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Preface
This plot and its characters are inspired by the Mughal Empire. The most famous characters of the Mughal Empire – Akbar, Mariam-uz-Zamani, Anarkali, Jahangir, Murad Mirza, Daniyal Mirza, Shah Begum, Mirza Raja Man Singh I, Jagat Gosain, Sahib Jamal, Nur Jahan, Khusrau Mirza, Shah Jahan, Parviz Mirza, Shahryar Mirza, Mirza Aziz Koka, daughter of Mirza Aziz Koka, Mirza Ghiyas Beg, Asaf Khan, Mumtaz Mahal, Kandahari Begum, Izz-un-Nissa, Ladli Begum, Abul Fazl, Guru Arjan, Mahabhat Khan, Sher Afgan Khan and Bir Singh Dev – are the sources of inspiration. However, the story has no connection with the Mughal Empire. Different character names are used. Nowhere in the story are the dates mentioned. The story is set between 1952 and 2016.

Foreword
	The seven deadly sins are pride, greed, lust, envy, gluttony, wrath and sloth. One must admit that no one has successfully conquered the feeling of romance – lust, but conquering the other six is quite easy.

Aadil’s family and the magical necklace
	Aadil had a very big construction company at the age of twenty-four. For that, he required only four years. He completed his civil engineering degree with distinction at the age of twenty in 1952, after which he and his five friends started that company. His friends just worked at his company, but they weren't partners. His interest in construction began at the age of five. At that age, whenever he was taken to a beach, he would spend many hours building sandcastles. He wouldn't build the same hill-like structures but would instead build castle-like, God-like and animal-like structures, and it would look more realistic. Many would be astonished and shower him with praise, seeing such talent and patience in him at that very young age. On his way back from school and during holidays, if any building was constructed in the city, he would go to its construction site and learn different processes of construction – mixing of sand, crushed stones, cement, and lime; laying foundations; using threads to place the bricks in the proper alignment; and using steel bars to provide reinforcement. The time he spent on the construction site was more than the time he spent at home. He would speak to the construction site workers and engineers present there to gain construction knowledge. He would often think about when he would finish his engineering studies and start constructing buildings. Once he completed his studies, he got five thousand rupees from his father as an investment for the company he was about to start. As his father had witnessed his enthusiasm and talent in construction work many times, he gave him the money. His business rose to the top of the state within the first year of its establishment. His company was started with just six engineers and grew to a hundred within its first year. By the end of the next year, he had constructed more than a hundred buildings. He worked for his company day and night. He slept only for three hours a day. His relatives, friends, and friends of his father were deeply immersed in wonder and joy, seeing his tremendous growth. They delighted in seeing the Himalayan growth of his company. There was no growth his company hadn't witnessed, no praise it hadn't received, no success it hadn't achieved and no envy it hadn't stirred among its rivals. There were no speeches that hadn't been spoken by those who built the building through his company – unequalled architectural plans, building quality, the time his company took to complete the construction, the punctuality of his company's staff, and their gentle and respectful approach. He didn't advertise his company even once. By the end of the next year, he had built many magnificent buildings. Most importantly, all government buildings – railway stations, bus stands – are built by his company. His rivals couldn't compete with him. By the end of the fourth year, his company had become renowned across the country. He had started branches in many cities throughout the country. He didn't want to expand his company into foreign nations. He was approached by some foreign customers requesting him to expand his company into their country to construct a building in their place, witnessing the peerless architecture, but he refused such requests. Within four years, there were more than ten thousand employees in his company. Many predicted that he had a greater chance of becoming the world's richest man, seeing his company's growth. The main reason for the growth was that he constructed high-quality buildings at fair prices. His rivals' companies couldn't construct such buildings at that price or quality and couldn't match the architecture. That was the important reason his company could get all the government contracts. He built a grand house in Delhi for himself and his wife. He appointed more than a hundred servants to do household work. He and his wife led a prosperous life. They lived like the king and queen of the world's most powerful empire.
	When Aadil completed his studies in 1952, his father started searching for a suitable bride for him. Aadil was searching for his first customer and some daily wage workers for his company. He was managing many hardships at that time. Most importantly, he struggled to find trustworthy people for his company. Although he didn't have a job and hadn't gained much money from his company, a wealthy man had agreed to give his daughter in marriage to Aadil. The bride's name was Mardhiah. Not only was she wealthy, but she also possessed a good education, treated everyone with kindness, knew how to behave in any situation and was also loquacious. Aadil's father was pleased to have found a good bride for his son. Aadil was just twenty years old. He tried telling his father that he would marry after his company reached a high position in a few years. But his father said the marriage should never be postponed, for any reason. The marriage date was fixed. Aadil's father was far less affluent than the bride's father. Therefore, he told the bride's father not to hold the wedding grandly but to keep it simple. The bride's father agreed, thinking that it was enough that his daughter had got a groom like Aadil. At the wedding, all of Aadil's relatives remarked that he must have been gifted to marry such a beautiful girl from a well-to-do family. All of Mardhiah's relatives remarked that she should be greatly blessed to get a groom like Aadil, who was a hard worker and a good-natured person. All who came for the wedding wished them cordially that they should live happily for many years. The bride's side relatives gave very expensive gifts. The bride's father thought that Aadil or his father might think less of them seeing those gifts, but they didn't have such thoughts. Aadil was only thinking about how he would bring his company to success throughout his wedding. Mardhiah greatly expected Aadil to admire her beauty, but he didn't spare her a single glance.
