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There was pin drop silence in the room of hotel Royal Plaza of Delhi. All the lights were on, even those on the corners, making it look like a day even though it was 10 p.m. in the night. Purva sat in the bed, reading the file lying in front of her, marking important paras and lines so that they could be referred  in court tomorrow. The case wasn’t complicated. For an experienced advocate like her, it was just a cake walk. But you can never be sure what would happen in the court. Things could take a sudden turn all of a sudden and you could lose what you were certain to win. This is what her father had taught her. That’s why she remained throughly prepared, no matter what the case was. 

Her father had a well-established practice in civil and criminal matters and after his demise she received reputed legal firm in inheritance. It wasn’t easy to maintain the reputation. It demanded a lot of hard work and dedication. But she managed somehow, and now she was equally respected in the legal fraternity like her father.

As she finished reading the file, a sudden wave of melancholy gripped her, taking her to the familiar well of sadness. She put the file away on the nightstand and lied down, staring blankly at the ceiling, wondering what had caused this sudden change in her mood. She was soaring proudly in the professional success of her life, and now all of a sudden she had become sad and dejected. 

Why am I feeling so low?

Her disturbed emotions took her to the gallery outside her hotel room. She had seen something there when she was coming back to her room after taking the dinner. A couple was walking by ahead of her. It was difficult to say whether they were married or not, but they were certainly in a romantic relationship. She figured this when the man reached for the woman’s buttocks and fondled them obscenely. The woman had giggled with delight and had said something to the man which Purva couldn’t hear. It must have been something kinky, she was sure of it. She couldn’t see more after that, for they disappeared into a room.

The man must be lying atop her now, Purva imagined as she slipped her hand in her lower. The man must be making frantic movements, digging himself deeper and deeper into the woman. And the woman must be wriggling passionately as her sex endured relentless strokes. In and out... in and out, man’s erection is moving and both of them are progressing toward fabulous orgasm. The room is filled with their screams of joys as they reach the peak and then everything goes silent. 

Purva took a restless breath as she pulled her hand out of her lower, staring at her sticky fingers blankly. Whether the couple had achieved orgasm or not was difficult to predict, but she had surely experienced one. 

How shameful?, she shouted and get off the bed, heading toward the washroom urgently. As the water erased her own juice from her fingers, she stared sadly into the mirror. A woman deeply unhappy with her existence was looking back at her, and no amount of professional success was succeeding to conceal it. 

She washed her face and looked into the mirror again. 

Nothing changed.

The same unhappiness was still written all over it. Feeling disturbed, she left the washroom, telling herself that it wasn’t the first time when she had felt this low. She had gone through this before. This gloomy mood wouldn’t last long. It would pass soon.

She was about to climb on the bed when her phone started ringing. She picked it up from sofa. Her mother was calling.

“Hello mom,” she said, trying to look cheerful.

“Hello Purva,” her mother said. “You have five minutes?”

“Why?”

“I want to talk something important.”

“What?”

“Ritesh had come today—”

“Mom, please, I don’t want to get into this discussion right now,” Purva interrupted. “I have important case tomorrow.”

“You always stay busy in your work. Can’t you give just five minute to me.”

“Mom, it’s not about five minutes. We had already discussed this.” She didn’t want to get into the discussion why should she marry this guy.

“What’s wrong with him? He’s wealthy. His parents are also good.”

“He’s five-year elder to me and he’s fat like an elephant and he has a big nose.”

“He’s working very hard to reduce extra weight. He’s regularly going to gym.”

“I don’t like him, mom.”

“In our days, we were not permitted to offer our opinion when it came to marriage. I hadn’t even met your father.” Her mother had used this argument so many times that it had lost importance. 

“Mom, we are not living in the ancient era. It’s my life and I’ll not agree to anything what I don’t like.”

“That’s why I’m talking to you.”

“Mom, can we talk about it later? I need to prepare for tomorrow’s case. Good night.”

“Wait...” her mother shouted, but Purva ended the call and after switching off the phone threw it back to the sofa.

