
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1

Priya's phone was still ringing and she was looking at it with anxious eyes.

Priya looked at Raj and gestured, asking what she should do.

Raj: Pick up the phone!

Priya: You stay absolutely quiet...

Priya answered the call in a soft voice.

Priya: Hello...

Ajay's voice came from the other side.

Ajay: Priya... where are you... you weren't picking up the call for so long...

Priya: I just came out to the market for a bit with Aditi...

Ajay: But I just saw Aditi when I was coming home...

Priya was caught off guard for a moment, but managed to handle the situation.

Priya: Not that Aditi... There's Aditi from my office. I was with her. You... came home? So early today?

Ajay: Yes, my work was done so I thought I'd surprise you, but you're not even home... and where did this office Aditi come from?

Priya made her voice more confident.

Priya: I did tell you... but you never listen to me...

Ajay: Oh... sorry yaar... come home quickly... I thought we'd celebrate your birthday today...

Priya: Yes, I'm coming... in a little while...

Priya noticed that Raj had come and lay down near her bare feet, looking at her body. Priya tried to cover herself by pulling the sheet. The tension was clearly visible on Priya's face. But Raj was trying to touch Priya by putting his hand under the sheet. Priya pulled her leg back.

Priya: Okay... I'm hanging up now... I'll be there soon...

Priya hung up the phone and looked at Raj angrily.

Priya: I was already so tense, and on top of that you were touching me... if something had slipped out of my mouth...

Raj placed his hand on Priya's leg.

Raj: Then let it slip out...

Priya: It's easy for you to say... you're not married... I don't know how I'll face Ajay now... you know I can't lie...

Raj smiled slightly.

Raj: You just told such a good lie... you're learning very quickly...

Raj moved forward to hug Priya. He was still completely naked and his manhood was hanging semi-erect. Priya pushed him back and covered herself with the sheet, holding it tightly with her hands.

Priya: What are you doing... put on your clothes...

Raj: Why... let's have one more round first...

Raj pulled the sheet from Priya's hands and exposed her breasts. Priya turned and lay down facing the bed.

Priya: What are you doing, Raj... I need to go home... you heard Ajay...

Raj kissed her back and lay down beside her.

Raj: What's the rush? You can go later...

Priya spoke with slight anger.

Priya: Move, please... I'm getting late...

Raj ran his hand over her back and kissed her shoulder.

Raj: Go then... I haven't stopped you...

Priya: Raj!! Give me my clothes and you put on yours too...

Priya pushed Raj back, and he slid down from the bed a little. Standing up, he threw Priya's clothes toward her and started putting on his underwear. Priya lay on the bed watching Raj. Today she had done everything with Raj, and she had enjoyed it too, but she didn't know why she still felt so strange. She couldn't understand what her heart wanted. In frustration, she grabbed her hair.

Priya: Look the other way... I need to put on my clothes.

Raj: We've already seen each other completely... what's left to hide now...

It was true, but after everything happened, Priya was coming back to her normal senses, and she felt awkward changing clothes in front of another man. Raj saw her face and understood her inner conflict, so he turned the other way.

Raj: To be honest, I still want to look at every part of your body more carefully...

Priya shouted.

Priya: Don't turn around…

Priya started putting on her clothes - first her panties, then somehow fastened her white sexy bra again. It really was quite a small bra that she had worn today. While putting on the bra, she noticed red marks from Raj's nails on her breasts. She rubbed them gently and thought they would probably heal in 2-3 days. But she would have to keep Ajay away from her for now. Priya finished putting on her remaining clothes and stood up, fixing her hair while looking in the mirror.

Raj: When will we do this again?

Priya said in a low voice while looking in the mirror.

Priya: I don't know...

Raj: Think about it... but don't take too long...

Priya: And if I do take too long...

Raj: Then what... Khushi and I still work out at the same gym...

Priya turned and looked at Raj angrily. Raj had probably sensed her weakness.

Priya: In all of Lu*3k*0w, you found only that gym to go to...

Raj laughed.

Raj: Maybe it was my luck... and yours too...

Priya: You don't know Khushi, she's a very clever girl... who knows how many boyfriends she has... she can manipulate guys like you in a snap...

Priya knew this wasn't true. Khushi was quite a sweet girl who was searching for her dream boy. But whoever that was, it couldn't be Raj. Besides, there was no comparison between her and Raj.

Raj: I don't get that feeling talking to her...

Priya said irritably.

Priya: You barely know her... you'll find out when you get to know her better...

Raj: So you're saying her character is bad...

Priya hesitated for a second and then spoke.

Priya: Yes... Don't you trust what I'm saying?

Raj: I trust you completely... Come on, if you're ready, I'll drop you home...

Priya: Okay... but drop me a little before my house... in case someone sees...

Raj nodded yes and they both went down to sit in the car and headed toward Priya's house. Priya sat quietly in the car thinking about Khushi. Today she had told Raj that Khushi was characterless, when a girl as lovely and nice as her was rare. But then she got angry thinking that Raj and Khushi had done everything together. They weren't married, so maybe calling her characterless wasn't wrong. But by that logic, was she also...

Raj dropped Priya 2-3 minutes away from her building and Priya walked toward her home. It was 4-5 in the evening, but it was still quite sunny. She saw Ishan at the iron gate outside the building. Today she couldn't even make eye contact with Ishan, who knows what her condition would be in front of Ajay.


Chapter 2

Ishan called out seeing her.

Ishan: Madam ji... where are you walking from in this heat...

Priya: Just went nearby for some work...

Ishan: But you went by auto in the morning, didn't you...

Priya: Why do you keep such close watch on my comings and goings...

Ishan got a little nervous hearing this. Priya had never spoken to him like this before.

Ishan: No, I just worry about you... nothing else...

Priya suddenly felt she had said too much to Ishan.

Priya: Sorry Ishan ji... I shouldn't have spoken to you like that...

Ishan noticed the worry on her face.

Ishan: It's okay madam ji... is everything alright... you seem worried...

Priya: No, nothing... it's just the heat...

Ishan: You shouldn't walk in such hot sun... your whole complexion will fade... you should take my vehicle... you've learned to drive it now...

Priya: Yes... but... I haven't learned it that well yet.

Priya changed the subject.

Priya: Ajay has come home, right?

Ishan: Yes... your husband's car came about one and a half to two hours ago... he must be upstairs...

Priya: Okay... yes, I'm going home now... I'll talk to you later...

Priya quickly went up in the lift. Her nervousness had started right from the lift. First, Ajay had caught her Aditi lie too, maybe he had become suspicious about where she had gone. If he asked her something, what would she tell him? She didn't know why her mind sometimes became so uncontrollable and put her in trouble.

After getting out of the lift, Priya rang her house doorbell with trembling hands. She had forgotten that she also had the second key to the house. Her mind wasn't working at this moment. Ajay opened the door from inside with a smile. Seeing his smile made Priya's heart sink even more.

Ajay: Come in... welcome back...

There was a nervous smile on Priya's face.

Priya: Thank you...

Ajay looked at Priya's empty hands.

Ajay: You went shopping... didn't bring anything today?

Priya felt like all her lies were being caught one after another.

Priya: No... I... couldn't decide on anything... My friend wanted to shop...

Ajay: The office Aditi...

Priya: Yes, that office Aditi...

Ajay said with a laugh.

Ajay: You make friends with girls named Aditi very quickly...

Seeing Ajay in a good mood, Priya was also becoming normal.

Priya: Yes... what can I do... I'm like water... clouds are naturally drawn to me...

Ajay: That's true... Now let me taste this water too...

Ajay came close and put his hands on Priya's waist and looked into her eyes.

Priya said in a very soft voice.

Priya: You won't be able to taste that water...

Ajay: What? I didn't hear...

Priya: Nothing... Why are you being so romantic today... you're always just busy with work, work, and work... you've even forgotten you have a wife...

Ajay placed his hands on Priya's shoulders and kissed her forehead.

Ajay: Sorry yaar... you know... the boss wasn't there and I had all the responsibility... I just wanted to make a good impression that I can handle everything...

Priya: Everything... except me...

Ajay: No... Now the boss will be back next week and your husband will become assistant branch manager again... there'll be a little less work than before...

Priya: What happened to the boss anyway... Why was he on leave?

Ajay: Not completely sure... but you went to his daughter's wedding, right... what was her name... something happened with her maybe...

Priya was a little shocked hearing this.

Priya: With Nikki? What happened?

Ajay: Don't know much... just that she came back home...

Priya's face became a bit serious.

Priya: When did this happen...

Ajay: Don't know... just know that Sharma sir has been on leave since a week after my promotion...

Priya ran through past events in her mind. Ajay's promotion happened on the day Vijay sir had beaten Pratap at the hotel. If Sharma sir went on leave a few days after that, what did it mean? Could something have happened to Nikki because of that incident?

Seeing Priya caught in worry, Ajay pulled her cheeks.

Ajay: What happened... where did you go... why are you getting so worried about these people...

Priya: Nothing...

Ajay: Today I got free early... let's go out to celebrate your birthday...

Priya said with a downcast face.

Priya: No... I'm quite tired... and anyway the birthday is already over...

Ajay: Okay... then let's do something special at home...

Priya: What special?

Ajay kissed Priya's cheek.

Ajay: It's been many days... let's go to the bedroom...

Priya: No... not today Ajay... I'm very tired...

Ajay grabbed Priya's hand and pulled her toward him.

Ajay: Just for a little while... we'll do it quickly...

Priya thought that everything between them always happened quickly anyway. Today maybe for the first time she had understood foreplay with Raj. Ajay just directly pushed himself inside her, and then finished in just a little while. Today Raj and she had played this game for quite a long time. Today she probably couldn't do this again. And besides, there were still some marks on her body, which if Ajay saw would create problems. Her intimate area was also still hurting a little.

Priya: No... I really don't feel like it today...

Ajay: What happened... are you on your period...

"No" came out of Priya's mouth immediately. She thought she should have probably said yes...

Ajay: It's been so many days and you never refuse... then why today...

Priya raised her voice a little.

Priya: Why? Can't I refuse? Only you have that right?

Ajay: I didn't say that... I just really wanted to...

Priya: So we'll only do it when you want...

She didn't know where this courage to speak so openly was coming from. Ajay just kept looking at her face. Priya stomped away angrily to her bedroom and changed clothes and lay down on the bed. She was angry at Ajay. After all, what did he think she was, just a machine for having relations. He could turn the button on whenever he wanted and turn it off whenever he wanted. He didn't care about her feelings nor did he give her any time. It had been 8-9 months since their marriage, and he still hadn't understood her.

But deep inside, what had happened today was also eating at her. She didn't know where her relationship with Raj would go from here. Should she leave Ajay forever and become Raj's? She probably didn't have the courage to do that. But she didn't know how she had the courage to do what she did today. Today she has crossed many written and unwritten lines.

She peeked outside to see if Ajay would come sit beside her. Her tears had started flowing softly. Who knows, if Ajay had come, maybe everything would have come out of her mouth today. But Ajay didn't come, and in just a little while, Priya had fallen asleep. She fell into a deep sleep.

When she woke up, the room had become dark. Rubbing her eyes, she saw Ajay sleeping right next to her on the bed. She looked at the clock and it was 10 PM. She had slept for 5-6 hours. She got up from the bed and went to sit in the living room. She checked her phone but there was no message from anyone special - anyone special meaning Raj.


Chapter 3

She had to go to the office the next day, but Priya didn't feel like going to the office at all. But she would have to go, so Priya ate something light and came back to lie down on the bed. She didn't know how Ajay fell asleep so easily. Priya often couldn't sleep for hours. And tonight especially she wouldn't fall asleep quickly. Lying down, she kept using her phone so she could distract her mind elsewhere, and after quite a while, she finally fell asleep.

The next morning, the office rush started again. Priya didn't talk much to Ajay in the morning either, and Ajay dropped her at the office and went to the bank. Priya had reached the office a little early today and Khushi hadn't arrived yet. So much had changed from last Friday to this Monday. When she left the office on Friday, she was so happy that she had a friend like Khushi, but now she wanted to stay away from Khushi. Somewhere in her mind, she felt complete guilt about what had happened.

Khushi came into the office smiling as always. Priya was trying to keep herself so busy with work that she wouldn't have to make eye contact with Khushi.

Khushi: What happened madam... So busy this early in the morning?

Priya said without looking at her.

Priya: Yes, some emails came from the US client... I was just reading those...

Khushi: Okay... what's your Danny saying...

Priya frowned.

Priya: My Danny?

Khushi: I mean, you're the one handling him, right...

Priya didn't look at her.

Priya: Hmmmm...

Khushi: What happened, did you have a fight with your husband this morning?

Priya: No... why would there be a fight...

Khushi winked.

Khushi: Then you had romance, that's why you're missing him?

Priya: No... I'm just working...

Khushi: Hey yaar... I should be the serious one but you're being serious...

Priya looked at her and asked.

Priya: What happened?

Khushi: Your friend... Raj... the gym one...

Hearing Raj's name, the nervousness in Priya's mind increased. She didn't know what Khushi was going to say. Had Raj told her everything? No, Raj couldn't be that foolish. Then what happened?

Priya: What happened? He's not really my friend anyway...

Khushi: Nothing... all day yesterday... he didn't pick up calls or reply to messages... it feels like he's ghosted me...

Priya: Ghosted you? Meaning?

Khushi: Ugh... meaning he ignored me... everything was fine till Saturday... don't know what happened suddenly...

Hearing this, Priya felt quite happy inside. Raj had listened to her and completely ignored Khushi.

Priya: Hmmmm... maybe he's busy?

Khushi: I don't want to seem too desperate... so I won't give him much attention for now...

Priya: Yes, I think that's the right thing...

Khushi: Do you talk to him?

Priya stammered.

Priya: No... why would I talk to him? He just works at my husband's bank... nothing more...

Khushi: I just asked casually... Chill...

Priya: Because I saw you so worried...

Khushi: No, it's fine... let's see... if he calls too, I'll ignore him...

Priya thought that maybe this was best for everyone. And if Khushi moved away from Raj, maybe she could remove all the negative thoughts about Khushi from her mind. Khushi had helped her so much with this job and she really enjoyed talking to Khushi before all this.

Priya called Khushi softly.

Priya: Hey... Khushi... listen... Help me reply to this email...

Khushi wasn't angry at Priya anyway, and why would she be? But Priya felt as if by calling Khushi lovingly and taking her help, she was making up with her. Khushi came to Priya's desk and they both started working on the email reply together. A smile had returned to Priya's face, but who knew if it would last or not.


Chapter 4

By the time evening rolled around, Priya’s mood had shifted significantly for the better. The lingering shame of the previous day had begun to fade, replaced by a cold, calculated sense of control. This was the true advantage of her career; at home, she was prone to spiraling into dark thoughts, but the frantic energy of the office acted as a shield. The bustling environment had cleared the metaphorical clouds from her mind, allowing her to sharpen her focus on the tasks at hand.

