his ulterior motive. "So, Raj, how’s the hunt for a bride going?"

Raj (glancing at Priya): "I’ve put a stop to it. I just can't seem to find the right 'fit'."

Ajay: "I don't know what kind of girl you’re looking for. Look at me—I said yes to the first girl I saw."

Raj: "True... you were lucky, my friend, to find someone like Priya on your first try."

Ajay: "Haha, that I was. Anyway, my uncle’s daughter, Rinki... they're looking for a match. I wanted to check with you before I mentioned it to them."

Raj: "Uhh... why are you trying to trap me, Ajay?"

Priya: "What trap? It's just marriage. And you just said how lucky Ajay is—don't you want to be lucky too?"

Raj (staring intently at Priya): "I think I’m already quite lucky."

Priya was stunned by his boldness. She lowered her gaze, unable to hold his eyes. Ajay pulled out his phone. "Look, this is Rinki."

Raj leaned in. The screen showed a young, pretty girl in a simple salwar suit. She was beautiful in a conventional, "safe" way—sweet face, slim build, innocent eyes. But to Raj, she lacked the fire, the complexity, and the specific pull of the woman sitting across from him. Every girl he saw failed the "Priya test."

Priya leaned in to see the photo too. "Wow... she’s lovely. Honestly, you two would make a great couple."

Raj watched her closely. Did she actually want him to get married? He decided to play along to provoke her. "Actually, you're right... she is pretty."

Ajay: "And 'Raj & Rinki'... the names even match!"

Raj: "You're right... they do match quite well."

Priya felt a sharp, unexpected sting in her chest. She hadn't expected Raj to show interest so quickly. She had assumed his mind was entirely occupied by her—perhaps it was just her vanity. Feeling a sudden need to escape the room, she gathered the empty cups and retreated to the kitchen.

She could hear them talking. Ajay was excitedly pitching Rinki’s virtues, and Raj was asking questions with what sounded like genuine interest. The more they talked, the more Priya’s heart ached. Was she just a toy to him? Someone to flirt with while he looked for a "real" wife?

Suddenly, Raj walked into the kitchen, carrying the snack plates as an excuse. As he entered, he spoke loudly enough for Ajay to hear: "Priya... where should I put these?"

Priya (curtly): "Just put them there."

Raj: "Need any more help?"

Priya: "No, I’m fine."

Raj: "What did you really think of Rinki?"

Priya: "She’s nice."

Raj: "Hmm... if this works out, I’ll be your brother-in-law."

Priya was chopping onions, her eyes tearing up, but she felt like she might actually start crying for real. "So? What should I do about that?"

Raj (stepping closer, dropping his voice to a low, dangerous whisper): "It means you won't be able to say 'no' to me anymore. You turn me down for so many things... you don't let me do anything to you..."

He was standing right behind her now, his heat radiating through her clothes, his voice a dark promise that made her breath hitch.

Priya (whispering): "What exactly have I ever denied you?"

Before the words could even fully leave her lips, Raj closed the distance, his chest pressing against her back. He reached up, his fingers lingering as he brushed her hair over her shoulder, exposing the pale, sensitive curve of her neck. He leaned in, his lips grazing her skin in a searing, deliberate kiss.

Raj: "I love you..."

The playful smirk vanished from Priya’s face, replaced by a sudden, sharp panic. "Raj! Are you insane? Stop..."

Raj (tightening his grip around her waist): "I’ve been insane for you since the moment I saw you."

Priya (struggling to break free): "Raj, please... just go back out there."

Raj: "See? There you go again, saying no. At least let me get a good look at this neck... I’m still trying to find that mole from the photo."

Priya: "Not here! If Ajay walks in, everything is ruined!"

Raj (leaning in closer, his voice a low vibration): "Then Monday evening? When you're alone?"

Priya (breathless and frantic): "Fine! Yes, fine. Just go now..."

She practically shoved him out of the kitchen, her hands shaking as she turned back to the counter. Raj sauntered back into the drawing room, sliding onto the sofa next to Ajay as if nothing had happened.