She paced across the carpeted floor for a few minutes, wondering whether she should call her mother back and apologise. She was just trying to do what she considered was best for her daughter. There was no need to ignore her like that. But if Purva called, the disturbing discussion would resume sooner or later. And she didn’t want to discuss any further on the issue. Moreover, it was almost 11:30 p.m. now. She need to go to sleep so that she could argue the case properly in the court. Her mother would understand. She knew her daughter very much. She wouldn’t keep any hard feelings. 

Switching off the lights, she lied down on the bed, taking long deep breath to relax herself. As she turned to her right after a moment, her thoughts drifted to the couple and she wondered what they might be doing now. The man was very naughty. He had caressed the woman’s ass so brazenly. He must be playing with her luscious body freely now. He wouldn’t let her sleep.

She turned to her left side, pushing the thoughts away, telling herself that she had nothing to do with the couple. Let them do whatever they want. She had an important case tomorrow in the court. She must sleep now.

Good night, mom. Good night guys in room number 304. Happy screwing if you haven’t screwed already. 
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Stepping out from the Delhi High court, Purva scanned the road to her left and right, trying to locate her best friend of the college days. There were so many people there, some men some women, some in plain dress and some in black suits. But her friend, Ragini, wasn’t visible anywhere.

They had studied together in Panjab University. After marriage Ragini was settled in Delhi but Purva was still living in the Chandigarh. Whenever Purva visited Delhi in connection with her work, they met and re-energised their friendship. Sometimes they took a lunch together, sometimes enjoyed coffee and sometimes visited market for shopping. Today they had no such plans however. Purva had to leave for Chandigarh urgently and Ragini was coming just to drop her to the Kashmiri gate.  

Where is she?

As Purva pulled her mobile from her purse to call Ragini, she noticed a young man in a red t-shirt and black jeans across the road. He was eying her with interest, as if he was standing there for her. He was around twenty-two, tall and good looking. His mustaches and beard didn’t go well with his face though. It seemed they were fake. 

Ignoring him, she dialled Ragini’s number. 

Then a car stopped right in front of her and familiar face of her best friend emerged as the window rolled down. She was smiling and waving her to get into her car quickly for a traffic policeman was whistling urgently behind the car. 

Purva lunged forward and slipped into the passenger side seat beside her. 

“Where’s your advocate’s attire?” Ragini said as she changed the gear and put the car into motion. 

“I changed after the hearing,” Purva said, putting the seat belt.

“And your beg?”

“It’s with my assistant,” Purva said. 

“They were going in the car?”

“Yeah.”

“Why didn’t you go with them?”

“They were going to Gurgaon first to attend some function. They were requesting me to join, but I wasn’t in the mood,” Purva said. She had come to Delhi in her own car and she would have gone back in the same had her driver not left for his village to attend to his ailing mother. She could have hired a taxi for Chandigarh, but traveling by Volvo seemed a nice idea.  

“Anyway, you are looking pretty in this Churidar. Seems new?”

“Yeah, I had ordered it online last week,” she said, eying her blue kameez and light green bottom.

“Did everything went smoothly today? Any unwanted incidence?” Ragini said, teasingly.

“Why are you asking this?”

“I guess your male colleagues must be busy in ogling you today so chances of some mistakes or blunder couldn’t be denied.”

“Shut up. Everything went smoothly. And moreover, no one can dare to ogle me like that. They are all my employees, my assistants,” she snapped. 

“I was just joking, Purva.”

“I know, but I don’t like such jokes. And you know that.”

“Yes, I know that. But I also care for my friend. I was just trying to take your attention to other aspects of life. You have buried yourself so much in work that you have forgotten to live.”

Purva took a restless breath and looked away. She knew where the conversation was heading, and she was already feeling disturbed even before Ragini came to the main point. 

“Don’t start it again, Ragini,” Purva protested.

“What am I starting?”

“You know pretty well. Just leave it.”