Monday morning had delivered a much-needed victory. It appeared the elusive US-based client was finally on the verge of signing. They had raved about the samples Priya sent, though they had been hesitant to pull the trigger on the final order. Finally, Danny’s boss—Mike, a commanding and impressive figure—had agreed to a sit-down. A video conference was set for the end of the week. Priya felt a surge of professional pride; if she secured this contract, Vijay Sir would be beyond pleased. To her, his validation was the ultimate prize.

By 5:00 PM, Priya had wrapped up her work. She hovered near her desk, her eyes darting to her phone every few seconds. She expected a message from Raj saying he was waiting outside to sweep her away. However, the minutes ticked by into an hour, and the screen remained dark. A flicker of surprise and annoyance rose within her—how could he skip their routine today? Just then, Khushi walked back toward her station.

Khushi: "Still here? I thought you’d be halfway home by now. Do you have a late-night call with the Americans?"

Priya: "No... I was just finishing up some last-minute details. I'm leaving now."

Khushi: "You finished a while ago, didn't you? Why linger in a quiet office? Is your husband coming to pick you up?"

Priya: (With a weary, practiced sigh) "He hardly has the time or interest to pick me up... I’m just going to take a cab."

Khushi: "Don't be silly. Come on, I’ll drop you off."

Priya: "But don't you have your gym session this evening?"

Khushi: "It’s on the way. It’s no trouble at all. Let’s go."

Priya settled into the passenger seat of Khushi’s car, feeling a twisted sense of irony that the very woman she was undermining was now providing her a ride. To steer the conversation toward her objective, Priya spoke up.

Priya: "So... have you heard from Raj today?"

Khushi: (Slightly distracted) "Hmm... no, not today. But I’ll definitely run into him at the gym."

Priya: "I see. Does he really go every single day?"

Khushi: "Every day. He’s incredibly dedicated to his physique. It shows, doesn't it?"

Priya: "And what about you? Are you a regular now as well?"

Khushi: (Blushing, a shy smile playing on her lips) "Yeah... I’ve found myself going every day lately. It’s become the highlight of my routine."

Priya: (Her voice dropping to a cautious, sisterly tone) "But... isn't he avoiding you? After everything, shouldn't you be the one keeping your distance?"

Khushi: (Her smile fading into a look of confusion) "I don't know... I'm so conflicted. I don't know what the right move is anymore."

Priya: (Deciding to be blunt) "What is it about him that draws you in so much? Honestly, Khushi, you’re gorgeous. You could have any man you want."

Khushi: (Letting out a soft, breathy laugh) "There’s just... something about him. I can't explain it. And since that night after your birthday party..."

Priya: (Her heart is hardening) "What about that night? Did something happen that I missed?"

Khushi turned away, her face flushing a deep crimson. Priya watched her with predatory intensity. Raj belongs to me, she thought, her grip tightening on her handbag. She felt a surge of territorial rage; she should have intervened and stopped their encounter that night.

Priya: "It wasn't your first time with him, was it? I mean, the way you speak about him..."

Khushi gasped, nearly swerving as she looked at Priya in total shock. How could she be so direct? And how did she know something intimate had occurred?

Khushi: "Umm... Priya, you were completely passed out that night... how could you possibly..."

Priya: (Smoothing over her expression with a fake smile) "I’m not blind, Khushi. I can read between the lines. So, tell me... he wasn't your first, was he?"

Khushi: (Relieved to finally confess to someone) "No... he wasn't my first. But I have to be honest... It was the best experience I've ever had. By far."

Priya: (The jealousy stinging like acid) "And if you had the chance... would you do it again?"

Khushi: "Why are you interrogating me like this?"

Priya: "Because we’re friends! I just want to know if he’s worth your heart."

Khushi: (Shifting in her seat) "I... I suppose I would. But you’re making me feel really exposed right now."

Priya: "I’m sorry. I only ask because I care about you. And because... well, there’s something you need to know."

Khushi: "What? What is it?"

Priya’s expression went cold and somber. The silence in the car became heavy with suspense.

Khushi: "Priya, you’re scaring me. Is this about Raj?"

Priya: "Yes."

Khushi: "Tell me!"

Priya: "I can't say for certain, but I’ve heard things from my husband... about the circles Raj runs in. He has a reputation, Khushi. He’s a playboy. A collector. He uses women until the thrill is gone and then vanishes."

Khushi: "What?! No... he wouldn't..."

Priya: "You’re my friend. I couldn't sit by and watch you get hurt. I had to warn you."

Khushi: (Her eyes welling with tears of frustration) "Are you serious? Oh my God... I feel like such a fool!"

Priya: "I wish I were joking. But look at how he’s treating you now. He’s already started the withdrawal."

Khushi: (Her sadness curdling into a sharp, defensive anger) "I can't believe this. He bloody used me! He got what he wanted and dumped me like trash!"

Priya watched the transformation with hidden glee. The wedge was driven. The bond was broken.

Priya: "Don't give him the satisfaction of seeing you hurt. Just freeze him out. If you confront him, he’ll just feed you more beautiful lies."

Khushi: "You're right. I’m done. I don't need this drama."

They pulled up to Priya’s luxury apartment building.

Priya: "Goodnight, dear. Take care of your heart."

Khushi: "Thank you, Priya. Truly. If you hadn't told me, I’d still be waiting for his call like an idiot."

Priya: "I should have said something sooner. I just didn't realize how deep you were in."


Chapter 5

Khushi drove away, her grip on the steering wheel so tight her knuckles were white. The hurt was a dull ache, but the humiliation was a burning fire. She arrived at the gym, fueled by a need to release the tension. She didn't want to see his face, but she wanted to prove she was unaffected.

She changed into her tight workout gear and headed straight for the heavy bag. Each punch was a physical manifestation of her rage. Punch. Raj. Punch. Liar. Punch. Playboy.

Raj: (Approaching with a smug grin) "Whoa, take it easy, lady! You’re going to kill that bag. Who are you picturing?"

Khushi stopped, her chest heaving. She gave him a look so cold it could have frozen the air between them, then went right back to her assault on the bag.

Raj: "Okay... someone’s in a mood today. Talk to me."

Khushi ignored him entirely, wiped her brow with a towel, and marched back toward the locker room. Raj was bewildered. He assumed she was just pouting because he hadn't texted in forty-eight hours. Seeing the hallway clear, he followed her into the changing area—a bold, forbidden move he knew he could get away with in this high-end, low-traffic gym.

Raj: "Khushi! Stop. You’ve been here forever. I was getting worried."

Khushi grabbed her gym bag, attempting to push past him. Raj stepped into her path, pinning her against the wall with one hand.

Raj: "Hey... I'm sorry about yesterday. I had family drama, I couldn't get away. I missed you."

Khushi: "I don't care about your excuses. Move out of my way."

Raj: "What is this? What happened to the girl who couldn't keep her hands off me two nights ago?"

Khushi: "She grew up. Now, move, or I’ll make sure security handles this."

Raj: "Tell me what I did wrong!"

Khushi: "I have nothing to say to a man like you."

Raj: (Leaning in, his voice a low, seductive purr) "We don't need words. I know what you really want..."

Khushi: (Pushing him back with surprising force) "You are disgusting. Is this the line you use on every girl you trap?"

Raj: "What are you talking about? There are no other girls!"

Khushi didn't listen. She stormed out to the parking lot and threw herself into her car. Raj followed, standing by her window as she started the engine.

Raj: "Khushi! Wait! I love you! Let’s talk about this!"

She didn't even look at him as she sped away, leaving him standing in a cloud of exhaust. Raj was reeling. Did Priya talk? he wondered. No... she wouldn't risk her own secret.

He pulled out his phone and dialed Priya immediately.

Priya: (Answering in a hushed, hurried tone) "Hello? Raj, why are you calling now?"

Raj: "Priya... did you say something to Khushi today? Anything at all?"

Priya: "What? No! Why would I do that?"

Raj: "She’s acting like I’m a criminal. She knows something. Did you tell her about us?"

Priya: "Don't be ridiculous! I would never jeopardize what we have. I have to go, Ajay is in the next room. I miss you... I can't wait to feel you again."

Raj: (Distracted, hollowly) "Yeah. Me too."

Priya hung up and leaned back against the headboard, a triumphant smile spreading across her lips. Her plan had worked flawlessly. Raj was now isolated, and soon, he would be entirely dependent on her for the affection he craved. The memory of their secret tryst from the day before—the things she had done that she would never dare with Ajay—sent a shiver of raw desire through her body.

Ajay: (Walking into the bedroom) "Who was that on the phone?"

Priya: "Oh, just My Sister in Law. She was calling to see if we’re coming for Raksha Bandhan this year."

Ajay: "And? What did you tell her?"

Priya: "I told her I can't make it. The travel is too much, and work is slammed."

Ajay: "I really want to go. Especially with Arpita expecting. It’s important for the family."

Priya: "Then you should go, Ajay. Truly."

Ajay: "And leave you here all alone for the weekend?"

Priya: "I'm a grown woman. I’ll manage for a few days. You go and enjoy your family."

Ajay sighed and nodded, feeling a lingering sting from Priya’s recent emotional distance. He didn't try to initiate any intimacy, turning away to find sleep.

In the dark, Priya lay awake, her eyes bright with anticipation. She imagined the broken look on Khushi’s face at the office tomorrow and the desperate need Raj would soon show her. With a satisfied sigh, she finally closed her eyes, drifting into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Thursday evening had arrived, and Priya was making her way toward the main meeting room for her high-stakes presentation with the US client. It had been a strangely invigorating week for her; watching Khushi’s spirit wither at her desk had provided Priya with a twisted sort of fuel. Now, all she needed was to secure this massive order to solidify her standing. If she landed this, her professional life would finally match the intensity of her secret personal life.

Although Abhishek had co-piloted this project, he had requested to leave early for a personal emergency. It was roughly 7:30 PM, and the office was a ghost town. Only the dim lights of the corridor remained. Sanjay Sir was still tucked away in his cabin, immersed in his work. Priya often wondered if the man ever actually went home; in all her months here, he was always the first to arrive and the last to leave, a silent sentinel of the corporate grind.

Priya clutched her presentation folder, her heart thumping against her ribs. After two months of groundwork, she was finally meeting Michael—or "Mike"—the man who controlled the company’s entire purchasing budget. Her only point of contact so far had been Danny, a cheerful, flirtatious subordinate who had been easy to charm. She felt she had Danny exactly where she wanted him, but Mike was a different breed of man altogether.

She remembered meeting Mike once at a trade show, and the memory left a sour taste in her mouth. Taking a deep breath, she initiated the video conference. Moments later, Mike’s face filled the screen. He appeared busy, barely looking at the camera as he scrolled through his monitor. Seeing his dark, imposing features brought back a flood of unease.

Priya: (In her most melodic, professional tone) "Good morning, Mike. How are you today?"

Mike: (Looking up, his eyes scanning her slowly through the screen) "Good morning... or should I say evening for you, beautiful?"

Priya: "It is evening here, yes. Thank you so much for joining the call. I truly appreciate your time."

Mike: "It’s perfectly fine. And I’m glad you skipped the 'Sir'—Mike suits me much better."

Priya: "Of course, Mike."

Mike: "You know, Danny Boy won't stop talking about you. You’ve clearly made quite an impression. He seems to be wrapped entirely around your little finger."

Priya felt a mixture of professional pride and a slight blush of embarrassment.

Priya: "Oh, it’s nothing like that. Is Danny joining us for the final review today?"

Mike: (Smirking) "No. Why would we need him? It’s just the two of us... isn't that enough?"

Priya: "Certainly, Mike. Whatever you prefer."

Mike: "So, tell me, Priya... how can I help you tonight?"

Priya: "As you know, our company specializes in premium exports, and we believe our latest line is perfect for your market. I sent over the samples last month, and Danny was very impressed. I was hoping we could finalize the order details."

Mike: "Right, right... and these are mostly traditional Indian clothes?"

Priya: "Not exclusively. We produce a wide range of western dresses and high-end apparel."

Mike: "Ah, yes... I remember now. And that includes the more 'intimate' apparel too, right? Bras, panties, the works?"

Priya felt a prickle of discomfort but forced herself to stay poised.

Priya: "Yes, Mike. We have a full range of intimate wear as well."

Mike: "I heard you say 'Haan' under your breath. That’s Indian for 'Yes,' right?"

Priya: "Yes, 'Haan' means yes in Hindi."

Mike: "Interesting. Why don't you teach me more? I’d love to learn from a teacher like you."

Priya: "I’d be happy to discuss linguistics later, but can we please focus on the order specifications first?"

Mike: "You know, Priya... you have an incredibly stunning face. Truly captivating."

Priya: "Thank you... but about the shipment..."

Mike: (Voice dropping) "It’s rude to interrupt a customer, don't you think?"

Priya’s face went stiff. The atmosphere of the call had shifted from professional to predatory.

Priya: "I apologize, Mike."

Mike: (Laughing) "Relax! I’m just playing with you. But seriously... You look like a movie star. Why are you wasting away in a corporate office?"

Priya: (Blushing with irritation) "I’m just a simple girl doing my job."

Mike: "You are anything but simple, and we both know it. Tell you what—I’m going to give you my private number. We can have a few 'private' calls later."

Priya: "To discuss the order?"

Mike: "Ha! No, sweetie. Not about the order. I want to get to know you. Maybe you could work for me in the future... or perhaps, under me."

Priya understood exactly what he was implying. Her skin crawled, but she tried to maintain a shred of diplomacy.

Priya: "Mike, I think we should stay on topic."

Mike: "Or how about this? Why don't you take some photos of yourself wearing those intimate samples you sent? I want to see how the fit looks on a real body... your body."

Priya’s brow furrowed in anger.

Priya: "I’ve already shared the official catalog photos with Danny. Our professional models have showcased every piece."

Mike: (With a sleazy grin) "Nah. It’s got to be you. I want to see you in them."

Priya: (Voice trembling with indignation) "I don't... I don't do things like that, Mike."

Mike: "Sure you can. There’s a first time for everything. You have an amazing body, Priya. I’d love to see it up close."

Priya: "Sir... what are you suggesting?"

Mike: "You know what I’m saying. A girl as hot as you needs a real man. I'm sure you’ve got a dozen guys chasing you, but they can't offer what I can."

Priya: (Snapping) "I think what you are saying is completely unprofessional and disrespectful!"

Mike’s face instantly darkened into a mask of cold indifference.

Mike: "Right. Well, in that case, consider this order officially rejected. I’ll send you my number anyway... just in case you change your mind. Take care, sweetie."




Chapter 6

The screen went black. Priya sat in the silence of the meeting room, stunned. Two months of grueling work, late nights, and samples—all washed away because of one man’s ego and lust. She felt a wave of despair. How would she explain this to Vijay Sir? She realized now she should have insisted Abhishek stay; Mike wouldn't have dared to be so blatant in front of another man.

A soft knock at the door broke her trance. Sanjay Sir stood there, his bag slung over his shoulder.

Sanjay: "Priya? You’re still here?"

Priya: (Wiping her eyes quickly) "Yes, Sir... I was just finishing a call with the US team."

Sanjay: "I see. Well, it’s late. You should head home now."

Priya: "Yes, Sir. I’m just leaving."