	Aadil's father-in-law had a guest house in Missouri, and he had made all the arrangements for Aadil and his daughter's first night to take place there. Because the wedding was conducted so simply, he wished for their first night to be celebrated with grand arrangements and ensure that night would become an unforgettable one for them. Aadil's father agreed to that. Once the wedding was over, the couple had their lunch. Afterwards, they were invited to step into a flower-decorated new car. Once the couple got inside the car, Mardhiah's father told Aadil about the arrangements he had made and sent them off. During their long travel, Mardhiah expected that Aadil would say something to her, but he was only thinking about how he could take his company to the next level. She longed to speak to him. "What have you been thinking about for a long time?" she asked. For which he said that he was thinking about his newly started company in an unenthusiastic tone. She thought it would be nice if he spoke with a little smile, and also thought that he was focused on his goal even at that time. They were silent until they reached the guest house. They started from the wedding hall at 2 PM, and it took around six hours to reach the guest house. A delicious dinner was ready for them. The house was very large, and it had a compound wall. There were more than thirty servants. As the couple entered the house, the servants invited them to dinner. All services were rendered to them with due respect. Aadil was found to be absorbed in the thoughts of his company. Mardhiah could understand his silence. Even though she was happy that her husband was an ambitious man, she worried a little that he didn't turn his attention towards her. Until he succeeded in life and reached a good position, even comfort would feel like suffering to him. Foods from various cuisines were included in the dinner – rice, noodles, many gravies, all kinds of meats, vegetables, sweets, fruits, juices, ice creams and many kinds of alcoholic drinks. All foods were prepared by a talented chef. There were four servants around their dining table just to serve them the food. Since Aadil didn't eat much, Mardhiah also didn't eat properly. The only thing that she needed at that time was her husband's love. Once the dinner was over, all the servants went out of the guest house, leaving the couple alone. Before leaving, they told them to ring the bell at the entrance if they needed anything. Aadil stood at the entrance for some time, and he noticed the bell that the servants referred to. That looked like a small church bell. He smiled softly, looking at it. Servants even went out of the compound wall. Aadil wondered why his father-in-law had made many arrangements just for celebrating their first night. He entered the house. In the hall, his wife was sitting on the sofa with her hands tied and shivering from the cold. At that time, the temperature seemed to be only around five degrees Celsius. He was able to tolerate the cold but only to some extent. He didn't show that he was feeling cold. Although they were wearing hooded and padded jackets, puffer gloves, and winter boots, it was difficult for them to endure that cold. He remembered the fireplace that he saw through the window while they were having dinner and decided to take her there. He went near her and asked her to rise. Thinking she was going to receive the first kiss from her husband, she rose bashfully. Once again, she got disappointed. Without telling her anything and holding one of her hands, he walked her towards the fireplace, like walking a three-year-old to play school. He ignited the woods. After a prolonged silence, he spoke to her. He spoke about his company and his passion for construction. Then he spoke about his early life. She too spoke a lot about her. They talked for a long time without realising it. As time passed, the cold kept increasing. Her teeth began to chatter mildly, and she even found it difficult to speak. He asked her to remove her gloves. She wondered why he asked to remove those when the cold was at its peak. Thinking that she mustn't disobey her husband's words, she took it off. He asked her to hold her palms near the fire for a few seconds and then place them on her face. Even the little affection shown by him towards her gave her great happiness. She held her palms near the fire. Once they were warm enough, instead of placing them on her face, she placed them on his face. Thinking that even her husband was experiencing freezing, chilly weather, she thought to warm him first. Both felt the love that they carried towards each other. He joined his lips with hers, and that warmed her. For a few minutes, they warmed their bodies through kissing. Then he carried her to the bedroom. That night had become a more memorable night in their lives.
	The couple were distressed that, even after six years of marriage, they still had no children. They got treatment from many doctors, but it didn't help. Aadil worried that, although he was the world's richest man, he didn't have an heir to inherit his wealth. The couple desired to have a child, put it on their lap and play with it, listen to its babble, buy all kinds of toys and dresses, and raise it with the best care possible. Since medicine didn't help, they believed in prayers. They prayed a lot with lots of offerings. Nothing helped them. Aadil always had faith in astrology. Therefore, he met a priest. He told him that they had no children and that he was prepared to do whatever expiation was required for it. The priest collected Aadil's horoscope and saw it for a few minutes. Then he said that there was a major dosha in the horoscope and that it should be rectified immediately. Aadil asked him how to fix it. The priest said, "You must provide one meal a day for at least a hundred poor people. If you continue that for a month, your dosha will be removed. Once it gets removed, you will have three sons."
"From tomorrow, I will provide a meal for more than a hundred people daily. Not only for a month, but I will do that for my lifetime. I'm happy that I met you." From the next day, only after providing a meal for more poor people did he take his food for that day. He continued that for the next thirty days. Before the end of the thirtieth day, his wife was found to be pregnant. Aadil and Mardhiah were in immense joy.