“I would leave it if I were your enemy. But I’m your friend. I can’t leave it.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Why don’t you give a thought to this guy, Ritesh? Yes, you have told me that you don’t like him, but Aunty was saying that...”

“When did she talk to you?”

“this morning...”

When she couldn’t convince me, she approached my friend. She’s so adamant. 

“And you started working on her advice right away,” Purva said.

“Yeah, because we don’t have much time today. In thirty minutes we would be at the bus stand.”

“I don’t want to talk about it, Ragini. Let’s not waste time on this.” 

“Look, I also hadn’t liked my husband when I had met him first. But I agreed because my parents wanted me to marry him.”

“I’m not docile like you.”

“Purva try to understand. You have become so famous by taking your ex-husband to the court in a dowry case that it has become impossible to find good man for you.” 

Purva pressed her teeth tightly and looked away, old painful memories resurfacing in her mind. 

She had married a chartered accountant six years ago. His name was Mukesh. She had no issue with the man except the fact that he was very demanding on money front. Her parents had arranged a lavish marriage and had given handsome dowry still he found it inadequate. After six months of their marriage, he started pressurising her to arrange more money. He wanted two crores from her parents. His argument was that her father had good practice. Two crores weren’t a big deal for him. 

She tried to console him, but when he became abusive and started using bad words for her parents, she had enough. It was unbearable to continue in such a marriage. After thinking a lot about it, she filed a dowry complaint in the police and got him arrested. The court awarded him seven years' imprisonment. He died two years ago in the jail due to a heart attack as he was undergoing his term. That was unfortunate, but maybe it was his fate. 

“What’s wrong in that,” Purva demanded. “The man was torturing me with his unjust demands.”

“I’m not finding fault with that. All I’m saying is that due to this action, men are afraid of you. They think that you can drag them to the court at the drop of a hat. And you are also an advocate. It’s deadly combination.”

“I can’t do anything about it. They are integral part of my profile now.”

“Your mother is struggling because of it. She has tried everything. Even matrimonial sites are also not giving any result because you have put full bio data there.”

“Why to conceal anything? If someone wants to marry me, he should know who I am otherwise there is no scope of enduring relationship. And remember one thing, there guys had responded despite all these details and if that bitch Karuna hadn’t spoiled the things I would have got married by now. All three of them were handsome.” Karuna was the younger sister of her ex husband, Mukesh. She was on a mission to keep Purva in perpetual suffering. She had some connection in matrimonial sites, perhaps. She had found out about these three guys and had met them personally. Purva had no idea what Karuna might have told them, but all three had changed their mind after that. The bitch.

“That girl is horrible,” Ragini said.

“She’s taking revenge from me for her brother. Even if I hide what I had done to my ex, she would tell the guys. So it’s better to come forward myself.”

“Hmm... you are right, I forgot that. But how does she get access to the matrimonial sites private data?”

"That I don’t know."

“Look, this guy Ritesh knows everything. Karuna might have talked to him too. And your mother was saying that he is a nice guy. He’s wealthy too.”

“He maybe nice, but I’m not interested in him. And I’m earning enough money. I have no charm of gaining further wealth.”

“I understand Purva, but you are thirty-one now. It’s becoming more and more difficult with every passing day. If your mother is insisting so much, please give a thought to this guy. You don’t have much choice...”

“I don’t want to marry anyone, yaar. I’m very happy alone.”

“You don’t want a cock for your pussy?” 

Purva’s mouth went wide in shock, staring disbelievingly at Ragini.

Ragini bobbed her eyebrows and teasingly said, “Tell... tell?”

“Shut up Ragini don’t make a fun of the serious issue.”

“I’m not making a fun but you should give a thought to your physical needs as well. You are too young to ignore them.”

Purva took a restless breath and turned her face away, agreeing with her friend silently. Her body did crave for the physical intimacy with a man. She knew what pleasure it gave. One year of marriage had given her enough idea about it. They still haunt her sometimes in the night when she lay alone in her bed. And sometimes they overpower her so much that she ended up playing with herself. She always regretted afterwards and promised herself not to repeat it, but she forgot all promises whenever intimate memories gripped her again. 