She expected him to ask how the call went or offer her a ride, but he simply turned and stood near his cabin, waiting. Priya realized she couldn't take an auto this late—it wasn't safe. She quickly messaged Ajay.

Priya: "Ajay, can you pick me up from the office? Please."

She waited, but there was no reply. Sanjay stood patiently at the end of the hall, as if waiting for her to clear out so he could lock up. She called Ajay, but the phone rang until it hit voicemail. Panicking slightly, she looked toward Sanjay, but he was staring off into space, seemingly oblivious to her distress.

Priya: "I’m just waiting for my husband to pick me up, Sir. He should be here soon."

Sanjay: "Very well."

She tried Ajay again. Still nothing. With no other choice, she dialed Raj. He picked up on the third ring.

Raj: "Hey, Priya. What's up?"

Priya: (Sotto voce) "Can you pick me up from the office? Ajay isn't answering, and I’m stuck."

Raj: "Ajay left the office a long time ago... but don't worry. I'm coming. Give me 20 or 30 minutes."

Priya: "Thank you."

She hung up and looked at Sanjay with a guilty expression. She felt terrible that he was staying back just for her.

Priya: "Sir... it’s going to be a little while for my ride. Please don't feel obligated to wait. You can go."

Sanjay: "I am in no hurry. I will wait."

Priya realized how little she knew about Sanjay. He was a shadow in the office—quiet, efficient, and mysterious. As they stood there in the silence, she wanted to ask him a thousand questions, but the words felt stuck in her throat.

Priya: (Breaking the silence) "Sir... I should tell you. The US client... I don't think the deal is going through."

Sanjay: (Calmly) "It happens. We will find other clients."

Priya: "But what will I tell Vijay Sir? He was expecting this."

Sanjay: "I will handle Vijay. Don't worry about him."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir. But he’ll be so disappointed..."

Sanjay: "Maybe. Maybe not."

He opened a file and began reading as if they were in the middle of a workday.

Priya: "Sir... Do you have a family? Children?"

Sanjay: (Without looking up) "Hmm... a wife. Children."

Priya: "How old are they?"

Sanjay: "Let’s go wait downstairs."

Priya nodded, realizing Sanjay wasn't one for small talk. They walked down together. The street was still busy, and Priya felt she probably could have managed an auto, but it was too late now. They sat on a bench outside the building, keeping a respectful distance. Priya fidgeted with her phone while Sanjay stared into the night, perfectly still.

Finally, Raj’s car pulled up. Priya practically ran toward it, then paused to look back at Sanjay.

Priya: "Goodnight, Sir. And thank you for waiting with me."

Sanjay: "Goodnight, Priya."

She scrambled into the car, and Raj accelerated away. He glanced at her, taking in her appearance. She was wearing a form-fitting salwar kameez that accentuated every curve of her body, the fabric clinging to her in all the right places.

Raj: "Wow... you look incredibly sexy today. Did you dress up just for me?"

Priya: "Shut up, Raj."

Raj reached over, resting his hand on her thigh. The soft, smooth fabric of her leggings felt like a second skin beneath his palm. He began to knead the flesh gently. Priya gripped his hand, stopping him.

Priya: "Why are all men such perverts? You see a girl and you just can't control yourselves."

Raj: "Whoa, where is this coming from?"

Priya: "Don't even ask."

Raj: "Was it that old man waiting with you? Was he hitting on you?"

Priya: "No! That was Sanjay Sir. He’s a gentleman. But that American... Mike... you wouldn't believe the things he said to me."

Raj: (Amused) "What did he say?"

Priya: (Exasperated) "He was a dog! An absolute pig! He told me to send him pictures of myself in a bra."

Raj let out a bark of laughter.

Raj: "Well, can you blame him? One look at you and any man would lose his mind."

Priya: (Glaring) "You’re taking his side?!"

Raj suddenly reached over, hooking his fingers into the neckline of her kurti and pulling it forward.

Priya: "Ah! What are you doing?!"

Raj: "Just trying to see what color bra you're wearing so I can imagine those pictures."

Priya: (Shoving his hand away) "Eyes on the road, Raj! Not on me."

Raj: "Why so tense? Don't tell me you haven't been thinking about the other night... about doing it again."

Priya didn't answer. The truth was, she thought about it constantly. The fire he had lit in her was still smoldering, but she didn't want to make it too easy for him.

Priya: "No, I haven't. Are you thinking about it?"

Raj: "More than you know. I want your lips on mine right now."

Priya: "Enough. By the way... have you talked to Khushi?"

Raj’s expression shifted instantly.

Raj: "No. Have you? She won't even reply to my messages. Can you talk to her for me?"

Priya: "And say what? If I start defending you, she’ll wonder what’s going on between us."

Raj went quiet, staring ahead, lost in thought. Seeing him pining for Khushi made Priya’s blood boil. She leaned in close, pressing her lips against his cheek in a soft, lingering kiss.

Priya: "You look quite handsome tonight yourself, you know."

Raj: (The smile returning) "Oh yeah? How handsome?"

Priya: "Very."

Raj: "So... should I drive to my place?"

Priya: "No... not tonight. It’s late, and Ajay isn't answering his phone. I’m worried. Do you know where he is?"

Raj: "No clue. Sharma Sir came back today, and I heard Ajay left the office early in the afternoon."

Priya’s mind raced. Why would Ajay leave early and then go radio silent?

As they approached her building, she signaled him.

Priya: "Drop me here, just before the gate."

Raj: "It’s late. I'm dropping you at the entrance."

Priya: "But Ishan the watchman... he’ll see."

Raj: "Why are you so afraid of a watchman?"

Raj pulled up right in front of the gate. As Priya gathered her things, Raj reached out, cupping her face.

Raj: "Give me a kiss before you go."

Priya glanced out the window. Ishan was standing right there, staring at the car. She lost her nerve. Raj leaned in to claim his prize, but she pushed him back.

Priya: "Not now... I have to get inside. I need to find Ajay."

She pulled away and climbed out of the car. Raj’s ego took a hit, but he watched her walk away with a predatory grin. He didn't care about Ajay; in his mind, Ajay’s wife was already his.

Raj: "Fine. But you owe me. Call me if you need anything."

Priya hurried toward the gate. Ishan stepped forward to meet her.

Priya: "Ishan... has Ajay come home yet?"

Ishan: "I don't know, Madam. I just started my shift a few minutes ago."

Priya: (Voice trembling) "Okay... I’ll check upstairs."

Ishan: "Is everything okay, Madam?"

Priya: "Yes... I hope so."

She took the lift, her heart racing. She unlocked the front door and was immediately hit by a strange, heavy smell. Ajay’s shoes were kicked haphazardly across the floor. She looked into the living room and gasped. Ajay was slumped on the sofa, unconscious. On the table sat a bottle of whiskey, more than half empty.

She ran to him, realizing he was in a deep, drunken stupor. That’s why he hadn't answered. Priya’s mind spun with fear. Why would he drink like this? Does he know about Raj? Did someone tell him?

The silence of the apartment felt deafening as she stared at her broken husband, wondering if her secret life was about to come crashing down.


Chapter 7

All night, Priya lay awake, the ceiling fan’s rhythmic whirring echoing the frantic beating of her heart. Her mind was a battlefield of "what-ifs." Why had Ajay spiraled into such a drunken stupor? Had the whispers of her affair with Raj finally reached his ears? If he knew, what would be the fallout? Would he cast her out? And more terrifyingly—if he did, was she prepared to build a life with a man like Raj, a man who seemed to thrive on chaos? Or was she just overthinking? Perhaps it was just a bad night at the office. These questions chased each other in circles until the first light of dawn filtered through the curtains.

When she finally emerged from the bedroom, she found Ajay still sprawled on the sofa, looking pathetic and disheveled. A surge of irritation washed over her. She had warned him before about his drinking, but this was a new low. She reached out and shook his shoulder firmly.

Priya: "Ajay... Ajay, get up! Do you have any idea what time it is?"

Ajay’s eyes fluttered open, bloodshot and glazed. "Uhhh... what...?"

Priya: "I was frantic last night! I finished late at the office, you weren't answering your phone, and I had to call Raj to come and get me."

The name slipped out before she could catch it. She froze, her breath hitching. Had she just handed him the smoking gun?

Ajay: (Rubbing his face groggily) "Oh... right. Raj dropped you off. That was nice of him."

Priya let out a breath she didn't know she was holding. "Yes... he did."

Ajay: "I'm sorry, babe. The boss came back after being away so long, and he insisted on taking me out for drinks. I just... I had a few too many."

Priya: (Pointing toward the half-empty bottle on the coffee table) "And what about this? Where did the second bottle come from?"

Ajay: "That? Oh, that’s the one Raj brought over a while ago, remember? I just needed a little 'hair of the dog' when I got home."

Priya: "Ajay, I’ve told you how much I hate this. Why do you do it?"

Ajay: "It was just one night! I couldn't exactly say no to the boss, could I?"

Priya: "So you’ll follow him right off a cliff if he asks?"

Disgusted, she stormed off to the shower. By the time she came out, Ajay was still anchored to the sofa.

Priya: "Go wash up, Ajay. You reeked of stale spirits. It’s nauseating."

Ajay: "I’m going, I’m going. Stop nagging."

The doorbell rang, announcing the arrival of Kanchan, their domestic help. Priya opened the door, and Kanchan stepped in, her nose immediately wrinkling. She was sharp; she knew exactly what that smell meant. Ajay beat a hasty retreat to the bedroom to avoid her judgmental gaze. Kanchan began her chores, but her eyes kept darting toward Priya’s agitated face.

Kanchan: "Madam... is everything okay?"

Priya: (Snapping) "Why wouldn't it be? Just do your work."

Kanchan: "It’s just... the smell is quite strong today."

Priya: "Your nose is very sensitive today, Kanchan. Strange, since you usually don't notice a thing."

Kanchan: (With a knowing smile) "I didn't mean anything by it. You just look... stressed."

Priya: "Fine. Your Sir had a bit too much to drink last night. Happy now?"

Kanchan: "Madam, don't be angry with me. I was just worried about you."

Priya: "I’m perfectly fine. Just focus on the cleaning."

Kanchan went back to work, but the tension remained. Priya retreated to her room, spent and frustrated. She didn't know if her anger was directed at Ajay, Kanchan, or the secret she was forced to carry. Ajay, sensing the danger, stayed out of her way for the rest of the day.

The next morning, Priya rose early, a sense of purpose replacing her exhaustion. She headed downstairs for her final driving lesson with Ishan. As she slid into the driver’s seat, she felt a surge of adrenaline. Over the last two months, these Saturday and Sunday mornings had become her sanctuary. She navigated the car with a fluid confidence that surprised even her. Ishan sat beside her, barely needing to intervene as she handled the morning traffic with ease.

Ishan watched her in silence. In the soft morning light, without a trace of makeup, she looked ethereal. But he noticed her silence. Usually, they shared stories and laughter, but today she was a world away.

Ishan: "Madamji... look at you. You’ve mastered it. You don't even need me in this seat anymore."

Priya: (Beaming) "Ishan... I can't thank you enough. You had so much patience with me."

Ishan: (Humbly) "I did nothing, Madamji. The talent was always yours; I just gave you the keys."

Priya: "We both know that’s not true. You were the one who gave me confidence."

Ishan: "Now you can take your car and go wherever your heart desires."

Priya: "I can. Though Ajay still has no idea I’ve been learning."

Ishan: "You should surprise him. Take him for a drive."

Priya: (Making a face) "No... I don't think I want to take him anywhere right now."

Ishan: "Is it drinking again?"

Priya looked away, a flush of shame creeping up her neck. "It was just once... but it was enough."

Ishan: "Alcohol is a poison for the soul, Madamji. Stay clear of it."

Priya: "You’ve told me that before. I tried to tell him, but... anyway, thank you, Ishan. I owe you so much. And speaking of owing... you never let me pay you for these lessons. Please, let me at least take you out for a nice meal."

Ishan: (Startled) "Me? Oh no, Madamji... that wouldn't be right."

Priya: "I insist. It’s the least I can do."

Ishan: "I don't really eat out much... my tastes are simple."

Priya: "Then tell me. What can I do for you? Name anything."

Ishan hesitated, his expression growing serious. "Madamji... I have a request. But you might find it strange. You might not want to do it."

Priya’s heart skipped. Was he about to ask for something inappropriate? Was he like all the rest?

Priya: "Just say it, Ishan."

Ishan: "Would you... would you come with me to Jama Masjid?"

Priya blinked, completely caught off guard. Of all the things she expected him to ask for—money, a favor, something untoward—this was not on the list. She wasn't overly religious, but she had been raised to respect all paths.

Priya: "Jama Masjid? But why? You could have asked for anything else."

Ishan: "I want to take you there and pray for your safety and your happiness. It is a place of great peace for me. I want to share that peace with you."

Priya: "I’ve never even stepped inside a mosque... I wouldn't know what to do."

Ishan: "It is simply the house of God. You have nothing to fear. If it makes you uncomfortable, I understand. I have never stepped into a temple myself."

Priya: "No, it’s not that. I’ll go. But... can we go next week?"

She remembered Ajay would be away in G*@li0. That would be the perfect time. She felt a strange thrill at the idea—doing something so completely outside her comfort zone with a man who saw her more clearly than her own husband did.

Ishan: "Thank you, Madamji. Whenever you are ready, I will be there."

Priya returned home, her spirit buoyed. She was ready to reveal her secret to Ajay.

Ajay, desperate to make amends for his behavior, was waiting for her. As she moved into the kitchen to make tea, he followed her, his eyes devouring the way her black leggings clung to the curve of her hips. The tight fabric left nothing to the imagination, highlighting her toned legs and firm rear. He moved in behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist.

Ajay: (Pressing a kiss to her neck) "I'm so sorry about Friday... I promise, it won't happen again."

Priya: (Continuing her task, her voice cool) "You said that last time, Ajay."

Ajay: "I mean it this time. I swear. Please... forgive me?"

Priya: "Fine. But I have a surprise for you."

Ajay: (Tightening his grip excitedly) "A surprise? Are you... are we finally having a baby?"

Priya: (Rolling her eyes) "Ugh, no. Not that kind of surprise."

Ajay: (Nuzzling her) "Well, maybe we can work on that surprise in the bedroom right now?"

Priya: "Not now. I want to go to the temple."

Ajay’s grip loosened slightly at the mention of the temple. "The temple? Now?"

Priya: "Yes. Go get ready. Shower and change."

Ajay: "Can't we go later? Love first, God second?"

Priya: "Temple first. Then we'll see."


Chapter 8

Energized by the promise of 'something later,' Ajay rushed to get ready. Priya took her time, draping herself in a stunning new saree. She wrapped it tight, ensuring the pleats were secure for driving. The emerald silk hugged her curves, leaving her midriff bare. Her fair skin glowed against the dark fabric, and the way the saree sat low on her hips was inadvertently provocative.

They walked down to the car. As Ajay reached for the driver’s side door, Priya stepped in front of him, holding up the keys with a smirk.

Ajay: "Priya, move to the passenger side."

Priya: "No. You move. I’m driving today."

Ajay: "Is this a joke?"