	Aadil wanted to express his gratitude to the priest. He went to his place. Already, there were many people waiting to see the priest. After waiting for some time, he got the chance to meet him. He was given only ten minutes. He told the good news that his wife was pregnant. He found that the priest's condition was very poor. That priest must be over eighty years old. Aadil wanted to take him to the hospital, but he refused. The priest told him that he was nearing his death. He liked Aadil very much. Telling him that he was preserving a powerful necklace for many years and wishing to give it to a person like him, he gave it to him. The priest said, "There are many people in this world who are willing to help others. God gives more wealth only to those who wish to alleviate the sufferings of others." Then he began to cough severely. He kept coughing. Aadil asked his driver to bring a doctor immediately. Before he could say anything about the power of the necklace, he died. It was like Aadil went there just to get that necklace from the priest. Aadil was greatly distressed that he couldn't save the priest who had done him good. After some time, Aadil left that place. While returning from the priest's place, Aadil saw the necklace that the priest had given him. It had many oval and pear-shaped opal, turquoise, green, and blue-coloured gemstones all over, which were closely placed in a layered and clustered pattern. That necklace seemed to contain almost a hundred stones. He thought his pregnant wife would be happy if the necklace were given to her. Anyways, he wanted to wear it once, and so he wore it. Once he wore it, all the gemstones in that necklace began to emit a radiant glow. He was amazed and a little frightened when he beheld that miracle. It didn't look like an ordinary necklace. First, he wanted to know about the power of the necklace. He decided not to speak about the necklace to anyone until he knew it. He hid that necklace inside his shirt so that it wouldn't be visible from the outside. He thought he could buy some other jewellery for his wife. He asked his driver to stop the car near a jewellery shop. He kept observing whether any changes were happening around him because he was wearing that necklace. His driver stopped the car near a jewellery shop. Aadil went to the shop and bought four good and expensive bangles. He came back to his car. He kept those bangles inside his suitcase. He then told his driver to proceed to the post office, their intended destination. He wanted to post a letter to his friend. He was taken to the post office. He took his suitcase and went inside. The crowd was larger than usual inside the post office. Aadil's suitcase had a number lock. He set the numbers, opened it and took out the post, which he wanted to send. He went to a counter, gave that letter to the counterperson and gave the amount for sending it. All the time, he was pondering the power of the necklace which he had worn. He collected the receipt for sending the letter and came out to his car. When he opened the door of his car, the driver noticed that he wasn't carrying his suitcase. The driver told him that he had forgotten his suitcase and left it inside the post office. Aadil always looked after his belongings safely. He would be careful in every matter. The driver wondered how he had forgotten to carry his suitcase. Aadil had never done that before. Aadil, thinking about the new bangles which he bought, got gripped by fear. He lamented inwardly, "I have kept those bangles inside that suitcase. There were many people around me. Surely someone would've noticed the bangles when I opened my suitcase. Wait! My suitcase has a number lock. But one can notice the number when I am setting it. Definitely someone would've stolen those bangles by now," while entering the post office. He had left the suitcase near the counter, and he found it. He took it and opened it after correctly setting the numbers. The bangles were stolen, as he believed. He was startled. He enquired about it from many people there. Whoever he enquired of gave the same reply that they hadn't noticed anyone opening that suitcase and taking out the bangles. He returned to his car, worrying that he had lost the bangles which he had bought for his loving wife. After knowing the reason for his worry, the driver said, "One who wants to steal wouldn't take the risk of opening the suitcase in front of many people and taking out the valuables; instead, he would take the suitcase itself, careful not to stir any doubts in others. Moreover, your suitcase has a number lock. How did a theft like this take place in a crowded area?" What the driver said seemed very right to Aadil. Then he reached the nearby police station and filed a complaint for the theft. Then he went back home. His wife was waiting near the entrance to receive him lovingly. When Aadil stepped out of his car and reached near her, she hugged him tightly. Although her pregnancy had only just begun, he said playfully, "Our child needs some space." They both laughed. That laughter removed from his mind the worry of losing the bangles. As soon as he entered, he felt like taking a bath. Only when he removed his clothes inside the bathroom did he remember the necklace that he was wearing and that was still glowing. He didn't want to take it off. After bathing, when he was about to step out of the bathroom, he stepped on a patch of some soap lather, slipped, fell backwards and landed on his backside, but it didn't cause much pain. He slowly raised back up, washed away that soap lather and went out. He had a separate room in his house to do his office work. He called it 'office room'. He went there and sat in the chair. While he was viewing some documents, he heard the sound of water droplets dripping somewhere. He wondered where it was coming from. Then he thought that the sound was coming from the bathroom where he bathed, which was near his 'office room'. Thinking that he had left the tap slightly open, he went inside the bathroom and found water was dripping from the tap. He closed the tap properly. While returning, he saw the spot where he slipped, and he was startled, remembering that when he fell some time before, the water wasn't dripping. He didn't open the tap after his fall, and no one else entered that bathroom after that. He wondered what this mystery was. With those thoughts, he went back to the 'office room'. He thought that all those strange things were happening after he wore the necklace. Still, he was able to hear the sound of water dripping. He opened the windows in that room and looked outside. Water was leaking from the tap in the garden. He asked a servant to close that tap. Then he reflected on the words that the priest uttered when he received that necklace from him. He thought, "Why, at that time, completely unrelated, did he say that there were many people in the world who are inclined to help?" He put everything – the theft of bangles, the unclosed tap in the bathroom and the priest's word – together and thought about it. He then understood the power of the necklace. He found that whatever he believed was happening in reality. He thought that the priest would've said that to make him believe that there are many good people in the world. He removed the necklace immediately, kept it in a locker and thought he should never wear it again.
