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The mirror reflected a ghost dressed in snow. The scratchy, starched cotton of the white saree felt like a cruel joke, a shroud wrapped around a body screaming to be alive. Only a month. One month of stiff, performative companionship with a man whose hands she barely knew, and now she was marked: *empty*. But the emptiness was strictly external. Inside, a terrible, molten pressure had begun to build the moment the funeral pyre smoke had dissipated into the smoggy evening sky. Her husband, Ramesh, was a vague memory of starched collars and polite distance. The arranged marriage hadn't afforded them the time or the inclination for passion; the few, tentative touches were mechanical, formal, never leading to the true heat she had anticipated and craved since puberty. She was married but untouched, bound but desperately hungry. And now, she was alone, the silence of the large, expensive house amplifying the thunderous, desperate throb that had taken root between her legs.

Maya leaned closer to the glass, her breath fogging the reflection of her lips. They were full, unused, almost bruised with disuse. The stark white fabric clung to the subtle curves of her hips, wet now with the sudden, undeniable heat of the room and the internal fever that gripped her. She looked at her own breasts, heavy and taut beneath the confining blouse of widowhood. They felt like twin weights of unspent fertility, useless now that she was forbidden from the life of a wife, yet unbearably sensitive, the nipples hard little pebbles protesting against the coarse cotton.

The shame that tradition dictated should crush her was strangely absent, displaced entirely by a ruthless, physiological need. It clawed at her belly, tightening her muscles in agonizing spasms until she was trembling, her knees weak. It was the desperate, animal craving of a woman who had been starved at the threshold of a feast, only to have the door slammed shut. With a raw, sudden motion, she reached behind her neck and tore at the knots of the saree’s pallu. The white cloth pooled instantly at her feet like discarded innocence. She stood in the slip and the tight blouse, then quickly unhooked the brassiere, ignoring the painful scrape of the metal closure against her skin. Her breasts spilled out, heavier and whiter than she remembered, the nipples immediately darkening and hardening, painful points of absolute attention.

Her hand dropped instinctively to the thin fabric covering her mound. It was already saturated. The heat radiating from her core felt like a burning, demanding sickness. *What should I do?* The thought was rhetorical, a whisper drowned out by the roar of her blood and the deep, demanding ache in her groin. There were no duties now, only demand. She pushed the last flimsy barrier aside—the thin cotton panties—and stared down at the dark, swollen folds of her sex, glistening already with anticipation. It wasn't just a physical urge; it was a profound, aching loneliness that demanded physical filling, a brutal occupation of the void left by her curtailed life.

Her fingers found the wet entry, pressing hard, seeking the exact point of agonizing, exquisite pleasure. She closed her eyes, letting the image of rough, competent hands—hands that knew how to violate and claim, not the polite hands of her dead, distant husband—take over her vision. She drove a single finger deep, gasping as the resistance gave way to a slick, wet channel that swallowed her digit whole. The sudden, polite penetration felt too meager, too slow, a terrible tease. She needed more. Her other hand reached out, steadying herself against the cool glass of the mirror as her hips began to grind against the empty air, chasing a phantom, muscular penetration that was already making her moan, harsh and uncontrolled, into the suffocating silence of her widowhood.

The harsh, demanding *BRINNG! BRINNG!* of the doorbell tore through the humid silence, snapping Maya violently back from the precipice of her own pleasure. Her finger, slick and deeply inserted, froze. Panic, sharp and visceral, finally cut through the haze of lust. She snatched up the discarded white saree, wrapping it desperately around herself in a single, crude movement. There was no time for the blouse, no time for the slip, certainly no time for modesty. The coarse cotton bunched tightly over her heavy breasts and fell down her hips, leaving the rest of the fabric trailing behind her like a ghostly, unfinished train.