Priya: "Get in, or I’m leaving you here."

Dumbfounded, Ajay climbed into the passenger seat. Priya started the engine, shifted into gear, and pulled out of the spot with professional precision.

Ajay: "When did you learn to do this?!"

Priya: (Winking) "Just watch and learn."

She drove toward the gate where Ishan was standing guard. When he saw her behind the wheel of the red car, his face lit up with a pride that was almost fatherly.

Priya: "Ishan, open the gate, please."

Ishan: "Ji, Madamji! You look like you were born for that seat!"

She waved goodbye and pulled out onto the main road. Ajay was speechless. "Priya... how? Did you already know how to drive?"

Priya: "Let’s just say I’m full of surprises. Just sit back and enjoy the ride."

She drove them to the temple, feeling the weight of the stares from passersby. Usually, the attention made her shrink, but today, with her hands on the wheel, it made her feel powerful. They spent the day shopping and dining, with Ajay eventually taking the wheel for the drive home. He looked at his wife differently now; there was a new fire in her, a confidence that made him feel like he was barely keeping up.

Ajay: (As they entered the apartment) "I feel much better about leaving you here while I go to G*@li0 now."

Priya: "Good. And why go for just two days? Stay for four or five. Your family misses you."

Ajay: "But what about my work? And leaving you for so long?"

Priya: "Your boss took a long leave, why can't you? And as you said, I’m a big, independent girl now."

Ajay: (Pulling her close) "You are... but I’m going to miss you. Come here... it’s been too long."

Priya: (Gently pushing him away) "No. Your punishment for Friday isn't over yet. Go to sleep. We can talk about 'us' when you get back."

Since her encounter with Raj, the thought of being with Ajay felt like a chore. She wasn't ready to bridge that gap yet. Ajay, defeated, went to bed. Priya followed shortly after, her mind already racing toward the week ahead.

Monday morning at the office was bright. Priya was at her desk when the peon informed her that Vijay Sir wanted to see her in the meeting room. She was surprised to see him so early on a Monday.

Priya: (Peeking in) "Sir? May I come in?"

Vijay: (Looking up with a warm smile) "Priya! Come in, sit."

Priya: "You’re here early today, Sir."

Vijay: "Is it a crime to be punctual on a Monday? You seem to be in a marvelous mood today. All smiles."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir. I’ve had a good weekend."

Vijay: "I'm glad. Though I hope what I have to say won't take that smile away."

Priya: (Her heart dropping) "Did I do something wrong?"

Vijay: "No, nothing like that. I just heard about the meeting with the US client last week. I wanted to hear your side."

Priya had tried to bury the memory of Mike’s disgusting propositions. The mere thought of his face made her feel unclean.

Priya: "Sir... yes. I told Sanjay Sir about it."

Vijay: "Don't be nervous. Just tell me... what actually happened in that room?"

Priya hesitated. If she told him the full truth, would he go on a rampage like he did with Pratap? She decided to keep it vague.

Priya: "They just said the order wasn't a good fit. That’s all."

Vijay leaned back, studying her. He had seen enough of the world to know when a woman was hiding a wound. Her body language was screams the truth her lips refused to utter.

Vijay: "I see. Well, I think I have all the information I need."

Priya: "Sir? What do you mean?"

Vijay: "Leave it to me. I’ll handle the Americans. It wasn't your fault, Priya."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir."

Vijay: "Now, keep that chin up. And send Sanjay in to see me, would you?"

Priya left the room, her mind spinning. Whatever Vijay was planning, Mike was about to find out that he had messed with the wrong company.

The week flew by in a blur of productivity. Saturday morning finally arrived, and Ajay left for the railway station. For the first time in her life, Priya was truly, completely alone. No parents, no husband, no eyes watching her every move. She stood in the middle of her quiet living room, the silence humming with possibility.

They say an idle mind is the devil’s workshop. As Priya looked at her reflection in the hallway mirror, her eyes sparkled with a dangerous, newfound freedom. The week was hers. The city was hers. And somewhere across town, Raj was waiting.


Chapter 9

The next morning, Priya began to prepare for her outing with Ishan. As she dressed, her mind drifted back to the previous evening. She had woken up shivering, her entire body trembling violently. It wasn't just the chill of the evening air; it was a deeper, unidentifiable tremor that rattled her core. Shaking, she had managed to pull on her clothes and discovered a missed call from Ajay.

Before returning the call, she splashed cold water on her face, trying to steady her voice. She knew if Ajay heard the frailty in her tone, he would panic. After a glass of water, she spoke to him and then to the rest of the family. Conversations with her in-laws usually happened once a week, but this time, the call stretched longer than usual.

During the conversation, she learned that Dhruv had moved to Delhi for a job after finishing college. She realized then that she rarely thought of Dhruv anymore, and she assumed he likely felt the same.

The news of her sister-in-law's pregnancy also came up; the delivery date was approaching, only two or three months away. Ironically, the baby was due right around her and Ajay’s anniversary. After hanging up, her head still throbbed with a dull ache.

She saw two missed calls from Raj. A small smile played on her lips—at least he had called. But at that moment, she wasn't in the state to talk. She ate a meager meal and drifted back into a heavy sleep.

When she woke up the next morning, Priya felt significantly better. She chose a white salwar kameez and pressed it carefully. She didn't own many white outfits; she usually preferred vibrant colors, but most of her kurtis were sleeveless. This particular white kurti featured intricate Chikan embroidery, making it elegant yet appropriately modest for the place they were visiting.

She placed a tiny, traditional bindi on her forehead and donned stylish Jhumkas (Ear Rings) Looking at her reflection, she wondered if she had overdone it. It was nearly 9:00 AM, and a wave of nervousness washed over her. She was going to a place she had never been, accompanied only by her building's watchman. Yet, in her heart, she felt Ishan was a good man.

The phone rang. It was him.

Ishan: "Madamji... are you ready? I’m downstairs."

Priya: "Yes... I’m coming right now."

Ishan: "No rush. Take your time."

She grabbed her white dupatta, locked the door, and hurried down. She stood at the base of the building, scanning the area for Ishan, but he was nowhere to be seen. She crossed her arms, looking left and right.

Then, a man called out to her.

Ishan: "Madamji..."

Priya turned toward the voice and gasped. Standing before her was a man she barely recognized. Ishan had shaved his rugged beard, revealing a sharp, dusky jawline that seemed to glow. He had traded his ill-fitting watchman uniform for a gleaming, crisp white kurta. The fabric strained slightly against his broad chest and powerful shoulders. It was as if they had coordinated their outfits perfectly.

Priya: (Stunned) "Ishan? I... I didn't recognize you for a second."

Ishan: (Bashfully) "I bought this kurta yesterday. You look... different today, too."

Priya: (Teasingly) "Different good or different bad?"

Ishan: (Earnestly) "Beautiful. White suits you very well."

The intensity in his eyes made Priya’s cheeks flush. She looked down, fidgeting with her dupatta. "Do other colors not suit me then?"

Ishan: "No, no... every color looks good on you. It’s just... I’ve never seen you in white before."

Priya: (Placing a hand lightly on his back) "Shall we go, or are we going to stand here talking all day?"

Ishan: "Right away, Madamji."

Ishan didn't want her hand to leave his back, but he moved toward the car and opened the rear door for her. The car, which she had sat in many times during her lessons, was sparkling.

Ishan: "I spent all of yesterday scrubbing it. I wanted it to shine for you."

The mention of "scrubbing" made Priya giggle, though she felt a flash of heat. Just yesterday, she had been lying naked while talking to him on the phone. Did he have any idea?

Priya: "Why the back seat today? Why not the front?"

Ishan: "I’m not teaching you to drive today, Madamji. I am taking you somewhere special. It is only proper that you sit in the back."

Priya smiled and slid into the seat diagonally behind the driver. Ishan settled into his seat and pulled out onto the road. As they drove, Priya caught his gaze in the rearview mirror several times. Every time their eyes met, a jolt of electricity seemed to pass through the car.

Ishan: "Madamji... do you know what the best thing about you is?"

Priya: "What?" (She braced herself, wondering if he would comment on her lips or her eyes.)

Ishan: "That you are a woman of your word. You kept your promise to come here."

Priya: "Ishan... I’m not as good as you think I am."

Ishan: "That modesty is exactly what I mean."

Priya: "Is today a special occasion? You put in a lot of effort."

Ishan: "One reason is because I am with you. The second... it is my wife's birthday today."

Priya: "Oh! Please wish her a very happy birthday from me."

Ishan: (Whispering under his breath) "I wish I could..."

Priya: "Did you say something?"

Ishan: "Nothing, Madamji. We are almost there. We will have to walk a little way from the parking lot."

They parked and began walking toward the magnificent structure of the Jama Masjid. The area was bustling with tourists, locals in white kurtas, and women in hijabs and burqas. Priya marveled at the architecture—the massive domes and intricately carved minarets seemed to whisper stories of a bygone era.

As they climbed the stairs, Priya spotted a sign in Urdu, Hindi, and English: Non-Muslims are not permitted beyond this point. She stopped dead in her tracks.

Ishan: (Turning back) "What’s wrong, Madamji?"

Priya: "The sign... it says I can't go further."

Ishan: "Since when do signs decide where the heart can go? No one will ask."

Priya: "But there are rules, Ishan."

Ishan: "The only rule that matters is God's. Don't worry. Just come with me. No one would ever look at you and think you didn't belong."

Ishan reached out his hand. Priya, swept up in his confidence, took it. His grip was firm and warm. He pulled her up the last few steps until they were standing side by side. She noticed people staring and quickly let go of his hand, looking at the ground.

Priya: (Whispering) "Why are they staring at us?"

Ishan: "You haven't covered your head. Use your dupatta."

Priya quickly draped the white fabric over her head. Ishan watched her, mesmerized. With her head covered, her blushing cheeks and the stray locks of hair framing her face made her look like a vision of classic beauty.

Priya: "What? Do I look strange?"

Ishan: "Mashallah... you look breathtaking. May the evil eye stay far from you."

Priya’s face deepened to a crimson hue. "Let’s go."

Inside, they reached the section where men and women were separated.

Priya: "Maybe I should wait out here? You go ahead."

Ishan: "No. If you don't go inside, there is no point in coming. Sit inside, close your eyes, and just breathe. You will find a peace there that exists nowhere else."

Priya: "But I can't go in alone."

Ishan: "Wait here."

Ishan approached an elderly woman near the entrance. "Aunty, excuse me."

Old Woman: "Yes, son?"

Ishan: (Pointing to Priya) "She is here for the first time. Would you mind taking her inside and showing her where to sit?"

Old Woman: "Of course. You speak so respectfully of your wife. Most young men these days have no manners."

Ishan didn't correct her. He needed her help, and explaining the complexity of his relationship with Priya was impossible. He simply nodded.

Old Woman: "She is a piece of the moon, your bride. You should keep her in a burqa to protect her."

Ishan: "She... she forgot it at home today, Aunty."

Priya joined the old woman and walked into the massive, carpeted hall. She looked back once to see Ishan watching her, a solitary figure in white.

Inside, the hall was quiet. The old woman leaned in close to Priya.

Old Woman: "How long have you been married?"

Priya: (Taken aback) "Almost a year."

Old Woman: "That explains the glow on your face. Where are you from?"

Priya: "Originally Jh**&*... but I live in Lu*3k*0w now."

Old Woman: "Just the two of you? You and your husband?"

Priya: "Yes... just us."

Old Woman: (Touching Priya’s stomach lightly) "Have you thought about children?"

Priya felt a knot of discomfort. "Not yet."

Old Woman: "Why wait? You're at the perfect age. When I was your age, I had three. Young girls today only care about keeping their figures slim. But looking at your husband out there... he doesn't look like a man who lacks 'strength'."

Priya: (Confused) "My husband?"

Old Woman: "Yes, your man out there in the white kurta. He’s practically glowing with pride watching you. Don't tell me you're using those 'balloons'?"

Priya: "Balloons?"

Old Woman: (Hushing her) "Shhh! You know... the things they put over themselves. Protaction"

Priya felt like she wanted the earth to swallow her whole.

Old Woman: "The Maulvi says we shouldn't use them. And honestly, child, where is the pleasure if you don't feel skin against skin? That’s when the real magic happens. I remember my younger days..."

Before Priya could respond, the call to prayer began to echo through the speakers. Priya used it as an excuse to sit on the carpet and close her eyes, desperately trying to find the "peace" Ishan had promised.

But her mind was a storm. The old woman's words about "skin against skin" brought back the sensations of the previous night—the unfinished business with Raj, the heat that had left her trembling. She felt a familiar dampness between her thighs. She tried to focus on the rhythmic chanting, but her body was betraying her.
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A few minutes later, she sensed someone standing behind her. She opened her eyes to see a man with a long beard—the Maulvi.

Old Woman: "Maulvi Sahab, Assalam-alaikum."

Maulvi: "Who is this, sister? I haven't seen her here before. Your daughter?"

Old Woman: "No, no. My daughter is much older. This is my distant sister's daughter-in-law. Her husband is waiting outside."

Priya stood up, her heart hammering against her ribs. She mimicked the greeting she had just heard. "Aslam-alaikum."

Maulvi: (Scanning her suspiciously) "Where are you from, child? Your accent is... different."

Priya: "I am... from here."

Old Woman: "She’s just moved back from out of town! She’s a bit scatterbrained, poor thing. Look, there’s your husband waving at us. We should go. Goodbye, Maulvi Sahab!"

The old woman grabbed Priya’s hand and practically dragged her toward the exit. Once they were a safe distance away, the woman’s voice turned sharp.

Old Woman: "If you’re going to play this game, you should at least remove the bindi from your forehead."

Priya: "What?"

Old Woman: "The bindi, girl! If the Maulvi had seen that, he would have made mincemeat out of you. My eyes are old, but they see everything."

Priya realized the woman had known she wasn't Muslim the entire time.

Old Woman: "That’s why I told your 'groom' to get you a burqa. He is your man, isn't he?"

Terrified of being caught, Priya simply nodded.

Old Woman: "Couldn't find one in your own religion? Well, never mind. Let’s get you back to him."

They reached the exit where Ishan was waiting anxiously. When he saw Priya, a look of profound relief washed over him. The old woman placed Priya’s soft, delicate hand into Ishan’s rough, calloused palm.

Old Woman: "Here, take your bride. It’s a good thing I was with her."

The sensation of her hand in his sent a jolt through Ishan’s entire body. He didn't let go. Priya, too, kept her hand in his for a moment longer than necessary.

Old Woman: "You’re a handsome couple. Now go, and take care of this silly girl."

Ishan bowed his head in thanks and led Priya away. They walked down the stairs in silence and sat on a stone bench near the entrance.

Priya: "Ishan... did you know her?"

Ishan: "No. I just asked her to look after you."

Priya: "She kept calling me your... she thought we were married."

Ishan: "She must have misunderstood. I said no such thing."

He looked directly into her eyes, and Priya believed him. Or perhaps, she wanted to believe him.

Priya: "Anyway... let it be."

Ishan: "How was it inside? Did you find your peace?"