A short while later, Priya served dinner, and the three of them sat together. Ajay, oblivious to the electric current humming across the table, went right back to talking about Rinki and the potential wedding. Priya and Raj barely touched their food, their eyes meeting in stolen, heavy glances when Ajay looked away.

Raj didn't get another second alone with her. Shortly after dinner, he made his excuses and headed for the door, the weight of the evening's unfinished business hanging between them. As the door clicked shut, it felt as though everyone’s hunger—Raj’s lust, Ajay’s pride in his new car, and Priya’s growing confusion—was destined to remain unquenched tonight.

But Monday was coming. And Priya knew that once that door opened for Raj in the silence of an empty house, there would be no more room for "no."

Priya stuck her tongue out playfully, her eyes dancing with a mix of defiance and curiosity. "You certainly don't look like you could carry me all day..."

Raj didn't hesitate. He stepped into her personal space again, his large hands sliding firmly around her narrow waist, pulling her flush against his frame. "Don't tempt me to prove it, Priya. I have a lot more stamina than Ajay. I don't get tired easily."

The mention of her husband sent a flicker of guilt through her, but it was quickly drowned out by the heat radiating from Raj’s body. He was drenched in sweat from the climb, the scent of salt and musk filling her nose.

"Ugh, you’re soaking wet!" she cried, pushing against his firm chest, though her fingers lingered on the damp fabric of his shirt. "Get away from me, you’re getting sweat all over my kurti."

"Fine, fine," Raj laughed, his eyes roaming over the swell of her breasts as they rose and fell with her quickened breath. "Let me go change into something fresh. Make yourself at home."

He disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Priya alone in the living room. She took a moment to look around. The flat was a typical bachelor pad—clothes draped over chairs, a thin layer of dust on the bookshelves, and a stack of empty takeout boxes in the kitchen. It was chaotic and unkempt, a stark contrast to the sterile order Ajay insisted upon at home. Yet, there was something raw and honest about the mess that fascinated her.

After ten minutes passed with no sign of him, she walked toward the bedroom door. "Raj? Did you fall in, or what?"

There was no answer. Tentatively, she pushed the door open and stepped inside. Just as she crossed the threshold, the bathroom door swung wide. Raj emerged, clad in nothing but a pair of tight, dark underwear.

Priya froze. His chest was broad and completely hairless, his muscles defined and glistening with a few stray droplets of water. The sight of his naked torso—so much more athletic and toned than her husband’s—sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core.

"Oh! I—I’m sorry!" she stammered, her face turning crimson as she spun around and bolted back into the living room.

"It’s no big deal, Priya!" Raj shouted after her, his voice brimming with amusement. "I’m sure you’ve seen a man in his underwear before!"

Priya sank onto the sofa, her heart hammering against her ribs. She couldn't get the image out of her head—the way the light had caught the definition of his abs, the sheer masculinity of his stance. He was clearly a man who took pride in his body, a man who knew exactly how to use it.

A moment later, Raj walked out wearing a thin, sleeveless white vest and a pair of loose shorts. His hair was still damp, clinging to his forehead in dark, messy curls.

"You should have told me you were showering!" Priya snapped, trying to hide her flustered state behind a mask of anger. "And you should learn to lock your doors."

"I’m not used to having guests," Raj said, leaning against the doorframe with a predatory grace. "Besides, what were you doing sneaking into my bedroom? Looking for something?"

"I was looking for you! I thought you’d disappeared."

"Is that right?" He walked toward her, his eyes dark with intent. "Or were you hoping to catch a glimpse of what you've been dreaming about?"

"Shut up! I’m leaving," she said, standing up to head for the door.

Raj moved like lightning, catching her wrist and pulling her back toward him. "Don't go. I'm sorry, okay? I was just teasing."

Priya tried to pull away, but he was too strong. He spun her around, pinning her back against his chest. He leaned down, burying his face in the crook of her neck. His skin was cool from the shower, but his breath was a scorching contrast against her skin.

"How do I smell now?" he whispered, his lips grazing the sensitive skin behind her ear.