She stumbled to the heavy teak front door, heart hammering against her ribs, and squinted through the peephole. A tall, broad figure stood hunched on the porch, drenched in the sudden, torrential monsoon rain. It was Vikram, Ramesh’s colleague and closest friend. He was ringing again, insistently, his face grimacing against the deluge.

Instinct warred with desperate need. To let a man see her—a new widow—in this state was unthinkable, a scandalous violation of the mandated sanctity of her grief. But the sheer urgency of the rain, the visible desperation of his posture, and the wild, chaotic nature of her own internal state overruled her. She unlatched the heavy bolt and pulled the door inward just enough to speak.

“Vikram? What are you—”

He pushed the door the rest of the way open, stepping immediately into the foyer, shaking the rain violently off his head and jacket, heedless of the puddles forming around his expensive leather shoes. He was soaked through, the fabric of his shirt clinging to the muscular definition of his chest. But his gaze didn't stay on the ceiling or the rain. It locked instantly onto Maya, traversing her body with an explicit, unfiltered shock that stole her breath.

The white cotton, already thin, was clinging where it shouldn't. The frantic, wet heat generated by her earlier activity had soaked the fabric in the area where her hips met her thighs. The white had become perfectly, alarmingly transparent. Her dark pubic hair was visible through the damp cotton, and lower still, centered exactly at the apex of her thighs, was a deeper, irregular stain—the unmistakable wetness of her own recent, feverish climax smeared onto the fabric, making that specific area glow darkly, advertising her raw, undeniable need. Her nipples, hard and brown, were starkly defined beneath the single layer of damp cloth stretching taut over her chest.

Vikram stopped dead, breathing heavily, the sound half-panting, half-groan. The rain hammered the door behind him.

“Maya,” he said, his voice a strained croak, his eyes locked on the tell-tale stain. He didn't look at her face. He couldn’t. “God. I didn’t... I didn’t think you’d open so fast.”

She clutched the fabric uselessly at her neck, her cheeks flaming hot despite the residual chill left by the storm. “You were ringing relentlessly. What is it? Has something happened?”

“The rain. It’s a deluge out there. My car stalled half a kilometer back. Ramesh’s report... I needed to drop off these files before they were ruined.” He held up a thick, water-spotted folder. His eyes finally flickered up to her face, then immediately darted back down, scanning the shocking translucency of her body again. “I... I apologize. You are alone. But I am soaked to the bone. May I step fully inside? Just for a moment. Please.”

She swallowed hard, tasting the metallic fear mixed with the sharp, lingering flavor of lust. “Vikram, I am not dressed properly as I was going to take a bath. I will finish and come. You please make yourself comfortable inside”.

Vikram stepped further into the foyer, his large frame suddenly dominating the space. He didn't move toward the drawing-room; he stood frozen, merely five feet from her. His breathing was still audible, rough and uneven, mirroring the internal chaos she felt.

“Maya, please. I genuinely apologize for the intrusion, especially now,” Vikram insisted, his voice deeper now, almost guttural. The pretense of formality was thin, nearly shredded by the visual assault of her body. “But this cannot wait. It’s regarding the investigation into Ramesh’s death—a formality required for your immediate pension processing. It won’t take long, I promise. Five minutes. Then I will leave.”

The word 'investigation' brought a momentary shield of professionalism, but it was weak. She couldn’t argue with urgency or the promise of financial security. “Very well,” she conceded, her voice barely a whisper. She backed up slowly, leading him toward the formal sitting area, acutely aware of the raw, wet stain marking her shame and her desire.

They sat on opposite sofas, the distance between them feeling vast, yet simultaneously claustrophobic. Vikram placed the damp files on the glass table. He spoke about forms, signatures, and procedural delays, but his eyes were liars. They never settled on her face for more than a second, constantly dragging back down to the curve of her thigh, the outline of her breasts beneath the clinging white cotton, and most damningly, the dark, liquid-soaked patch near her groin.