	After eight months, they had a son. Mardhiah couldn't feed her child. Her body had an issue with lactation. They appointed a wet nurse for their son. She had a one-month-old son named Qutaibah. Whenever she fed her child, she would feed Mardhiah's child also. Aadil named his son Jahandar. The meaning of that name is 'possessor of the world'. The couple celebrated their son's birth more grandly. Next year, they had another son. They named him Murdif. In the next two years, they had another son. They named him Dalal.
 
 
 

Birth of Nurani
	Four years passed. Mirsab incurred a heavy loss in the share market. He was forced into a situation where he had to sell even the few possessions he had. However, that loss couldn't be made up. He didn't have a single rupee on him. There were no means for him, not even for a meal. He had been working as an auditor in a company. He stole the money from the company's funds that had been entrusted to him. Somehow, he made up for the loss in the share market. He thought that he must escape to another city before the company found out about his theft and caught him. He thought of going to Delhi. He believed he could easily get an auditor job there. Delhi was two hundred and forty kilometres away from the place where he stayed. Since he had no money in hand, he thought he could somehow reach there by asking for a lift from vehicles passing on the road. He had three sons and a daughter. His wife, Asmara, was in her full term at that time. All they had were their clothes. Carrying those with them, they began walking towards Delhi early in the morning. Mirsab's wife walked with him with great difficulty. They went to the highway. They asked many passing vehicles for a lift. Thinking about how a lift could be offered to the entire family, no one gave them a lift. After a short while, a truck came that way. Seeing Mirsab wave his hand, the truck's driver stopped his vehicle. He agreed to take them on board. As the truck was not heading to Delhi, they had to get out halfway. The six felt somewhat relieved that they had managed to find a way to get halfway. After reaching a place where the truck had to take a different road, they got out of the truck. They still had to cover one hundred and thirty-nine kilometres to reach Delhi. The midday sun was also beating down on them. Asmara couldn't walk properly. She struggled to take even a single step. Mirsab asked her to walk somehow. Her amniotic sac broke, and the water flowed out. She suffered from labour pain. There was nothing but trees in that place. They lamented not knowing who to call for help or what to do. They looked for a vehicle that could at least take her to the nearby hospital. The hospital was far off from where they were. Asking his wife to somehow try to hold the baby in, Mirsab was trying to stop a vehicle. His children pleaded with many people on the road for help. But no one was ready to help them. Asmara, thinking she could no longer hold her baby, sat on the side of the road. Then she leaned back. Mirsab or his children didn't know what to do. Asmara called her husband and asked him to pull out the baby. Her husband doubted whether he could do that. She told him to do that task confidently and delicately, like plucking a flower. She told him to pull the baby the way one plucks a flower – holding it gently so it doesn't get crushed, yet pulling it just enough for it to come away from the plant. Asmara removed her undergarments. Mirsab was ready to pull the baby, which was coming out of the womb, into the outside world. Within a few seconds, he noticed the baby's head. He decided to wait until the whole head came out. Asmara tried pushing the baby by herself as far as possible. In a single breath, she gradually pushed it out little by little. She didn't inhale. The baby's whole head was out. Mirsab carefully held onto the baby's shoulder. Asmara still didn't inhale. Her husband pulled out the baby. He tore the umbilical cord with his fingernails. That was a baby girl, and she looked so beautiful. Asmara put her lower garments back on. Her breasts lactated to satisfy her baby's hunger. When she was about to feed her baby, her husband stopped her. He said that was not required. She couldn't understand it. He told her that they could leave the baby by the roadside. Her heart, behind her lactating breasts, throbbed with pain. He told her it would be difficult to take care of that child while they were moving to another city for sustenance. A few drops of milk trickled from her breasts, while many drops of tears flowed from her eyes. She was distressed, thinking that he was asking her to abandon her child even before the blood on it had dried. The burden she felt in her heart at that moment was far greater than the weight she had carried in her womb over the past nine months. After speaking with her for some time, he somehow convinced her. They left the child by the roadside and proceeded towards Delhi on foot. They walked without stopping for an hour in the scorching sun. Asmara couldn't forget her child's cherubic face. A couple was driving along that highway. The husband spotted the baby when his car was just thirty metres from the spot where the baby had been left. Startled, he stopped his car suddenly. He stepped out. Scolding the child's parent in his mind, "How the baby had been abandoned by the roadside by its merciless parents, without a trace of conscience!" he went near the baby. His wife followed him. Another shock awaited that couple. Near the baby, which was crying out with hunger, a four-foot-long, coiled, venomous snake was found. The snake had a pebbled appearance as it was covered with textured, yellowish-green scales. Its eyes were vivid red, with dark pupils which looked intense. It was also flicking its long, purplish-pink, forked tongue out and sensing its surroundings. The man neither drove away the snake nor tried to lift the crying baby. Thinking that the snake might bite the child if he did anything, he decided to wait until the snake moved away from that place by itself. He couldn't bear to see the child crying bitterly. He prayed to God with eyes brimming with tears. After fifteen minutes, that snake moved away. Immediately, that man lifted the baby, which still had the umbilical