I went through this last night. 

Sometimes, when loneliness pinched her, she thought that what she did was unnecessary. She could have adjusted with her husband. She could have asked her parents to give two crores. The amount was too much for them, but still they would have managed somehow. But when she thought that the greed of man couldn’t be satisfied, she felt content with her action.

Purva sighed. “I’m not the only woman in this world who wants to live alone. There are thousands like me.”

“Yes, agreed. But you can’t deny the benefits of a married life. I can’t describe the pleasure I get when my husband penetrates me and takes me to a different world with his relentless strokes,” Ragini said.

“Why are you sharing your intimate moments with me? Don’t you have shame?” Purva said, blushing. Ragini was always bold in sexual matter and never hesitated to say anything. But today she was crossing all boundaries of decency. 

“I’m describing the benefits of married life,” Ragini said, chuckling. 

“I’m not unmarried. I’m a divorcee. I know pros and cons of the married life fully.”

“Just forget about the cons and concentrate on the pros. You have full life ahead, Purva. Please listen to your mother. And if you don’t want to marry Ritesh, you should tell her whom do you want to marry.”

“How can I tell that? I don’t have an affair with anyone.”

“Then start one.”

“Haha as if it’s in my hand.”

Both of them went silent for a moment. Then Ragini said, “Have you given any thought to my advice I had given to you two months ago?”

“What advise?”

“About using your looks in your favour.”

“Oh, come on...” Purva said, remembering now. She hadn’t given much thought to it earlier, that’s why she had forgotten it.

“I’m serious, Purva. You should give a thought to it. You should take advantage of your beauty. Your beautiful face and hourglass-shape figure can trap any man if you try. But you don’t use them. Many men would make a pass on you without any attempt from your part, but you have erected such a wall around yourself that they are unable to cross it. Have you noticed anyone ogling you off late?”

“In my office and neighbourhood no one can dare that. But strangers ogle all the time whenever I’m in public place.”

“If you find any such stranger attractive, you should step out of the walls and show some interest in him.”

“Come on, Ragini. I can’t do that. I’m reputed lawyer, not a college girl or something.”

“Remember one thing. Only strangers can accept you. The known guys would always try to avoid you. It’s not a big deal. People fall in love with strangers all the time..”

“I don’t want to fall in love.”

“Try it for the sex then.”

“Are you out of your mind?”

“Not at all. If you don’t want to engage yourself in any relationship, you should try to fulfil needs of your body otherwise. If you find any stranger attractive, take him to your place and enjoy...”

“I can’t believe you are telling me this.”

“If I were at your place, I wouldn’t suppress the needs of my body like you. I would enjoy my youth fully. Once gone, this youthful age doesn’t return again. So one should try to enjoy the maximum during this period.”

Purva felt that Ragini had a point, but what she was advising was disturbing. “So what you mean is that I should transform myself into a promiscuous woman to fulfil the unholy needs of my body.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Analyse your statement properly. This is what you meant.”

“Look, being your friend, my only intention is to break the status quo in which you have settled. I don’t want to see you lonely and sad throughout your life.”

“I’m happy, yaar. I’m not sad,” Purva said, but her voice wasn’t convincing. She hoped Ragini wouldn’t notice it. “I don’t want any man in my life.”

“Do you want, woman?”

Purva smacked at Ragini’s shoulder. “You are crazy.”

“But I’m your best friend.”

“I know.”

They were just two minutes away from the bus stand now. 

“Why don’t you hire a taxi?” Ragini said.

“I can’t travel alone with a stranger. Either I travel with my driver or I travel in a bus.” Her driver was an old man. He used to driver her father’s car earlier. After her father’s demise, she continued with him. He was almost like a family, and his driving was safe.

“I know... I know... actually I’m on the mission today to bring a change in your life.”

“I’m not living a great life, but I’m content with it. I don’t want to change anything.”

“Shit, I have to cut a sorry finger before your mother.”