Priya didn't know how to tell him that the "peace" had been replaced by a throbbing, primal hunger ignited by an old woman's crude talk.

Priya: (Lying) "Yes. It was... very peaceful."

Ishan: "Thank you for coming. I prayed for you there. I prayed that you would find happiness in your life."

Priya: "For me? Thank you, Ishan."

They sat close, the silence between them heavy with things unsaid.

Ishan: "Come... let me take you home."

Priya: "Yes, it’s getting late. I left my phone in the car."

Ishan: "It’s nearly noon."

As they walked back to the car, Priya felt a strange shift. The lines between her world and Ishan's had blurred, and for the first time, she wasn't sure if she wanted them to be clear again.

As soon as they reached the car, the silence was shattered by the persistent ringing of  Priya’s  phone. She hurriedly opened the door and grabbed the device from the back seat, her heart skipping a beat as she saw the caller ID.

On the other end,  Raj’s  voice came through, thick with a mix of impatience and concern. "Priya… where were you? I’ve been calling for ages. Why didn't you pick it up?"

Priya lowered her voice to a soft whisper, her eyes darting toward the front seat. "I... I was outside. Busy with something."

By then,  Ishan  had settled into the driver’s seat. As he started the engine, his eyes instinctively flickered toward the rearview mirror. He remained silent, but his ears were tuned to the cadence of her voice, trying to discern the identity of the person who could make her sound so guarded.

"I thought you’d call me the moment  Ajay  left," Raj said, his tone suggestive.

Priya tried to keep her voice as hushed as possible, terrified of Ishan overhearing the intimacy of the conversation. "You could have called too..."

Raj let out a low, playful chuckle. "I could have. But calling a friend's wife the second he leaves? That feels a bit wrong, doesn't it?"

Priya bit her lip, a spark of anger and shame flickering in her chest. She gritted her teeth and hissed into the receiver, "And doing  all that  with a friend's wife... that wasn't wrong?"

"Ha ha! I’m just joking, relax," Raj replied, though his voice dropped an octave, becoming heavy with desire. "I’m just desperate to do it all over again. And I know you are too."

"No... I’m not," she lied, though the heat rising in her body told a different story.

"Why are you whispering? Speak up, I can barely hear you."

"Nothing," she snapped softly. "Where are you?"

"At home. Come over, Priya. Let's just sit and... talk."

"I’m heading home now. I can't drive all the way there."

"Fine," Raj sighed, "then I’m coming to your place. I hope your 'watchman hero' isn't going to play the moral police and stop me."

Priya looked up, her gaze meeting Ishan’s eyes in the mirror. He looked away instantly, but the tension in the car was palpable. "He won't be there. Don't come in your own car. Just find a way to get to the flat. I’m almost there."

She ended the call abruptly. She wasn't sure how much Ishan had heard, but she hoped her frantic whispering had kept the details obscured.

"Is everything alright, Madamji?" Ishan asked, his voice steady but laced with an underlying curiosity.

"Yes... it was just Ajay calling," she lied effortlessly.

"I see," Ishan nodded. "Did you tell him about... today? About where we went?"

"No," she said quickly, her voice turning pleading. "I didn't tell him. And please, Ishan... don't mention it to anyone."

"As you wish," he said softly. "By the way... I wanted to apologize."

Priya looked up, surprised. "For what?"

"For that woman at the Masjid. You said she was bothering you inside."

"That wasn't your fault," Priya sighed, leaning her head back against the seat. "Old people are like that. There’s nothing we can do."

"What was she saying, anyway?" Ishan asked curiously.


Chapter 11

Priya fell into a deep, awkward silence. How could she possibly tell Ishan the truth? That woman had touched upon everything—marriage, sex, children, and even the mechanics of intimacy. Ever since that conversation, Priya had found it difficult to even look at Ishan. Her mind kept drifting back to the woman's crude comments about 'balloons,' and she had caught herself glancing at the front of Ishan’s trousers more than once. The shame of those thoughts made her skin crawl with a strange, nervous heat.

"Nothing important," she finally said. "Just a misunderstanding, like you said."

"Did you clear it up?"

"Um, no... I didn't get the chance. The Maulvi came over and I got nervous. But it doesn't matter now."

"I suppose it doesn't," Ishan murmured. "But I’m glad you came with me. Most people don't trust anyone these days."

"Of course I trust you, Ishan. We've known each other for a while now."

"So, you think you know me?" he asked, a hint of a smile in his voice.

"A little... but I suppose there’s more to learn."

"Ameen," he whispered. "May God grant you the chance to know me fully."

Priya felt herself opening up to him in a way she hadn't expected. "By the way... about you and  Kanchan ..."

Ishan went quiet, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. "I don't know, Madamji. We haven't been to your house yet."

"You can go whenever you want," Priya said, her voice becoming uncharacteristically bold. "I’ll tell Kanchan again. I think she’s even more restless than you are."

As she spoke the words, she realized how bizarre it was. She was essentially giving Ishan a green light to have sex with her domestic help in her own home, all while she herself was burning with the need to be in Raj’s arms. The irony wasn't lost on her.

When they reached the building, Ishan parked the car. "My duty starts in an hour," he noted. "I'll go grab some food until then."

For a split second, Priya considered inviting him up for a meal. It felt like the right thing to do after the day they’d had. But then she remembered Raj was on his way.

"Alright, Ishan ji. I'll see you later."

She headed for the lift as Ishan walked toward the gate. As she waited, she overheard the other watchman teasing Ishan.

"Well, well, Miyan! All dressed up today? And wandering around with Madam? What’s cooking?"

"Nothing," Ishan replied defensively. "Madam had some work, and I was just helping her."

"You seem to be helping her a lot lately... something is definitely brewing."

Priya stepped into the lift, the words echoing in her mind. If the other staff were noticing, then the neighbors surely were too. She realized she needed to maintain a distance. She checked her phone—no message from Raj. She wondered if he was even there.

But as the lift doors opened and she walked toward her flat, she saw him. Raj was sitting right there on her doormat.

"What are you doing sitting on the floor?" she gasped. "When did you get here? You didn't even message me."

Raj looked up with a smirk. "I wanted it to be a surprise. I’ve been here about ten minutes. Your neighbor—Aditi, I think?—just walked past. She was staring at me like I was a criminal."

"Aditi saw you? Oh god... come inside, quickly!"
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They ducked inside, and Priya slammed the door shut. She tossed her dupatta aside and moved to the living room, nervously smoothing her hair. Raj stood back, his eyes devouring her from head to toe.

"You look... different today," he said, his voice trailing off as he took in the white Chikan kurti. "Like a... what’s the word..."

"Don't I look good?" she interrupted, her heart racing.

Raj stepped into her personal space, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her flush against him. "You look incredible. I feel like I could eat you alive."

Priya placed her hands on his chest, feeling the frantic thrum of his heart. "Why? Won't eating your friend's wife feel 'wrong' now?"

Raj didn't answer with words. Instead, he buried his face in the crook of her neck, his lips searing her skin. He began to suck at the sensitive flesh of her throat.

"Ahhh... Raj, stop! You'll leave a mark!"

He pulled back, and sure enough, a deep, angry red hickey was blooming on her fair skin. Priya rubbed at it frantically. "Uff... What have you done? Everyone is going to see this!"

"Good," Raj grinned. "It’s my stamp of ownership. Let them see."

She swatted at his chest playfully. "You're impossible."

"I am," he whispered, his eyes dark with intent. "And today... I plan on leaving marks  everywhere ."

He pressed forward, and Priya took a clumsy step back, her legs hitting the edge of the sofa. She lost her balance and tumbled backward onto the cushions. She pulled her legs up, suddenly feeling shy under his intense gaze. The volcano within her, dormant for two weeks, was beginning to erupt.

Raj sat beside her, pulling her onto his lap. Priya could feel the heat radiating from him. He tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear and began kissing her cheeks, her forehead, her nose. Priya leaned back, her eyes fixed on the door, a soft, helpless smile on her lips.

He took her face in his hands and turned her toward him, his mouth crashing against hers. It began as a slow, agonizingly sweet kiss, but quickly turned feral as he began to tug at her lips with his teeth.

"Ouch! Don't bite!"

"I told you," he murmured against her mouth. "Marks. Everywhere."

"Then I’m not doing anything with you," she teased.

"Oh really?" He kissed her softly. "I know exactly how much you've been craving this."

"I haven't..."

"Lie all you want. Now, take these earrings off before they poke someone."

Priya quickly removed her Ear Rings and set them on the side table. Raj immediately went for her ears, his tongue swirling in the shell of her ear before he nipped at the lobe. Priya’s whimpers were growing louder, her resolve crumbling.

Her hands found the buttons of his shirt, undoing them with trembling fingers. She shifted, straddling his lap, her movements driven by a desperate, mounting restlessness.

Raj finished the job, tearing his shirt off and tossing it aside. Then, reaching up, he pulled her kurti over her head.

Priya sat there in her white bra, her breasts heaving with every ragged breath. Raj groaned at the sight. This was what he had been dreaming of. He pulled her close, his tongue tracing the lace of her bra, tasting the skin beneath.

"Ahhh... Raj..." she moaned. "Are we... Are we doing this right here on the sofa?"

Raj’s eyes lit up. "That’s a fantastic idea."

"I didn't mean it like that!" she blushed.

"Too late. We’re having 'lunch' right here."

He began a trail of kisses from her shoulders down to the swell of her breasts. Priya could feel his hardness pressing against her, a solid, demanding presence. She wrapped her arms around his neck, grinding her hips against him, feeling him grow even tighter.

"Uff... I need to get this out," Raj groaned.

Priya lifted herself slightly, and Raj shucked his jeans and underwear, freeing his length. Priya stared at him, her breath hitching.

"You're going to use a 'balloon' today, right?" she asked. "Last time we were in such a rush..."

"A balloon?"

"A Protaction, Raj."

"Do we have to? Let's just do it like this."

Priya frowned. "No. What if something happens?"

"Then it’s great! You’ll become a mummy."

"Shut up! I don't want to be a mummy."

"I don't have one on me," Raj complained. "You're killing the mood."

"Ajay might have some in the drawer. I'll check."

Priya scrambled up, her heart pounding, and ran to the bedroom. She found a box in the bedside table—remnants of a time when Ajay actually cared about protection. She felt a bizarre twinge of shame, fetching a Protaction for her lover from her husband's drawer.

She returned to the living room and tossed the box to Raj. He was already stroking himself, keeping the momentum going. "Come here, Priyaa... I can't wait."
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As soon as she reached him, he pulled her leggings and panties down, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down. Priya instinctively tried to cover herself with her hands, but Raj gently pulled them away. He unhooked her bra, letting her breasts spill into his palms. They sat there, completely naked, their skin fused together.

"God, you are a masterpiece," he whispered.

"Raj... please..."

He pointed to himself. "Do you want to put the 'hat' on, or should I just go in?"

Priya took the Protaction and carefully rolled it onto him. The latex was transparent, and the sight of her hands moving over him caused him to buck slightly against her touch.

"Do you want to... suck it like last time?"

Priya shook her head. She didn't want foreplay; she wanted the ache inside her to be filled. Raj understood. He grabbed her hair gently and guided her down onto the sofa, hovering over her. Her head rested on the armrest as she felt the full weight of his body. He nudged her legs apart, positioning himself between her thighs. He teased the entrance, the tip of his length grazing her wetness.

With a sudden, powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her. Priya’s eyes went wide, her breath catching in a sharp gasp. She gripped his shoulders as he began to drive into her. Her legs hooked around his waist, and the first of many screams escaped her lips.

"Ahhh! Raj! Uff... yes..."

The initial friction was intense, but it quickly gave way to a rhythmic, soul-soothing release. She buried her hands in his hair, pulling him closer, wanting every inch of him. Raj, balancing on the narrow sofa, kept a steady, punishing pace.

"F**K... Priyaa... you feel so good..."

"Faster, Raj... please... faster!"

At her command, he lost all restraint. His thrusts became violent, slamming into her with a force that pushed her back. Her head slipped off the armrest, hanging over the edge of the sofa, but Raj didn't stop. He moved with her, his body a blur of motion.

"Ahhh! Pull me back!" she cried out.

He hooked his arms under her and dragged her back onto the cushions. He lifted one of her legs over his shoulder, changing the angle, driving deeper than before. Priya gripped the fabric of the sofa, her voice a series of broken, high-pitched moans. "Ooff0ooo... ohhh g0d….. Raj!"

He wasn't finished. He used his fingers to stimulate her externally while continuing the internal assault. The dual sensation was too much. Priya felt the familiar tightening, the world beginning to blur as she neared the edge.

"Ahhhhh! Godddd!"

Raj followed her shortly after, his body tensing as he released his load. But because of the Protaction, the sensation was different—he felt the warmth trapped against himself rather than inside her. It dampened the finish just a little.

"Ooffooo... this Protaction ruined the best part," he panted, pulling out. He stripped the latex off and tossed it aside, then collapsed back onto her, their bodies slick with sweat and spent passion.

They lay there for a long time, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Priya could feel his softening length resting against her thigh.

"So," Raj whispered, his hand lazily tracing the curve of her breast. "How was that,  Madamji ?"

The word 'Madamji' sent a jolt through her. It brought Ishan’s face back to her mind at the worst possible moment. She didn't answer; instead, she hid her face against Raj’s chest.

"Tell me," he insisted.

"I don't know what’s happening to me," she whispered. "I never used to need sex this much."

"It’s natural," Raj said confidently. "It just means you enjoy it more with me."

She swatted him again. "You're corrupting me."

"Corrupting you? Hardly. And besides, I have six more days to finish the job. I was thinking... I should just stay here with you for the rest of the week."

"What? How would you manage everything else?"

"There’s nothing else. I’ll go to the office from here. We’ll live like a newly married couple. You should see what a real husband is like."

Priya felt a pang of guilt. Ajay trusted her so completely, and here she was, planning a week-long tryst in their marital home.

Raj patted her cheek. "Where did you go? And listen... we stay naked. Whenever we’re home, no clothes."

"Are you crazy? Who stays naked all day?"

"Think of it as our honeymoon."

"On honeymoons, people actually go outside, Raj. They don't just stay in the room."

"Clearly, you've never been on a real honeymoon," he teased.

"And clearly, you've been on five!"

They both burst into laughter, the tension breaking. They pulled each other close for another kiss, the guilt momentarily forgotten. Priya wondered if the next six days would really be like this. After the chaos of the last few weeks, her mind finally felt quiet.

Priya  sat at her office desk, a faint, dreamy smile playing on her lips as the memories of the previous day washed over her like a warm tide.

The afternoon on the sofa with  Raj  had been nothing short of explosive. Afterward, they had drifted into a heavy, sated sleep in each other's arms. When they woke, the evening had transformed into a playful, high-tension game of cat and mouse. Priya had managed to pull on a t-shirt and leggings, but Raj seemed possessed by a restless hunger. He was everywhere—a lingering touch on her waist here, a sudden kiss on the nape of her neck there. He haunted her every move, keeping her in a state of constant, delicious agitation.