cord on its belly. He gave that child to his wife, who was standing nearby. Both got inside the car. That man's wife used her hair clip to clamp the umbilical cord. She used a towel to rub the blood and sand off the baby's body. She used another towel to wrap it. As they went, they kept looking for a shop on the way. They thought that if they could find any shop, they could buy milk powder and satisfy the child's hunger. For this reason, the man drove the car at high speed. Mirsab and his family walked on, still unable to get a lift. Their eyes caught sight of that couple's car. They asked for a lift. Although it was important to appease the hunger of the baby, the man couldn't bring himself to drive on without stopping the car. He stopped his car. He agreed to take all six of them. Those six seemed exhausted as they walked in the hot sun without food or water. Mirsab, his wife and his eldest son sat in the back seat, while the other three sat on their laps. Since they were utterly weary, they failed to identify the crying baby as they got inside the car. As soon as they all got inside, the vehicle moved off with nine people, including the baby. That child kept on crying. Not aware that the crying baby was hers, Asmara, hearing its cry, worried that she had abandoned her newborn baby. Mirsab told the man that they were travelling to Delhi and asked how far he could take them along. The man replied that he too was travelling to Delhi. Except for Asmara, the other five felt relieved. Their hunger, thirst, tiredness and expectation of sustenance didn't allow them to develop sympathy for the crying baby. Nevertheless, Asmara's mind was full of the sight of her baby. Nothing in this world equals a mother's love. Mirsab asked the man, "Is your baby a newborn? Why is it crying continuously?"
"It is not our baby. Some heartless sinners left it by the roadside as though offering it as a feast for animals." After knowing that the child was hers, Asmara said, "We are those sinners. It's our baby." Then she spoke to her child, "I don't wish to give you into anyone else's hands. Come to your mother." Mirsab was seized with great anger towards his wife, but he couldn't show it outwardly. The man stopped the car unexpectedly for the third time. Except the child and its mother all stepped out. After a long time crying with hunger, the child received its mother's milk. The man asked Mirsab, "How did you get the mind to do this?"
"My life's circumstances are the reason. I haven't got any cash on me. We ourselves have no means for our next meal. In this situation, how can we take care of a newborn baby?"
"Whatever you may say, I cannot bring myself to accept it. You shouldn't have done this. Why did you decide to travel to another place when your wife was in her full term? How did you end up in a state of having absolutely no money? Why didn't you look for jobs in the place where you were staying? Don't you have any acquaintances to offer help?" Mirsab was staying in a rented house. There were still three months' rent arrears owed for that house. However, he said that he had owned a house where he had stayed, that he had been wealthy and that he had been forced to sell everything due to the losses he had incurred in the share market, which had left his family on the streets. He said further, "It's my bad luck that someone stole money from the company where I worked as an auditor during my loss. My employer accused me of having taken the money to recover my loss. He threatened to lodge a police complaint against me if I didn't pay up. If I get stuck at the police station, I won't be able to protect my family. So, without telling anyone, I immediately left from there." The man felt pity for Mirsab. Since Mirsab mentioned he worked as an auditor, the man asked, "Are you searching for an auditor job? My employer is searching for an auditor. I will take you to him. If he finds you suitable, he will hire you immediately. Your family can stay in my house for some days." Mirsab thanked him many times. He told him his entire family was saved by him. While they were speaking, Asmara fondly cuddled her baby and kissed it many times. She was filled with profound joy, thinking that her child had come back to her despite being abandoned. To her heart's fill and her child's stomach's fill, she fed her child. Like a small stream flowing continuously in a rivulet, tears flowed from her eyes. The man didn't mention the snake which he found near the child to Mirsab. He said, "Have faith in God. God will surely protect you."
"True. If we hadn't met, would you have raised my child yourself?"
"No. I would've placed the child in an orphanage."
"Even that requires a big heart. Surely God will always protect your family. Many people in this world run behind money. Money only gives suffering. A few believe that if they work tirelessly, not even resting for a minute, they will have a meaningful life. But that too would be a hollow, meaningless life. Living to serve others is the noblest life. Only people like you, who do many virtuous deeds, live with contentment." To somehow secure that auditor job and hide the fact that he had abandoned his child on the roadside, Mirsab presented himself as a good man to that person. The man asked, "What name are you going to give your baby?"
"Nurani"
	The next day, Mirsab was taken to Aadil's company and was introduced to Aadil. Aadil wanted to test Mirsab's skills and knowledge in finance. He first asked him some easy questions. Mirsab easily answered those questions. Then Aadil described some difficult situations to him and asked him how he would decide on those situations. Mirsab gave the best solution to all those. Aadil perceived that Mirsab had sound judgment. Mirsab's answer itself convinced Aadil that he would manage the finance department effectively. Then Aadil asked some general questions to test his personality. He asked, "Would you befriend an ignorant man? Will you show love, affection, and mercy to him?"
"It's better to have the hostility of him than to foster friendship with him."
"Let's assume that you have some incurable disease in your body and you're suffering greatly because of that. How would you conduct life then?"
"It's better to die than live with an incurable disease."