“My mother had asked you to motivate me to turn licentious?”

“No, it was just my idea to spark a desire for a man in your heart.”

“Bad idea,” Purva said, hitting at her thighs.

“I hope you are not upset with me. I was just trying to justify what I think is good for you. But it's your life.”

“Shut up. You have a right to say anything to me.”

“Hey why don’t you stay here tonight. We can enjoy the evening together. You can leave tomorrow.”

“No yaar, I have to prepare documents for a case. It’s listed on Monday in Panjab and Haryana High court. Otherwise I would have stayed because mom is also not at home on the weekend. She would go to Jalandhar to attend a marriage and would be back on Monday.”

“Then ask your assistants to prepare the documents and stay here.”

“It's an important case. I can't leave this task to them. I have to be there to monitor the things.”

Ragini pulled over the car near the curb, about fifty feet away from the entrance of the bus stand. 

“Should I come with you?” Ragini said.

“No need of formality, yaar. You go.”

“Happy journey.”

“Thanks. You will go home?”

“No, I will visit my cousin. She is close by, just a twenty-minute drive from here.”

“Okay, good night,” Purva said, opening the door and stepping out. She waved at her friend after closing the door, smiling.

Ragini rolled the window and said, “Think about what I told you okay. Try to trap a stranger. They are your best bet. You’ll have multiple targets today. Use your beauty a little and you...”

“Bye,” Purva interrupted her and started walking toward the entrance, shaking her head.
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Holding the phone in her hand, Karuna was pacing anxiously across her bedroom, thinking how Purva would wail in pain when Naresh would kill her. Would she wail like a pig...?

Certainly...

She drew an excited breath and chuckled, wishing she could see the sight.

She dialled Naresh's number. His phone kept ringing, but he didn’t pick the phone. Why isn’t he picking my phone?  

Naresh was of the same age as hers—twenty-three years old. He lived a few blocks down the street from her house and was crazy for her. So much so that he was ready to do anything for her. Though he was good looking, she didn’t like him much. He wasn’t her type. She had told this to him as well. But he didn’t care. He kept coming after her to seduce her. He was sure he would trap her into an affair some day. She used to get upset with this, but last week she got an idea. Why not to use his madness to seek revenge from Purva? 

The idea had scared her first. It was dangerous. Things could backfire. She might get arrested and prosecuted for the murder. But when she thought how her brother had died in the jail due to Purva, she decided to go for it. The bitch couldn’t be allowed to live while her brother was no more. Could she? 

Today I’ll send her to the hell. 

She dialled Naresh’s number again. Still no response. She let out a sigh and drifted to the dressing table, examining her face, her petite body physique in the mirror. Sinister smile gathered on her. She was beautiful. And her beauty was going to help her accomplish something very important today—the revenge.

Naresh is dying to exploit this beauty. He will surely kill the bitch to get the opportunity.  

Then her phone started ringing. It was Naresh. She picked the phone immediately.

“Hello Naresh... tell me.”

“Karuna, things aren’t moving as per plan.”

Oh no. “What happened?” she said anxiously. 

“She is going back to Chandigarh in the bus.”

She swallowed. As per plan, Naresh was going to shoot Purva on the highway near Murthal. Her driver was also to be shot dead so that no one could provide any evidence against Naresh. It was the perfect plan. Shit... the bitch had screwed it. “Why is she going by bus?”

“I don’t know. A woman has picked her up from the High Court and has dropped her to the bus stand.”

“You are at the bus stand now?”

“Yeah...”

“Kill her immediately.”

“Have you gone mad? How can I killer her here?”

“Find some way, Naresh. I want her dead today.”

“There are so many people here, Karuna. I can’t take that risk.”

“Don’t you want to exploit my naked body?” she teased.

She heard his excited breath. “I-I want, but it’s not possible to kill her here. I’ll be caught. On highway I could have escaped easily without being noticed by anyone. But here... no... please try to understand.”

She shook her head. “Are you keeping watch on her?”