It felt like the honeymoon she had always dreamed of. Even  Ajay , in their earliest, most passionate days, hadn't displayed this kind of obsessive, maddening desire for her.

After dinner, the sanctuary of the bedroom became their battleground. Priya had assumed Raj would be exhausted from their afternoon tryst, but he seemed to possess an infinite reservoir of energy. He didn't sleep, and he certainly didn't let her sleep. Their bodies remained locked in a primal struggle until the early hours of the morning. Priya fought to stifle her cries, biting her lip until she tasted copper, terrified that the thin walls of the apartment would betray them to the neighbors. They took each other twice more that night, finally collapsing into a tangled heap of limbs and sweat-soaked sheets just as the sky began to turn gray.

When Priya finally drifted awake, she felt the familiar, heavy warmth of Raj’s hand tracing the curves of her naked backside. With a sleepy protest, she stopped his wandering fingers, knowing that if she succumbed now, they would never leave the bed.
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Getting ready was a challenge. Raj was a constant distraction, peppering her cheeks and lips with kisses as she tried to apply her makeup. The hickey he had branded her with yesterday was now a deep, defiant purple. No matter how much concealer she dabbed onto her throat, the mark of his possession peeked through. In a desperate bid for modesty, she donned a large, ornate pendant, hoping to draw the eye away from the bruise.

Raj, ever the provocateur, pulled on one of Ajay’s crisp shirts. The sight of her lover dressed in her husband’s clothes sent a shiver of taboo thrill down Priya's spine.

The logistics of leaving were fraught with anxiety. "What if someone sees us?" she whispered, her heart hammering.

She went down first, positioning her car directly in front of the building entrance like a getaway driver. Raj slipped out and ducked into the backseat.  Ishan  was nowhere to be seen at the main gate, but every shadow felt like a witness. This game of shadows, this illicit hiding, added a sharp, addictive edge to their lovemaking.

Halfway to the office, they swapped seats. Raj dropped her off at the entrance, promising to return in the evening with a suitcase of his own clothes and essentials. As she watched him drive away in her car, she felt a strange sense of completion.

Priya spent the morning in a haze, her body humming with the aftershocks of the night. She felt like a new bride, still glowing from the first touch of her husband. She noticed that  Khushi  seemed to be in a better mood; perhaps her obsession with Raj was finally fading.

Khushi approached her desk with a stack of papers. "Priya... did the billing for this client go through?"

"Yes," Priya replied, forcing her voice to remain steady. "I handled it last week."

Khushi’s eyes suddenly narrowed, focusing on Priya’s neck. "What happened there?"

Priya’s hand instinctively flew to her pendant. "Oh, this? I... it’s nothing."

Khushi broke into a knowing, mischievous grin. "Don't play innocent with me! That’s a love bite if I’ve ever seen one. Looks like you and Ajay had a very busy weekend."

Priya forced a shy laugh and looked down at her keyboard. The irony was a bitter pill to swallow. How could she tell Khushi that this mark wasn't left by the man she was 'loyal' to, but by the very man Khushi had been pining for?

"But I thought you said Ajay was going to his parents' house?" Khushi asked, her brow furrowing.

Priya felt the trap closing. "Oh... yes. He was. But he cancelled at the last minute."

"Ah, well," Khushi winked. "Who could blame him? Who would want to leave a wife as sweet and hot as you? Ajay is incredibly lucky. You’re beautiful, loyal, and clearly, you keep him very happy."

The word  loyal  rang in Priya’s ears like a funeral bell. Guilt gnawed at her, yet the memory of Raj’s hands on her body made the guilt feel distant, like a dream she was waking up from. Was this the end of her marriage? Should she just tell Ajay the truth and start a new life with Raj?

By mid-afternoon, exhaustion began to set in. She had been awake since 3:00 AM, and her head was nodding over her spreadsheets.

A notification buzzed on her desk.

Raj :  Hey sexy... what are you doing?

The sight of his name sent a jolt of adrenaline through her.

Priya :   Trying to stay conscious. You didn't let me sleep a wink.

Raj : That’s why I told you to take the day off.

Priya :   As if you would have let me sleep even if I stayed home.

Raj : You know me too well. Send me a sexy photo... I can't wait until tonight to see my 'wife' again.

Priya :   Shut up! I'm in the middle of the office. I can't take photos here.

Raj : Go to the restroom. Just one.

His persistence was a flame, and she was the moth. She retreated to a secluded corner of the office, checked for onlookers, and snapped a quick selfie. Her lips looked flushed, and her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lace of her bra.

Raj :  Wow... you look incredible. Now, one of just the bra?

Priya :   No! No more photos. I have work to do. See you this evening.

She locked her phone, but her gaze kept drifting to the clock. She was counting the minutes until she could be back in the sanctuary of her home—and his arms.

Raj arrived at 6:00 PM. Priya spotted her red car parked across the street. As she approached, Raj stepped out, his face lighting up. Before she could protest, he pulled her into a tight, lingering hug right there on the sidewalk.

"Raj! People will see!" she hissed, pulling away.

"Let them look," he laughed, his eyes dancing. "I’m not afraid."

"Just get in the car!"

As they drove, the tension between them was a physical weight. "You were so impatient today," she teased. "After everything we did yesterday..."

"Everything we did?" Raj prompted, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Say it. Tell me exactly what we did."

"You know what we did. Don't make me say it."

"I love hearing it from you," he murmured, his hand sliding across the console to rest on her thigh. "Though I like other things in your mouth even more."

"Shut up!" she laughed, blushing furiously. "You have no manners at all."

As they neared the apartment, the old anxiety returned. "Raj, get in the back. Stay low."

"Oh, come on, Priya. We're in love, not committing a crime."

Isn't it a crime?  she thought.  Adultery. Betrayal.

"Don't give me dialogues. Just do it, or I'm dropping you off at the curb."

He grumbled but climbed into the back, lying flat on the seat as they approached the gate.  Ishan  was there, his silhouette tall against the evening light. Priya slowed the car, her heart racing.

"Madamji! How are you?" Ishan asked, leaning toward the window.

"I'm fine, Ishan. And you?"

"Very well. Do you need anything from the market?"

"No, I have everything. Thank you."

She saw his eyes wander toward the back seat, and she panicked. "Ishan ji! I really enjoyed our trip the other day."

His face transformed into a bright smile. "Truly? We must go again soon."

"Yes, definitely. But for now, I'm exhausted. I'm going up."

She drove into the parking garage, keeping an eye on the entrance. As soon as Ishan was distracted by another car, she and Raj bolted for the elevator. They made it inside the flat, and Priya finally let out the breath she had been holding. The stress was starting to take its toll.

The moment the door locked, Raj swept her off her feet, carrying her into the bedroom like a prize.

"Raj, wait! Let me at least change my clothes!"

"I'll handle the clothes," he whispered, tossing her onto the bed. He began to kiss her with a frantic hunger, his hands moving under her blouse.

Suddenly, he stopped. "I have a surprise for you."

He reached into his bag and pulled out a delicate piece of black lace—a sheer, provocative lingerie set with a matching transparent shirt. "Try this on. It’ll look perfect on you."

Priya stared at the flimsy fabric. "I... I can't wear that."

"Why not? We've seen everything there is to see. Don't be shy with me."

"Fine," she sighed, her resistance crumbling under his gaze. "But go outside while I change."

"No," Raj said, sitting firmly on the edge of the bed. "Right here. I want to watch."

Emboldened by the events of the last few days, Priya began to undress. She felt his eyes roaming over every inch of her skin, lingering on her curves. She stepped into the black lace, the fabric feeling like a second skin.

The sight of her was the final straw. Raj lunged, his mouth finding hers, his hands mapping the territory he now knew by heart. Within minutes, the lingerie was half-off, and he was devouring her, his tongue swirling around her nipples.

Suddenly, the silence was shattered by the ring of her phone.

Ajay.

Priya froze. She signaled Raj to be silent, but he didn't stop. He kept his mouth clamped over her breast, his tongue flicking rhythmically against her.

"Hello?" Priya gasped into the phone.

"Hi... how are you?" Ajay’s voice sounded miles away, tinny and distracted.

"I'm... I'm fine. And you?"

Raj moaned softly against her skin, his hands squeezing her waist. Priya tried to push him away, but he was a dead weight of muscle and desire.

"I miss you," Ajay said.

"Me too... ssssss!" She hissed as Raj bit down gently on her nipple.

"What was that? Is something wrong?"

"Nothing! I'm just... working on something. My back caught a cramp."

A wet, slurping sound came from Raj’s mouth, loud enough to echo in the quiet room.

"Is someone there?" Ajay asked, his voice sharpening.

Priya glared at Raj, her eyes wide with terror. "No! Who would be here? It’s probably the TV in the other room."

"I was thinking of coming home a few days early," Ajay said.

"No!" she blurted out. "I mean... you've finally gone home after so long. Stay. Relax. Come back when you planned."

"If you say so. I'll message you when I leave."

"Yes. Do that. Take care, Ajay."

As soon as she hung up, she slapped Raj’s shoulder. "Are you insane? He could have heard you!"

"I couldn't help it," Raj grinned, looking like a Cheshire cat. "You're just too delicious."

"Raj... What is the future of this? Of us?"

"Don't worry about the future, Priyaa. We'll figure it out."

"Tell me now. I need to know."

"Right now," he said, pulling her back down, "I need to be inside you."

The conversation was drowned out by the sound of their combined breathing as they lost themselves in another round of feverish intimacy.

The next morning was a blur. They woke up late and scrambled to get to their respective offices. Priya’s body ached in every muscle, yet the hunger remained. In two days, they had been intimate five times, and each time, Raj had pushed her to heights she hadn't known existed.

She was buried in her work when her phone rang.

Kanchan.

Kanchan rarely called the office. A cold dread settled in Priya’s stomach as she answered. "Hello?"

"Madam..." Kanchan’s voice was sharp, clear.

"Yes, Kanchan? Is everything okay?"

"I went into your room to clean... the room was a mess, Madam. Clothes everywhere on the floor. Did you give the keys to someone else?"

Priya’s heart stopped. In their haste that morning, they had left a trail of evidence. Raj’s clothes, her clothes, the discarded lingerie... and the sheets, stained with the proof of their passion.

"No! I... I was doing some deep cleaning last night. I forgot to tidy up. Don't worry about the bedroom, Kanchan. Just leave it."

"I've already cleaned it, Madam. And I washed the clothes." There was a heavy pause. "Sir is still out of town, right?"

"Yes..." Priya whispered.

"I see." Another silence stretched between them. "Shall I cook dinner for two people tonight?"

Priya felt like she was standing on the edge of a cliff. "Why two?"

"In case you're extra hungry," Kanchan said, her tone dripping with unspoken meaning. "I'll leave it on the table."

"Fine. Two. I'll talk to you later."

"Don't worry, Madam. Just focus on your work. Everything is safe with me."

Priya hung up, her hands shaking so violently she had to grip the edge of her desk. She had been caught. Two days into her 'honeymoon,' and her domestic help knew everything. Her life was now in Kanchan’s hands.

That evening, as Raj drove her home, she told him everything. She was on the verge of tears.

"Why are you so afraid of a maid and a watchman?" Raj asked, sounding genuinely confused.

"You don't understand! If Ajay finds out... your life won't change, Raj. But mine will be over. My reputation, my family... everything."

Raj pulled the car over to a quiet side street and pulled her into a hug. "I'm with you, Priya. Whatever happens, I'm right here."

She held his hand, seeking some kind of anchor in the storm.

"Besides," Raj whispered, his voice turning playful again. "Something else is standing tall right now... and you haven't given it any attention today."

Priya smacked his leg. "How can you joke at a time like this?"

"I'm not joking," he grinned. "Do you want to start right here on the side of the road?"

"Shut up! Just take me home. And tomorrow morning... please, take your things and go. This is too much."

"What? It's only Tuesday," Raj protested. "We still have four days of our honeymoon left."

Priya looked out the window as the city lights blurred past. Four days. She was addicted to him, addicted to the way he made her feel, but the walls were closing in. Would she ever be able to go back to her old life? Or had she already burned the bridge to the person she used to be?


Chapter 14

By the time they reached home, Raj had managed to lift Priya's mood. Before long, they were once again immersed in their world of carnal play. Raj showed no hesitation in seizing Priya, pulling her beneath him and kissing her deeply. As he began to undress her, his lips traveled over every inch of her body. Priya’s soft skin was as smooth as butter, the kind of texture that makes one never want to pull away once they’ve tasted it.

In a state of semi-nudity, Priya eventually managed to push Raj off her. By now, the two had grown so comfortable with each other that Priya felt no shame walking around in minimal clothing in front of him. Raj had brought several sexy, modern outfits for her and insisted she try one on. Though she hesitated momentarily, she soon changed into one of the dresses. The moment Raj saw her in it, he was driven to madness again, lunging at her with primal hunger.

Raj pounced on Priya like a wild animal, tearing the clothes from her body—some pieces even ripping in his haste. Priya’s alternating soft and sharp moans only fueled his predatory instincts. She offered a faint, playful resistance, but in truth, she was thoroughly enjoying the intensity of his passion. Once again, they spent the entire night lost in each other.

This game continued through the next day until, before they knew it, Thursday morning had arrived. Upon waking, only one thought occupied Priya’s mind: their time together was coming to an end. The thought brought a wave of tension. She couldn't help but wonder what would happen once Ajay returned.

By Thursday morning at the office, the exhaustion was plain on Priya’s face. She was yawning repeatedly, and her eyes were bloodshot. The cycle that had begun on Sunday was enough to break anyone’s stamina. When Khushi noticed her, she couldn't help but ask.

Khushi: "What’s the matter, Madam? You look incredibly tired this week."

Priya: "Yeah... I just haven't been able to get enough sleep."

Khushi: "I think I’m going to have to have a talk with Ajay this evening. He shouldn't be troubling such an innocent girl this much."

Priya: "No, no, it’s nothing like that! I just couldn't sleep because of some stress."

Khushi: "I don't care—we are talking today! I want to see this handsome man who has been stealing Priya madam's sleep."

Priya: "Wait, please listen..."

But Khushi was in no mood to listen. she was determined to meet Ajay today. Priya’s anxiety spiked. Since Ajay wasn't even in Lu*3k*0w, how on earth was she going to introduce him to Khushi?

As soon as she got a chance, Priya called Raj.

Raj: "What’s up, Priyaa? Couldn't even wait until evening to talk to me today?"

Priya: "No... listen..."

Raj: "Oh ho... 'Listen, dear' (Suno ji)? Just call me that already... give me the full husband experience."

Priya: "Raj... listen to me... there’s no time for this. We have a problem. Khushi is adamant about meeting Ajay today."

Raj: "What do you mean? Didn't you tell her he was out of town?"

Priya: "It slipped out of my mouth earlier that he was here... I’ll explain later. But what do we do now?"

Raj: "Just tell her Ajay is busy at the office."

Priya: "Hmm, that should work. I don't know why my brain isn't functioning today."

Raj: "It’s because you’re stressing over every little thing. I’ll come to pick you up this evening."

Priya: "Okay... see you then."