"Seeing a man's evil deeds, many people ridicule him. Would you, too, speak disparagingly of him?"
"It's better to kill him than to speak ill of him."
"Have you ever praised someone insincerely to get something done?"
"It's better to scold someone than to offer undeserved praise." Aadil liked all his answers. Mirsab seemed very bold and confident, the kind of person Aadil was searching for. Aadil asked him to join his company. Within a few days of Mirsab joining the company, Aadil was impressed by his talent and intelligence.

Jahandar's second mother
	Five years passed. Jahandar was twelve years old. While Jahandar and Qutaibah were playing, Jahandar sprained his foot. Seeing that, Qutaibah placed one of Jahandar's hands over his shoulder and led him to his mother. Qutaibah told his mother about his sprained foot and asked her to apply the ointment immediately. Both Qutaibah and his mother were distressed to see Jahandar in that state. Jahandar said that it was only a minor sprain and that it would heal on its own. However, the two of them remained sorrowful. Qutaibah's mother brought the ointment from another room and applied it to Jahandar's foot. While she was applying it, Jahandar thought that the woman who was like a mother to him was touching his foot. He said, "People as kind as you are truly uncommon nowadays. No one is willing to relieve the suffering of others. Worse, many are causing suffering to others. Without even showing the slightest hesitation, you're touching my foot. No one has ever shown me as much affection as you have. I will relieve the sufferings of all people in this world. I will punish the ones who cause suffering to others." She smiled at his childish talk and fondly pinched his cheeks with both her hands. She said, "You are my son too. If it had happened to Qutaibah, I would've done the same. Your leg pain will be better in another two days." Then Jahandar and Qutaibah took leave of her and walked to the garden. Moved by the affection those two showed him, Jahandar spoke a few words. He said, "When your mother was going through a difficult time after losing her husband, my father gave her employment as my wet nurse. That was the only help given to your mother by us. But from that day until today, your mother has done so much for me. I can never repay her for all of her love. My father often says that although your mother was poor and worked in the house of a very wealthy family, she never desired luxury. Though my parents urged your mother many times to stay in a comfortable place and become a member of our family, she refused. I've heard that your mother's only desire is to take good care of me, and I myself have realised it many times. It makes me happy to think that I was nourished by her milk. Do you know something? Since I was born a few days after you, your mother cared for both of us as though we were twins. My father once told me that your mother used to nurse me first and satisfy my hunger, and only then would she feed you. What mother in the world could have such a heart? No one else would've done this. I have a great deal of respect for your mother. The praise 'the jewel of humankind' would only be suitable for your mother."
	A few months passed. Every birthday, Jahandar would get blessings from Qutaibah's mother. For his thirteenth birthday, she met her, asked her to bless him and touched her feet with utmost respect. She blessed him and kissed the crown of his head with utmost love. He felt so much affection in that kiss. He even thought that his mother hadn't shown such affection towards him. She said, "May God bless you with many years of a happy life. Always set your mind on what is good." Believing he had stepped into the age of manhood and thinking that his mind shouldn't stray into wicked paths like the sons of many wealthy families, she said so.

Jahandar's first crush
	Aadil visited a doctor for a full-body checkup. It was found in the tests that Aadil had a sugar disorder. The doctor prescribed some tablets and told him what kind of diet he should follow. He then asked him to walk for at least forty-five minutes. The next morning, Aadil went for a walk after waking up. Just walking for thirty minutes, he was out of breath. He saw his watch. He realised that he still had to walk for fifteen more minutes. He decided to walk after taking a rest for some time. There was a stone bench by the roadside. He sat on that. At that time, a girl was coming jogging on the other side of the road in the distance. That girl must be barely twenty years old. She was young and had a great body. She was wearing a solid midnight navy blue short-sleeved T-shirt, paired with matching workout pants in the same colour. Her pants were skin-tight. Her T-shirt was hugging her figure tightly. Her dress was plain without any graphics. Her dress seemed soft and sporty. She had on blush-coloured athletic sneakers which had white soles. Her sneakers gave a vibrant contrast to her blue ensemble. Since her pants flowed only up to the top of her ankle, her white ankle socks were visible. Her outfit didn't seem to have any recognisable brand logo. Her hair was black. She had pulled it back neatly into a ponytail behind her head. She had soft bangs across her forehead. It seemed to Aadil that she was sent from heaven to this earth for the sole purpose of offering intense physical gratification to men. Until that moment, Aadil had never been captivated by any woman. He, who was sitting, stood up immediately. His tiredness disappeared. He kept looking at her. Gradually, she was coming closer. As she was running a little faster, her ponytail went from one side of her head to the other side. Her graceful motion and her enchanting body frame hypnotised him. She noticed Aadil ogling her. In an instant, she found out that he was a big shot. He was wearing a grey-coloured cotton tracksuit with a Louis Vuitton logo on his chest. He had the costliest Rolex Submariner watch on his wrist, had two gold rings and a gold chain that would be about five sovereigns in weight and was wearing Reebok GL 6000 jogging shoes. Although she was not tired, she feigned fatigue and reduced her speed to an absolute minimum. Aadil could clearly perceive that she stopped jogging only after looking at him. She looked at him. He smiled mildly and beckoned her with his finger. She crossed the road and came close to him. Without saying anything else, he directly told her of his desire to marry her. She didn't think much about it either, nor did she worry about his age. She immediately gave her consent. She felt that if she married him, she could spend her entire lifetime in opulence like someone swimming alone in a vast sea. She had no parents. She grew up in an orphanage. She had very few people in her life – only four friends. She was staying with them. He asked her name. "Anahita," she replied.