“Yes... she has just stepped out of the car of her friend.”

“You can kill her in the washroom if she visits there,” she suggested.

“Washroom? How will I enter there?”

“Naresh find some way. You have to do something,” she shouted.

“O-okay. I’ll try... listen...”

“Yes.”

“I have bought a dress for you.”

“What dress?”

“A pink sari.”

“I have sent you to Delhi for important work and you are wasting time in shopping.”

“She was in the court when I bought it. Don’t get upset. I didn’t waste anytime... Will you wear it when we meet after finishing this task.”

“I’ll do whatever you want. Do the job first.”

“Wow... it will be great moment when I’ll remover sari from your body.”

“Concentrate on the work, Naresh. If you failed in this, I’ll not let you touch even my toe.”

“Don’t worry... I’ll find some way to kill her.”

“Good. Give me the good news soon. I’m waiting...”
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Try to trap a stranger. 

How could she do that? The whole idea looked immoral. Wrong. She couldn’t even think about it. Yes, it would be better if she could find some mate in the long journey of life, but if it wasn’t in her fate, what could she do about it. She certainly couldn’t act like a witch to trap someone. 

She could do just one thing, however. If any stranger shows interest in her, she could reciprocate favourably if she finds him attractive. She hadn’t done so before. And it would not be easy for her because after a bad experience with her ex-husband she had started seeing all men as harbinger of pain and suffering, but she could try that. And she could start today itself. The way her mother was putting pressure on her from all sides, she could succeed eventually to make Purva agree to her proposal. Her mother was very determined woman. If she had decided anything, she would try to accomplish it, come what may.

I must put forward any alternative soon otherwise I have to live all my life with an elephant.  

The bus stand was crowded. There were plenty of men here. Maybe she could find a man of her dream here. 

She pulled her gaze up from the ground as she walked toward the entrance of the bus stand, remaining alert of the men in her surrounding. 

I can’t believe that I’m doing it. 

But there was no harm in it. She wouldn’t do anything on her part. She would just respond favourably if any attractive guy shown any interest in her. It wasn’t a big deal. 

As if all men had turned saint all of a sudden. She couldn’t find anyone ogling her. It wasn’t that there were any attractive men amongst them. But she felt disturbed. Wasn’t she looking attractive in the brand new churidar? 

It wasn’t so; she comforted herself. She was looking hot in her clothes. Ragini had confirmed that. Problem was in the place. The hustle and bustle of a crowded place like bus stand doesn’t allow people to behave normally. They remain so occupied with their desired destination that they forget everything. But still, how could they ignore the beauty like me?

She felt shocked at her reaction. Earlier she had never given any thought to whether anyone looks at her or not, but today she was becoming desperate for it. Should she drop this idea? But how would she locate any probable life partner in strangers if she didn’t remain alert about them?

Undecided and puzzled, she kept walking. 

When she reached near the entrance, she noticed an old man at the side of the gate. He was holding a bag in his hand and it seemed he was waiting for someone. He attracted her attention because he was staring at her hungrily, his eyes hovering over her breasts.

Happy now? Look, this old man is interested in you.   

She covered her bosom properly with her dupatta and kept walking. The old man coughed as she crossed him, but she ignored him and stepped inside the bus stand, feeling disturbed. 

I think I was better in my old ways when I remained unconcerned about what strangers were doing. I can’t tolerate such a nonsense. 

Purva dropped her eyes to the floor and walked without bothering who was watching her and who was not. 

In the building complex, however, near the Chandigarh counter, a man of almost the same age as hers caught her attention. He was wearing a blue jeans and a white shirt and grey shoes, all branded and his eyes were not moving away from her as she walked toward the counter.

He’s showing extraordinary interest in me. Should I respond to him?

The Volvo wasn’t visible in front of the counter. A Punjab roadways bus was parked there, though. Perhaps this man was also waiting for the Volvo. It was just great. She didn’t have to move anywhere after marriage if he was also from Chandigarh. 

I hope he’s not greedy like my ex.