Maya consciously relaxed her rigid posture. The initial fear was replaced by a slow, simmering heat—a strange, heady mix of shame and intense validation. This attention was intoxicating. After a month of cold distance and a week of forced isolation, being the focus of such raw, masculine hunger felt like a lifeline. She shifted slightly, feeling the slickness between her legs increase, the wetness spreading further, a fresh flow testifying to her arousal. She was melting, visibly and uncontrollably.

“...and employment,” Vikram concluded, his voice momentarily catching. “Do you think you might want to return to work eventually? It might help, Maya. Keep your mind busy.”

She smiled faintly, a slow, deliberate movement of her lips. “I will think about it, Vikram. There is much to process.” She paused, leaning forward just enough that the sheer fabric stretched agonizingly tight across her chest. “You look cold, standing there soaked. May I get you something? A hot drink?”

He swallowed hard, his gaze glued to her cleavage. “Normally, I’d take a dark rum. Something neat to cut the cold. But a coffee would be... fine.”

“Rum it is, then,” she declared, the decision sharp and provocative. She pushed herself to her feet, the movement designed to draw attention. The moment she was upright, she subtly, deliberately, pulled the single, improvised wrap of the saree loose from where she had tucked it near her waist. It slackened instantly.

As she turned to walk towards the kitchen corridor, the thin, white cotton offered no resistance. The entire, full curve of her naked buttocks was suddenly revealed, stark white against the darkness of the hallway. The fabric hung loose, catching only briefly on the curve of her hip before falling away, exposing her from the small of her back downwards. She took deliberate steps, a slow, sensual sway entering her gait, ensuring that with every movement, the firm flesh of her backside jiggled and bounced, a magnificent, unsolicited display of raw, widow flesh. She did not look back, but she felt the searing intensity of his gaze like a physical touch, knowing with absolute certainty that he was no longer thinking about Ramesh or pension forms. He was only thinking about what he was seeing.

Maya moved through the kitchen with a calculated, devastating languor. The bottle of dark rum felt cool in her hand, a weighty promise. The sound of her bare feet padding on the stone floor was the only sound besides the distant drumming of the rain. She glanced back once, finding Vikram exactly where she knew he would be: seated stiffly, eyes tracking her through the open archway, his hand gripping the armrest of the sofa, his knuckles white.

She stopped at the counter, beginning to arrange a small plate of dry snacks. “Vikram,” she called out, her voice pitched to carry, casual yet intimate. “Your wife, I recall her name was Geeta? How is she? And the children?”

His reply was strained. “They’re... fine, Maya. Geeta is busy. The kids keep her occupied.”

“Occupied enough for you, I hope?” she asked, a slight, knowing edge to her tone. She didn't wait for a formal answer, pressing the intimacy further. “Ramesh and I... we barely started. Only a month, you know. But I always imagined that true marriage—the *real* part—would be companionship, yes, but also... a lot of heat. I was very excited to finally know what it felt like to be completely owned by a man.”

A heavy silence followed. When he finally spoke, his voice was tight. “Geeta and I... we have been married a long time. The excitement fades. Responsibility takes over.” There was a deep, underlying bitterness in the confession.

Maya carried the tray back into the living room, the lack of clothing beneath the single sheet of white cotton making every movement a dangerous, deliberate invitation. The rum bottle and two glasses were placed carefully on the table. Instead of sitting immediately, she knelt right beside the table, directly in front of Vikram.

She bent low, ostensibly to pour the first glass of rum. The movement caused the loosely wrapped saree to fall away further from her chest. Her large, heavy breasts, unrestrained by a bra, swung downward toward the table surface. The dark, puckered nipples—already engorged from arousal and the cold air—were perfectly framed by the thin fabric stretched taut across her collarbone. She remained frozen in that position, leaning over the table, pouring the thick amber liquid with agonizing slowness. Every small tremor of her hand caused her breasts to sway and jiggle just inches from his mesmerized eyes.
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