"What do you do for a living?"
"I do modelling. Until this day, I've only had small opportunities. I'm expecting a big break."
"You already got it. From now on, I am your director. Do the modelling before me." She let out a gentle chuckle and feigned shyness. He said, "I can't wait for the auspicious time to arrive. I want to make you my wife immediately."
"We can go to a register office and get married."
"That's not required. My men will take care of preparing the marriage certificate. All you have to do is sign. Let me call my driver to bring my car here. Just come along with me right away." Then he went to the nearby telephone booth. He asked his wife over the phone to send his driver to his place. While he was speaking, Anahita doubted whether she could trust him, since he had asked her to come right away. She thought that she could face any kind of situation, thinking that there was no greater difficulty than being penniless. After speaking with his wife, Aadil spoke to his assistant. He asked him to prepare the marriage certificate without even a minor delay. He came out and saw her. There was a trace of fear on her face. In the next two minutes, Aadil's car arrived there. He sat in the back seat. With hesitation and contemplation, she went to the other side of the car and opened the back door. She didn't feel like going inside. Aadil understood her thoughts. He said, "Don't be afraid. I won't touch you until our marriage certificate is ready. If you don't trust me, you don't have to get in." Then she went inside. He took her to his home. His assistant had prepared the marriage certificate by then. He saw his assistant carrying it in his hand as Aadil stepped out. He collected it from him and signed it. Then he gave it to Anahita, who was standing nearby. She signed it. She had never expected her life to change so quickly. There were two witnesses ready. Aadil's assistant asked them to sign the marriage certificate, and they did so. They did everything in the entrance as though performing a welcoming ritual. Mardhiah was heartbroken that her husband married someone else. Aadil held Anahita by the shoulder and led her inside.
	Placing his hand on her shoulder, he walked inside. Jahandar was playing with cards. Although he was sitting near the entrance, he was facing a different direction, so he didn't notice his father and Anahita entering. Lowering his hand from her shoulder to her hips, he pressed it firmly once. Only at that moment were they passing the place where Jahandar was sitting. Jahandar heard the words, "Your son might see it," spoken by Anahita in a soft voice with shyness and embarrassment. Hearing that new voice, he looked back. By then, they had passed him. All he saw was that his father was intimate with some other woman other than his mother as they entered Aadil's room. At that time, his mother went crying to another room. He couldn't bear seeing his mother cry. He thought to ask his father why he brought some other woman home. Rising angrily, he walked up to the threshold of the room. He stood facing a direction from which he couldn't see inside. He hesitated to go inside. He couldn't bring himself to ask his father for entry. Only at that moment was Aadil gripping her breasts hard after lifting her T-shirt and bra to her collarbone. Jahandar heard an intense gasping sound, almost resembling sobs. Jahandar hadn't heard such a sound before. Jahandar was unaware that people would make such sounds during sexual pleasure. Mustering up the courage, he asked his father for entry. Immediately, Anahita corrected her upper garments. Then Aadil asked his son to enter. His father and Anahita were sitting on the sofa placed in that room. Both their faces were crimson as the blood flow had increased. They appeared as though they had been caught red-handed after making a mistake. Jahandar saw Anahita's flushed and beautiful face for the first time, and just at that sight, he got aroused – for the first time in his life. He forgot why he entered that room and kept looking at her, even though she was his father's mistress. Anahita noticed that he had fallen for her beauty. Worrying about what to tell his son, Aadil wasn't feeling comfortable facing him. To ease his embarrassment, she told him that she would introduce herself to his son and rose from her seat. She walked over to Jahandar. As she did so, Jahandar relished everything about her – her gaze, the clothes she wore, and her seductive gait. Her graceful body even made him oblivious to the fact that his father was in the room. Feigning a mother's affectionate hug, she embraced him tenderly. Then, gently stroking the back of his head, she said, "I'm your mother too. Think that, from today, you have two mothers." While she was doing it, his head was resting on her breasts, and he was savouring the softness of her breasts. He had used many of the costliest cushions in the world, but nothing had ever given him such gratification. He felt that only a woman's breasts were the greatest cushion a man could seek in this world. Within a few seconds, his face turned the same colour as her shoes, his heart pounded as though he had run at high speed for a long time, his body grew hot as if it were burning with fever, and his penis lengthened involuntarily. For the first time, his penis reached an erect state. Those feelings gave him ecstasy. As she released her embrace and drew back softly, he longed for more, and she noticed that too. All those were novel to him, and at the same time, they gave him more pleasure. He longed to embrace her again, not gently but tightly. Anahita returned and sat beside Aadil again. Aadil, who couldn't face his son, kept looking in different directions. Jahandar's mind kept asking him over and over whether there was any way to experience that same pleasure again. Then Jahandar, without saying anything, left the room unwillingly. After he left the room, Aadil asked Anahita to close the door. Anahita planned that she could gain more money from Jahandar as she closed the door. Jahandar went straight to the restroom. He removed his lower garments and saw his penis. That was still in the erect state. As he thought about Anahita over and over again, it grew stronger. He held it with his palms and stroked it. He felt more aroused. He stroked it again and again. He experienced more pleasure as he did so. He closed his eyes and thought about Anahita. As he was in the state of strong sexual excitement, his penis throbbed slightly with small rhythmic pulses. Thinking of her, he kept rubbing his penis. Suddenly, semen was released from it. He thought, "Something white, like a gel, is coming out," and he didn't know why that was happening to him. Until then, he had used his penis only for urination. His penis pulsed as drops of semen got ejected. Until then, he hadn't heard about it. He got frightened that something had happened to his body. He didn't know who to ask or how to ask about it. He washed his penis and put his lower garments back on. His lustful feelings got ejected from his mind as he ejected the semen. At that moment, he thought about his father and his new relationship. He thought, "She looked like a young woman. Why did she choose an old man like my father? My father, unlike usual, looked very different. He would be doing something related to his company work – talking to someone over the phone, reading some documents, reading the newspaper or scolding his assistant loudly. He was sitting very close to her on the sofa. I have never even seen him this close to my mother. He is always majestic, but today he couldn't even look me in the face. I am doubtful if the person I saw today was really my father."