Priya told Khushi that Ajay would be busy that evening and that they could meet some other time. Khushi seemed to let the matter drop; perhaps Priya was indeed overthinking things.

As evening approached, Priya waited for the office to empty out. But today, Khushi seemed to have no intention of leaving. It was nearly 6:00 PM, and Raj was about to arrive. Priya grabbed her bag and went downstairs so she could hop into the car as soon as he arrived. Time seemed to crawl; fifteen minutes felt like two hours.

Suddenly, she heard Khushi’s voice from behind: "Priya, you haven't left yet?"

Priya thought to herself: Oh no, why is she here now? Of all times to come down.

Priya: "Yeah, I was just waiting..."

Khushi: "But you said your husband was busy today?"

Priya: "Yeah, well..."

Before she could say more, a red car pulled up and honked lightly, signaling Priya to come.

Khushi: "That must be your car... come on, finally I’ll get to meet Ajay!"

Before Priya could say another word or stop her, Khushi marched toward the car. Reaching the passenger side, she said with excitement: "Hi Ajay!"

The moment she saw Raj’s face, her voice trailed off. She stood there, stunned, staring at Raj. What was he doing here?

Seeing Khushi, Raj said casually: "Hi Khushi, how are you?"

Khushi turned to look at Priya, her face a map of a hundred questions. Priya managed to mask her panic and said in a slightly surprised tone: "Raj? You here? Did Ajay send you?"

Raj, being a smooth operator, instantly caught on to the situation.

Raj: "Yeah, Ajay is tied up at the office, so he asked me to pick you up."

Priya: "Oh... he didn't send me a message."

Raj: "He’s extremely busy. Come on, let me drop you. Khushi, do you need a lift somewhere?"

Khushi replied in a cold, serious voice: "No thanks! I’m good."

Priya: "Bye Khushi, I'll see you tomorrow."

Priya waved goodbye and got into the car. Khushi felt something was very off, but she couldn't put her finger on it. She walked toward her own car.

Once they were a safe distance away, Priya breathed a sigh of relief. "God, we almost got caught today. I can't keep up with these lies anymore."

Raj, having seen Khushi after so many days, was lost in his own thoughts. He hadn't really been listening to Priya.

Raj: "Hmm... what?"

Priya glared at him. "I said we almost got caught! Didn't you see? Thank you for handling it, but I wonder what Khushi is thinking."

Raj: "She isn't thinking anything. Didn't you see? She’s still just angry with me."

Priya: "What does it matter?"

Raj: "I still don't understand why she’s so angry with me."

Priya’s voice rose. "Why are you thinking about her? I’m sitting right here with you!"

Raj: "Sorry, I didn't mean it like that... just seeing her brought that question back to my mind."

Priya: "What question?"

Raj: "Just why she’s so mad at me."

Priya snapped at this. "You can see her anger, but you can't see mine!"

Raj: "Sorry, sorry... Why are you getting angry now?"

Priya: "Why wouldn't I be? You’re talking about another girl right in front of me!"

Raj: "I’m sorry... but since when did you become so jealous? You’re the one staying with me behind Ajay’s back."

Priya was struck dumb. She didn't know how to respond. Was this how Raj really viewed her?

Seeing her silence, Raj realized his mistake. "Sorry, I didn't mean it that way."

Priya didn't reply and kept driving. Upon reaching home, she went straight to the bedroom and changed into a normal saree.

Raj: "Darling, what happened? Why aren't you wearing the sexy dress I left on the bed?"

Priya: "Raj... I need to talk to you."

Raj pulled her close and sat her on his lap. "Go ahead, tell me."

Priya: "In two days, Ajay will be back. I can't live this life of lies anymore. We have to tell Ajay everything... and then we can start our new life together."

Raj looked at her as if checking to see if she was actually serious.

Raj: "Priyaa... why are you thinking about all that? Things are fine as they are... let’s just keep it going this way."

Priya: "What! So you’re not serious about us? Am I just a toy to you?"

Raj: "I never said that. But come on... be realistic."

Priya stood up, pulling away from him. "Raj... I thought you loved me."

Raj stood up from the sofa, a faint, mocking smile on his face.

Raj: "Priyaa... you know the truth. You came to me because you were jealous of Khushi, after you saw us having sex that night."

Priya froze. Raj knew everything.

Raj: "I admit I’m better than Ajay in every way, but that doesn't mean I’m going to marry you."

Priya: "So... I was just a sex toy for you? You were just using me."

Raj: "I had fun, and you had fun. So who was using whom?"

Priya’s rage intensified as Raj’s true colors were revealed. She looked at him with pure fury.

Priya: "Raj... leave. Right now."

Raj: "Come on... we still have two days left as 'husband and wife'."

Priya screamed: "Nothing is left! Get out! Right now!"

Raj: "Come on, Priya, what happened?"

Priya’s face was flushed with anger. "Don't force me to call the watchman. Just leave!"

Raj: "Fine, fine... calm down. I’m going."

A short while later, Raj packed his things and left.

Priya broke down in tears. She couldn't understand how she had trusted Raj so much and allowed him such intimacy. More than that, she felt the crushing weight of having cheated on a good man like Ajay. She didn't know how she would ever look him in the eye again. She cried all night, regretting her actions. She wanted to call Ajay, but she was afraid of what she might say in her state, so she refrained.

The next morning, Priya had no desire to go to the office, but since Vijay Sir was visiting, she forced herself to get ready. She applied heavy makeup to hide the dark circles under her eyes. She arrived a bit late, and the office was bustling. Khushi seemed especially cheerful.

A while later, Khushi came to her desk.

Khushi: "Priya... I wanted to share something."

Priya replied in a dull voice: "Go ahead."

Khushi was too excited to notice Priya’s condition.

Khushi: "So... Raj called me last night!"

Priya: "What? He called you?"

Khushi: "Yeah. I wasn't picking up his calls, but he sent so many texts. And after seeing him pick you up yesterday, I finally answered. We talked, and I think there was just a misunderstanding. He doesn't have another girlfriend. He still loves me and wants to meet."

Priya couldn't believe it. The moment he left her, he went straight back to Khushi. What a monster.

Khushi: "I haven't committed to anything yet. I wanted to talk to you. You were the one who said he might have other girlfriends."

Priya: "What do you want?"

Khushi: "I think I still love him."

The love for Raj was evident in Khushi’s eyes. Priya had no words. She just wanted to distance herself from the whole mess.

Priya: "That’s good. You guys should talk and see if you can trust each other."

Khushi: "Thanks! I'll think about it more."

Just then, a peon informed Priya that Vijay Sir wanted to see her. She hurried to the meeting room.

Priya: "Good morning, Sir... you called for me?"

Vijay: "Come in, Priya. How are you?"

Priya: "Good, Sir. And you?"

Vijay looked at her closely. "You’re wearing a lot of makeup today. Hiding something?"

Priya answered quickly: "No, Sir... nothing like that."

Vijay: "Hmm, if you say so. Anyway, I have good news. I’ve set up another meeting with the US clients for next week."

Priya: "Again? Oh, okay."

Vijay: "Yes, and this time I will be joining, and their CEO will be joining as well."

Priya felt a spark of excitement. "Oh wow, okay."

Vijay: "Yep. So get ready. We’ll land them this time."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir."

Vijay: "You know... you can just call me Vijay. No need for 'Sir'."

Priya: "Okay, Sir... I mean, Vijay. You’ve said that before. I’ll try."

Vijay: "Great. Have a wonderful weekend."

Priya left the meeting room. Her mind was in such turmoil she could hardly think about work. Back at her desk, she saw messages from Raj asking her to call him. She didn't want to, but she wanted to confront him about calling Khushi.

Priya: "Hello."

Raj: "How are you, darling? Has the anger cooled down?"

Priya said sarcastically: "You certainly did enough to calm me down."

Raj: "Haha... so Khushi got to you? Look, I just wanted to say—you don't tell Khushi anything, and I won't tell Ajay anything. Let’s be mature about this."

Priya: "So I was just a pastime for you?"

Raj: "Come on. You’re a married lady—a very beautiful one. But Khushi is single and wealthy. There’s no comparison. And she’s not bad-looking either—maybe a bit less hot than you, but she has a lot going for her."

The veil was finally lifted, and Priya saw Raj for what he truly was.

Priya: "You are such a scoundrel."

Raj: "Hey, no need to be angry. It’s Friday. Get ready for Ajay’s return. If you want, I can come over and help you get 'ready'..."

Priya hung up. She couldn't stand the sound of his voice anymore. As she walked back to her seat, she felt as though someone was watching her from the meeting room, but she brushed it off as a hallucination.

She reached home exhausted. Ajay was coming back tomorrow, and she had changed so much in his absence. She had started the week thinking she found her dream love, but it ended in disaster. She felt that all men were the same—once they got what they wanted, they didn't care for a woman's feelings. She felt she needed to take control of men rather than being controlled. Lost in negative thoughts, she fell asleep on her bed.

The next morning, the doorbell woke her. Priya rubbed her eyes and went to the door, unaware of the time. It was Kanchan.

Priya: "Why are you here so early?"

Kanchan: "Madam... it’s 10:00 AM! I’ve been ringing the bell for ages."

Priya: "What! 10:00?"

Kanchan: "Yes, Madam. Should I come in... or not yet?"

Priya: "Come in. Why even ask?"

Kanchan: "Well... is Sir back?"

Priya: "He’ll be back by evening."

Kanchan cheered up. "Okay! Then I’ll give the place a thorough cleaning today."

Priya: "Don't you usually clean it thoroughly?"

Kanchan: "It’s not that, Madam. But since Sir is coming back, the house should be spotless. I’ll make sure there’s nothing... out of place."

Priya: "Okay, okay. Also, make something nice to eat today."

Priya gave Kanchan her instructions and headed to the shower. The depression of the previous night seemed to vanish with the morning sun, replaced by a surge of energy. Ajay was coming back, and she wanted to look beautiful for him. After her bath, she got ready. The hickey on her neck had faded but was still slightly visible. She chose a saree and a sleeveless blouse and began doing her hair. She wanted Ajay to see exactly what he had been missing.

When she emerged from the room, Kanchan was momentarily stunned.

Kanchan: "Madam... wow. You look like a firecracker today!"

Priya smiled. "Shh, stop talking nonsense."

Kanchan: "It’s true, Madam. You should always dress like this. That’s how your beauty shows... the world will go crazy looking at you."

Priya: "Okay, okay. Listen, clean the fans too."

Kanchan: "I'll do everything, Madam. Don't worry."

Kanchan spent a long time cleaning the house while Priya prepared some halwa for the evening. Together, they cooked all of Ajay’s favorite dishes. With time still to go before Ajay’s arrival, Priya admired herself in the mirror. Kanchan was right; she should wear clothes that highlight her body. Why remain timid? She had seen where that led. Raj hadn't hesitated to leave her for someone wealthier and more stylish.

As she looked at her reflection, she wished someone could see her like this and compliment her. But who was there?

Priya: "Listen... Thank you for all the help. Why don't you have your lunch here?"

Kanchan: "Okay, Madam."

Priya: "And... is Ishan downstairs? Call him too. He can eat as well."

Kanchan: "But why Ishan?"

Priya continued looking at herself. "Why not? Can't he eat too?"

Priya: "Wait, I’ll call him."

A frown flickered on Kanchan’s face, but she continued her work. Priya made the call.

Priya: "Hello, Ishan? How are you?"

Ishan was surprised to get a call from her. "Madamji... I’m good. Did you need something?"

Priya: "Yes, actually. Can you come up for a bit?"

Ishan: "Right now, Madamji? Sure, I’ll be there in five minutes."

Priya hung up with a small smile. Kanchan looked at her sideways.

Kanchan: "Madam... why didn't you tell him you were calling him for food?"

Priya: "He wouldn't have come if I told him it was for food."

Kanchan: "Hmm..."

Priya sat on the sofa and began flipping through a book. Kanchan glanced at her; in the small blouse, Priya's fair chest and neck looked incredibly provocative. She wanted to tell Priya to cover up before Ishan arrived, but she didn't know how to say it.

Soon, there was a knock at the door. Priya signaled Kanchan to open it. Kanchan, with a slight scowl, opened the door. The big smile on Ishan’s face vanished when he saw Kanchan. He had expected Madamji to open the door.

Ishan: "You? You’re still here?"

Kanchan: "Yes."

Ishan: "Madamji called. She had some work."

Kanchan said dryly: "She’s sitting right there. Ask her what work she has."

The moment Ishan saw Priya, his jaw dropped. "Madamji..."

Priya gave a soft laugh. "Come in."

Ishan was speechless seeing Priya in this avatar. The depths and heights of her breasts were clearly visible through the thin, stringed blouse.

Priya: "Come in. There was no work. I just called you for lunch. Kanchan, you come too and sit down. I’ll serve the food."

Ishan: "Madamji... food?"

Priya: "Yes, I told you that day. You refused then. I won't take no for an answer today. Come."

Priya took Ishan by the hand and pulled him inside, seating him on the sofa. She called Kanchan over to sit with him. For a moment, Kanchan sat pressed against Ishan, but he immediately shifted away. Kanchan glared at him.

Priya brought two plates from the kitchen. "Here. Sit and eat together today."

Kanchan: "Madam, why are you troubling yourself? I’ll serve."

Priya: "No, today you sit. I’ll serve."

Priya brought bread and curry and placed them on their plates. As she leaned over to serve, her breasts hung slightly out of the blouse, creating a deep cleavage. Ishan tried not to look, but his eyes kept drifting. Kanchan caught him looking.

Priya looked at their faces. "What happened? Start eating."

Priya sat down right in front of them. Ishan and Kanchan began eating. Priya watched them with a smile. They weren't a bad match. Kanchan was a bit darker in complexion, but she was beautiful. And she had already seen Ishan’s true colors that day; he wasn't what he seemed.

After a few bites, Ishan said: "The food is delicious. Madamji, you truly have magic in your hands."

Priya: "Kanchan made everything. I just helped a little."

Ishan: "Yeah... she cooks okay too. But you must have guided her."

Kanchan’s face soured further, which Priya noticed.

Priya: "Don't talk about Kanchan like that. I know how much she cares for you."

At this, Ishan choked on his food, and Kanchan rushed to get him water. After a drink, his coughing subsided.

Priya: "See how much she cares for you? You should care for her too."

Ishan: "Yes, Madamji."

Priya: "And what I told you both separately... I’ll say it in front of both of you today. In this house, you can always..."

Ishan: "Yes, Madamji... please don't say more."

The smile returned to Kanchan’s face, and she looked at Priya with a soft grin, as if thanking her.

Priya: "I want you two to stay together."

Kanchan: "We certainly will, Madam."

Ishan: "Madamji... I must leave now. I have to go on duty."

Priya: "Okay, Ishan."

Kanchan: "Madam, I’ll take care of the dishes and the rest."

Ishan stood up and walked toward the door. As he reached the exit, he glanced back; Priya was standing with her back to him, and her bare back inside the blouse was clearly visible. Feeling flustered, he quickly closed the door and left.