Reaching the counter, she settled three feet away from the man, adjusting her forelock behind the ear as she looked into his direction. He was still looking at her and ran his hand through his hair to impress her.

If you are so interested, then make a move. I’ll not mind. 

Then a woman appeared beside the man who looked like his wife, for he looked uncomfortable and afraid. Perhaps she had returned from the washroom. 

Son of a bitch. Why was he taking such an interest in me if he was married. Wasted my time.

Shaking her head, she turned her face away, telling herself that she wouldn’t bother about strangers now. After a little trial, she was sure it wouldn’t work for her. Moreover, it was very disturbing. To trace a probable life partner in the crowd of strangers, she had to register unwanted stares and lewd expressions of the lecherous men—just like at the entrance of the bus stand—and even if she found someone interesting, things might never move forward than the ogling and staring, as she just saw. So why to take unnecessary trouble.

Should she give a thought to Ritesh? He’s joined the gym. He would certainly lose weight. As for his big nose, she could ask him to go for the plastic surgery. And if she considered the fact that her father was also five years elder to her mother, it would become easy to ignore the age gap. 

Problem resolved?

She wasn’t sure. She tried to picture herself with him in the bed, his face hovering over her as he screwed her. 

The images disturbed her, feeling of nausea gripping her. 

No dear god no, I can’t marry him. I’m happy alone. 

Then her phone buzzed. She had apprehension that it must be her mother and felt relived when she looked at the screen. It was Neeraj, her assistant from the office.

“Hello Neeraj,” she said, trying to sound calm and relax.

“Good evening, ma’am. I just got the information from the court that UNI infra case is adjourned to the next month.”

“What happened?”

“One of the judge is not available on Monday.”

“Okay, good. We would get more time for preparation. Thanks for intimating me.”

“Welcome, ma’am. Good night.”

“Good night, Neeraj.”

Neeraj was a good assistant, she thought as she ended the call. He was thirty years old, just one year younger to her. He wasn’t much attractive, but was far better than Ritesh. Should she try something with him?

She shook her head, feeling disturbed at her thoughts. Neeraj was her employee. She had reprimanded him hundred of times for minor things. How could she think such irrational thoughts?

Get a grip, Purva. Get a grip. There was no need to panic. Her mother couldn’t force her to marry Ritesh. Why so much worries then?

Then she thought of Ragini. She was requesting her to stay here tonight, but she had refused due to this case. Now she had no problem in staying. 

She dialled Ragini's number and started walking back toward the exit. The phone kept on ringing, but Ragini didn't respond. As she was pulling the phone away from her ear after completion of the ring, she noticed the same young man she had noticed outside the High Court—the guy with weird moustaches and beard. Her eyes met his, and she shivered. It seemed he had followed her here. But why? Was he interested in her? 

But he was too young for her. Almost ten or eleven years younger. And his facial feature and physique didn’t spark any interest in her whatsoever.

No way. She ignored the man and kept walking. 

Coming out from the bus stand, she drifted away from the gate and settled on the curb adjoining the boundary wall, trying Ragini’s number again. This time she picked up.

“Hello Purva. Settled in the bus?”

“No, I’m not going to Chandigarh.”

“What happened?”

“The case I was talking about is adjourned to next month.” 

“That’s great. So you can stay here tonight, huh?”

“Yeah, that’s why I called you.”

“I have just reached at my friend’s house. I’ll not stay here more than thirty minutes. I’ll be there for you shortly.”

“I’m standing outside the bus stand, where you had dropped me.”

“Okay, stay there. I’ll be there soon.”

“No hurries. Take your time,” Purva said, ending the call. As she put the mobile in her purse, she noticed that a man standing about ten feet to her right was ogling her. He was about twenty-three or twenty-four, not more than twenty-five by any stretch of imagination, his complexion slightly on the darker side but his facial features striking. Had he been fairer, he would have looked smart with that face. He was wearing a casual grey trousers and a dark blue shirt, which looked good on his physique. He was carrying a backpack. Probably he was going somewhere.
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