The scent of expensive soap and a hint of spicy cologne filled her senses. She felt her knees go weak as he began to trail slow, wet kisses down her throat. "You... you were supposed to make me coffee," she gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder.

"Later," he murmured. "I have something much better for you to taste first."

He turned her in his arms and crashed his lips onto hers. This wasn't the tentative, exploratory kiss they had shared before. This was a claim. His tongue demanded entry, and when she opened to him, it was like a collision of fire and silk. He tasted of mint and desire. He backed her toward the bedroom, his hands sliding down to grip her buttocks, lifting her slightly so her pelvis ground against the growing hardness in his shorts.

He lowered her onto the bed, hovering over her like a predator. His hands moved with a feverish intensity, sliding under the hem of her sleeveless kurti. He found the soft, exposed skin of her midriff, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving upward.

"Raj... mmm... stop..." she moaned, even as her hands found their way into his hair, pulling him closer.

He ignored her protests, his mouth moving from her lips to the valley between her breasts. He sucked on the fabric of her kurti, the moisture seeping through to her skin, making her nipples peak in the cool air. The sensation was so intense she let out a jagged sob.

"You're so beautiful, Priya," he groaned against her skin. "I’ve stayed awake at night imagining exactly how these feel."

He bunched the fabric of her kurti up, exposing her flat, trembling stomach and her navel. He began to kiss his way down, his tongue swirling inside her belly button, sending sparks of fire shooting through her lower body. Priya arched her back, her fingers digging into the mattress. This was a territory Ajay rarely explored with such devotion.

"Raj... oh god... please..."

He reached for the drawstring of her pajamas. As he yanked the knot loose, Priya’s survival instinct flared. She grabbed a handful of his damp hair and pulled him back.

"Ah! Damn it, Priya, that hurts!"

"No... not that. You promised just coffee, just a kiss," she breathed, her face flushed with a mixture of lust and terror.

"I lied," he said simply, his voice thick. He reached down and shucked off his shorts, leaving him in only his underwear. The sight of the massive, straining bulge in the thin fabric made Priya’s eyes go wide. She looked away, her breath coming in ragged hitches.

"Look at me," he commanded, catching her chin and forcing her to face him. "Look at what you do to me. You sent me those photos, you text me until 2:00 AM, you let me touch you... don't tell me you don't want this."

"It's not that I don't want it," she whispered, tears springing to her eyes.

"It's that I can't.

I'm married, Raj.

I can't betray Ajay like this.

Not all the way."

"You already have," Raj said, his voice cold but his eyes pleading.

"Every time you think of me when he touches you, you’ve betrayed him.

Why stop now?

Divorce isn't a sin anymore.

We could be together.

Really together."

"I can't... it’s not that simple for me."

The spell was broken.

The heavy, erotic fog that had filled the room began to dissipate, replaced by the harsh reality of their situation.

Raj looked at her for a long moment, the tension in his body slowly ebbing away. He sat up, raking a hand through his hair.

"Fine,"

he said, his voice flat.

"I won't force you. I’m not a monster."

He pulled his shorts back on and walked out of the room. Priya lay on the bed for a long time, her body still humming with unfulfilled desire, her soul heavy with a crushing sense of guilt. She had come so close to the edge, and part of her—the darkest, most secret part—was devastated that he had stopped.

When she finally emerged, Raj was standing by the window, staring out at the darkening city.

"Will you drop me home?"

she asked quietly.

"Or should I call an auto?"

"It’s too late for an auto,"

he said, not looking at her.

"I'll take you."

The drive back was silent and suffocating. When they reached her building, she stepped out without a word. It was 9:00 PM. Her mind was a chaotic mess of "what ifs" and "why did I let it go that far?"

When Ajay returned home an hour later, smelling of expensive whiskey and tobacco, he tried to kiss her. Priya turned her face away, unable to meet his eyes, the ghost of Raj’s touch still burning on her skin. She climbed into bed and closed her eyes, but sleep didn't come for a long time. Every time she closed her eyes, she felt Raj’s hands, saw his half-naked body, and wondered if she had just made the biggest mistake of her life—or if she had just delayed the inevitable.
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