As evening descended, Priya felt a familiar restlessness settle over her. During the day, she had displayed such newfound boldness in front of Kanchan and Ishan, behaving in ways she never thought possible. She didn't recognize the woman she was becoming. As the hour of Ajay’s return drew closer, her anxiety spiked, her mind racing with a chaotic swirl of guilt and anticipation.

Ajay had called before departing from G*@li0, but there has been silence ever since. Priya sat in the drawing room, her eyes fixed on the front door as if she could pull him through it with her gaze alone. Finally, the sound of a key turning in the lock jolted her from her thoughts. As the door swung open, she stood up instantly. There was Ajay, bag in hand. It felt as though she was seeing him after a lifetime. She looked at him with a sense of disbelief—was this really her husband?

Before he could even shut the door, Priya rushed toward him and threw her arms around his neck, clinging to him with a desperate strength.

Ajay: "Whoa... at least let me put my bags down first!"

Priya squeezed him tighter, her voice a fragile whisper. "No..."

Ajay: "What’s this? Did you really miss me that much?"

A few stray tears escaped her eyes. "Yes... I did."

Ajay: "But you were the one who told me I should go."

Priya: "I won't say it again."

Ajay returned the hug, pulling her close. Priya buried her face against his chest, hiding her expression. The weight of her actions over the past week felt like a shadow looming over her, and she couldn't bear for him to see the guilt written on her face.

Ajay: "Alright, let's sit down... ah, I’m exhausted."

He guided her toward the sofa—the same sofa where she and Raj had lost themselves days prior—and sat her down before heading into the bedroom to change. In the few moments of solitude, Priya’s mind spun. She noted with a pang of disappointment that Ajay hadn't even complimented her or looked at her properly. She tried to soothe her ego, reminding herself that he had just traveled a long distance and was simply tired.

Shortly after, Ajay emerged in comfortable home clothes. "Priya... have you eaten, or are you waiting for me?"

Wiping the traces of tears from her face, she replied, "I haven't eaten. I was waiting for you. I’ll go get dinner ready."

She retreated to the kitchen and brought the food to the table. As they ate, Ajay filled her in on everything that had happened in G*@li0. Priya listened quietly, offering a few questions here and there to maintain the facade of normalcy.

Ajay: "So, that’s how it was... everyone was asking about you."

Priya: "Hmm..."

Ajay: "Why are you so quiet today?"

Priya: "No reason... just tired."

Ajay: "Well, I've been talking the whole time. You tell me something... what did you do all week alone?"

Priya: "Nothing special. Just home to office, office to home. What else would I do?"

Ajay: "Did Raj come by at all?"

The question hit her like a physical blow. She froze. "Raj? I... I don't understand."

Ajay: "I mean, did he come over or call you? I asked him to check in on you once to make sure everything was okay."

Priya forced her heart rate to slow down. "Oh... that. No, we didn't speak. I didn't really need anything anyway."

Ajay: "That’s strange. He told me he’d go and check on you. I’ll have to ask him about it at the office."

Priya: "Let’s not talk about him."

Ajay: "Fair enough... hey, what’s this mark on your neck?"

He reached out, his thumb gently rubbing the faded purple bruise on her throat. Priya lied with a practiced ease that frightened her. "That... a mosquito bit me."

Ajay: "Really? It looks like quite a large mark."

Priya: "Yes... the mosquitoes have gotten huge lately. It’s the rainy season, you know."

Ajay: "Hmm... by the way, everyone back home was asking when we’re going to have a baby."

Priya: "And? What did you tell them?"

Ajay: "I said not yet. You just started a new job, so there’s no rush."

Priya: "Yes... you said the right thing."

Ajay: "But honestly, I missed you. Even before I left, you seemed so distant."

Priya: "I'm sorry for that. I'll make up for it now."

Ajay took her hand gently. "I'm sorry too. There's no pressure. Whenever you feel ready. I’m quite exhausted tonight, though."

Priya nodded silently. After dinner, Ajay fell into a deep sleep the moment his head hit the pillow. Priya lay awake, lost in her thoughts. She realized she would have to be the one to be bold, just as she had been that morning. Raj’s mocking words still stung her—the idea that her beauty was wasted if it wasn't put to use. She vowed that one day, she would teach Raj a lesson. Eventually, she drifted into a restless sleep.

The next day, they woke up late. Ajay spent the day falling back into his domestic routine, while Priya remained busy helping him. She decided to dress with intent, draping her saree tightly to accentuate the curves of her hips and waist. While the saree wasn't overly fancy, the way she carried herself made her look intensely provocative.

Ajay found it impossible to ignore her. His gaze repeatedly drifted to the sway of her hips and the curve of her waist. Her expressions seemed more predatory, more captivating than before.

Noticing his lingering gaze, Priya teased, "What are you looking at? I’m your wife, aren't I?"

Ajay: "Since I've come back, you seem... different."

Priya walked over and sat directly on his lap, a bold move that took him by surprise. "Different how?"

Ajay seemed momentarily breathless. "I... I don't know how to put it into words."

Priya traced a finger along the line of his jaw. "Don't you like it?"

Ajay: "I like it very much..."

Priya: "Truly? I want to look this good for you always."

Ajay: "Of course."

Priya: "Then shall we go shopping for some new clothes next week?"

Ajay: "We can go... next week. I'm still a bit tired today."

Priya locked eyes with him, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Are you too tired for that as well?"

Ajay reached out, touching her lips before caressing her cheek. The heat between them began to rise rapidly.

Ajay pulled her closer, his kiss starting soft and then becoming hungry and demanding. They collapsed into each other’s arms on the very sofa where Priya and Raj had shared their first illicit encounter.

Priya let out a soft moan, guiding Ajay’s head down toward her cleavage. Ajay, who had been deprived for days, hungrily unhooked her blouse. He slid her bra aside, freeing her breasts. He noticed a few faint scratches and marks on her pale, soft skin—marks he didn't remember being there—but Priya was pulling him toward her with such ferocity that he didn't stop to ask questions.

Priya: "Oh, Ajay... mmm... yes. Do it properly..."

Ajay: "Ahhh..."

He was stunned by her aggression, but the momentum was too great to slow down. Soon, their clothes were discarded on the floor. On that sofa, Ajay entered her, filling her completely.

Priya: "Mmm... ahhh... harder! Harder!"

Ajay: "Yes... ahhh..."

He pushed himself to his limit, but even his best efforts couldn't provide Priya with the specific, earth-shattering release she had grown accustomed to with Raj. She pressed her body against his, rubbing every inch of herself against him in an attempt to reach that peak.

Priya: "Ahhh! Yes! Ugh!"

Ajay: "Mmm... I'm coming..."

Ajay reached his climax inside her. Priya remained clung to him, her breath ragged.

Ajay: "Wow... after so many days... that was amazing. I think I should go to G*@li0 more often!"

Priya replied softly, "Hmm... yes."

Ajay stood up, leaving Priya alone on the sofa. She lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling, before gathering herself to finish the evening chores. This is my life now, she told herself.

The following week, the office routine resumed. Ajay settled back into his work, while Priya continued her transformation. Her style became bolder; she started wearing form-fitting trousers, crisp shirts, and elegant dresses. People began to take notice. While she had always been perceived as 'cute,' she was now being looked at with a different, more intense kind of desire.

Priya noticed where their eyes lingered—on her backside, her waist, her chest. One day, while working with Abhishek—a generally shy and straightforward colleague—she caught him repeatedly stealing glances at her body, as if he were mentally measuring her.

Khushi, meanwhile, seemed happier than ever. She constantly prattled on about her relationship with Raj, which Priya tried her best to ignore. The happiness that Khushi seemed to have found was something Priya felt was denied to her. On the outside, she wore a smile, but internally, a quiet resentment began to fester.

Finally, Thursday arrived—the day of the second meeting with the US clients. Priya wore her most expensive dress for the occasion. It was a sleeveless, button-down piece that left her fair shoulders bare. She had carefully pinned her bra straps to ensure they remained hidden.


Chapter 15

She felt a knot of nerves in her stomach. Her previous interaction with Mike had left a bad taste in her mouth. She drew comfort from the fact that Vijay would be joining the call this time, though the idea of presenting alongside the CEO was equally intimidating.

However, as evening approached, there was no sign of Vijay. Priya’s nervousness grew into full-blown anxiety as the clock ticked toward the meeting time.

As soon as Vijay's sharp, commanding voice hit her ears—"Priya... ready to close this out?"—the smile returned to her face. She breathed a silent sigh of relief, thinking, Thank God, he’s finally here.

Priya: "Yes, Sir... absolutely. I’ve been waiting for you."

Vijay: "Sorry... I would have been here sooner, but it was the exhibition for Isha’s paintings."

This was the first time Priya had heard Vijay mention his wife by name, or even speak about her personal life.

Priya: "Oh wow... Ma’am paints? That’s so talented."

Vijay: "Ha ha... I don't know about talent, but her hobbies keep changing. She gets bored quite easily."

Priya: "Oh, I see..."

Vijay: "I'll be back in five minutes. Go to the meeting room and get the presentation ready."

Priya headed to the room, connected her laptop, and sat in the side chair. In her nervousness, her heels tapped a restless rhythm on the floor. Within minutes, Vijay joined her.

Vijay: "Ready? It’s time. Let’s start."

Priya nodded and initiated the call. Three faces appeared on the screen: Mike, Danny, and a third man she didn't recognize—likely their big boss.

Vijay: "Hello... good morning, everyone."

Despite it being evening in India, the greetings from the other side were "Good morning."

The third man spoke up: "Mr. Vijay... nice to meet you."

Vijay: "Nice to meet you too, Mr. James."

Mr. James: "First of all, I wanted to apologize on behalf of my team, Mr. Vijay. I had no idea who we were dealing with. Your father-in-law..."

Vijay: "Mr. James, let me stop you right there. I intentionally didn't want anyone to know about that. This company is not related to my father-in-law. I want you to treat us on merit, just like any other company. I just want to ensure we get a fair chance."

Priya watched in awe at Vijay's confidence. On the screen, Mike’s face looked sour. She realized she might not even need to speak.

Mr. James: "Of course, I understand. I spoke to Danny and Mike, and they have differing views. Perhaps if you can take me through your proposal, it would help me decide."

Vijay: "Sure... I will let Ms. Priya here talk through the details."

Priya looked at Vijay in shock. She thought he’d handle the whole thing given the stakes, but he just smiled and gestured for her to begin. As she explained the proposal—the product, pricing, and quality—her confidence surged. Mr. James listened intently.

Priya: "So, Sir... that is the crux of it."

Mr. James: "Ms. Priya, I must say you are very thorough. This is excellent."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir."

Mr. James turned to his team. "Danny, Mike, any questions?"

Danny: "No, I’m good. It looks solid to me."

Mike: "Fine... I’m not entirely convinced, but..."

Mr. James: "I think it’s good enough to start. Mr. Vijay, we’re ready to sign, but it will be a smaller initial order until Mike gets comfortable. I hope you understand."

Vijay: "Absolutely. Why don't we plan for Mike and Danny to visit India? We can show them our manufacturing process. That should settle any doubts."

Mr. James: "Great idea! Send over the paperwork, and we’ll proceed."

When the call ended, Priya couldn't believe they had actually won the order. She looked at Vijay, whose expression remained unreadable. He stood up and looked out the window. Suddenly, he let out a loud, triumphant "YESSSSS!"

Seeing this human side of him made Priya beam. In a burst of pure, unbridled excitement, she stepped forward and threw her arms around him in a tight hug. The impact was sudden, and Vijay caught her to steady them both.

Priya had her arms around his neck. Suddenly, Vijay put his hands on her waist, lifted her up, and spun her around in excitement. Priya was stunned. Her hair brushed against his chest, and her breasts pressed firmly against him as she held on tight to keep her balance. As he set her down, she quickly pulled away.

They stood very close, breathing heavily. Priya looked down, her cheeks flushing deep crimson. "Sorry, Sir... I got a bit too excited."

Vijay: "I think excitement is warranted. All your hard work... well done."

Priya: "Thank you, Sir."

Vijay teased, "By the way, you aren't as light as you look."

Priya made a face. "Are you saying I’m fat?"

Vijay: "I didn't say that!"

Priya: "You just did!"

Vijay: "Oh God... you women... I don't know what you hear."

Priya laughed. "And you men... I don't know what you say!"

As they gathered their things, Vijay offered her a ride home. Though she hesitated, he insisted. They walked to his car—the most luxurious vehicle Priya had ever stepped into. The drive was quiet at first until Priya broke the silence.

Priya: "Finally, the deal is closed."

Vijay: "Yes... thanks to you."

Priya: "No, Sir... I mean Vijay Sir... I mean Vijay."

Vijay laughed. "Relax. Why are you always so nervous?"

Priya: "I guess... I’m just a little afraid of you."

Vijay: "Why? What did I do?"

Priya: "Nothing! Sorry, it’s just my problem."

Vijay: "We need to get rid of this fear. Starting next week, I want you to work from our main office at the DLF center two or three days a week so I can be involved in the finalization."

Priya panicked at the thought of the massive corporate office with over a thousand employees. "Vijay... can't I just work from my usual office?"

Vijay: "It will help you, Priya. Don't worry, I’ll make sure your desk is right near my office. Trust me, you’ll like it."

When she reached home, Ajay was already there. She told him about the move to the main office.

Ajay: "Oh, that’s great. I've been there; it’s a nice place and closer to home."

Priya: "Then you have to take me shopping this weekend. I can't go there in my old clothes."

At the mall on Saturday, Priya was dressed in jeans and an off-shoulder top that turned heads. Ajay noticed the stares but couldn't blame them; she looked incredibly sexy. As they were leaving the food court, a hand landed on Priya’s shoulder. She turned to see an old woman.

Woman: "I recognized you from afar. You look quite different today."

Priya: "I’m sorry... I don't recognize you."

Woman: "Aree, I forgot your brain is weak. How would you remember?"

Suddenly, Priya’s eyes widened in shock. It was the woman from the mosque. Ajay walked over, confused.

Woman (to Ajay): "Who is this? Your brother?"

Ajay: "I’m her husband. Who are you?"

Woman: "What? How can you be her husband? Hers was tall and broad."

Ajay: "What are you talking about?"

Priya (panicking): "I think you have a misunderstanding. I’m not who you think I am."

Woman: "I never forget a face! Did you change husbands? Lord, what times we live in. Your first one was better looking than this one."

Priya grabbed Ajay’s hand. "Let’s go, she’s clearly not in her right mind."

Woman (calling out): "My mind is fine! I remember his name... Ishan. Yes, Ishan was his name!"

Ajay froze. Ishan was the name of their watchman. He looked at Priya with a gaze full of confusion and growing suspicion.

Priya dragged him away. "Just come on!"

In the car, the silence was deafening.

Ajay: "What was that all about?"

Priya: "How should I know? She’s a crazy woman."

Ajay: "But how did she know the name Ishan?"

Priya: "Is he the only Ishan in the world? She’s insane, Ajay. Don't think about it."

Ajay went quiet, but the seeds of doubt had been planted. Priya stared out the window, her heart hammering against her ribs. She had escaped by a hair, but for the first time, she saw a flicker of suspicion in her husband's eyes.
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