	Mardhiah worried that Aadil had married some other woman and was living with her at home, even while Mardhiah was still living with him. Aadil asked Mardhiah to move to another room. She shifted all her things and her dresses to another room. For a while, Jahandar's mind was calm after his semen was released. But again, he began thinking of Anahita. At night, Aadil asked his assistant to buy tablets prescribed by the sexologist and wrist shackles. His assistant bought those and gave them to him. He took those tablets. Then he went to his room. He asked Anahita to remove all her clothes. She removed them. He asked her to lie on the bed. She lay on the bed. He asked her to raise her hands above her head. He spoke the way a school teacher would speak to students, in a firm voice. She did as he instructed. He took the wrist shackles and bound her hands to the wooden slatted headboard of the bed. He got on top of her and squeezed her breasts hard. When he was aroused, he spread out her legs. Like a virile ram hitting its target, he thrust into her. She cried out in pain. He sated his lust for her body. Without even hitting her, many parts of her body turned red. She didn't expect that he would have such virility. She didn't know that he had taken some tablets.
	Aadil's friends, employees, or relatives had always spoken highly of him. They would praise his architectural design skills, his dutifulness, and his untiring attitude. They would ask him how he was able to build such a big company without anyone's help. However, when he married Anahita, all their praise turned into criticism. Those who had once spoken so proudly of him now spoke of him with equal scorn. One employee gossiped with another, "Generally, rich men would marry a young woman in their old age. I didn't expect even our CEO to do such a thing. How can he, who is known for his hard work, be affected by lust? Maybe suddenly he might have thought that he had wasted his youth." His relative spoke to another, "Aadil's age is forty, and that girl's age is twenty. He married a girl half his age. All the praise he received for developing a big construction company will now vanish into thin air. All are going to speak about his recent marriage." One of the people who stayed in the same street where Aadil's house was located spoke to another, "When he has a son in the prime of his youth, why did he marry that girl and keep her in the same house? Can cotton and fire stay side by side quietly without catching fire? If he acts this way himself, how will his son act? Why not keep her in another house? He can even buy a thousand houses if he wishes. If our children witness such acts, won't their hearts be corrupted?" Anahita's only acquaintances were her four friends. Her friends grew jealous of her for the life she had attained and spoke many things about her. One said, "She has no father or mother. She learnt in a government school only. She was without the means to pursue higher studies after school. Being naturally beautiful, she decided to become a model. She could've easily obtained big opportunities if she had wished. As she had to give up her body as the price for those, she rejected them all. At that time, I used to think that she didn't know how to survive. All of her features – appearance, walk, body physique, expressions, and speech – made many men mad. Many men tried to attain her. I thought that she didn't know how to earn more money while she was still young, that she didn't know the worth of her body, and that perhaps if I had her body, I would've earned more. But only now did I realise that she knew the worth of her body. She managed to catch the richest man in the world."
Another one said, "Her body is her biggest fortune. Without thinking that whatever she got was a gain, she waited patiently like a swan and hit the jackpot. How many more years will that old man she married live? After his death, she will sleep with many men."
Another one said, "Why did she have to wait for his death for that? Isn't it enough if she says something like yoga class, gym, Zumba, musical instrument, dance class, sport or any club?"
Another one said, "Can't we also find an old man like the one she got? Can't we hit a jackpot too? Like her, we too enhance our beauty in a way that will instantly capture men's hearts."
Within a few days, Aadil discovered what other people were saying about him. He, who had lived for many years with dignity, felt he could've lived his remaining days in the same way. He regretted having married Anahita in haste. He thought that he had become a slave to the pleasure of his senses like every other ordinary man. He rued that he shouldn't have acted that way when he had a loving wife. After marrying Anahita, he reduced his meetings with his sons. Thinking of setting right the fact that his father was avoiding him, Jahandar went to him and spoke, "Dad, don't worry about what others say. There is even a saying, 'Life starts at forty'. Marrying another woman at your age is not wrong at all. You have achieved many things in life before developing an attraction towards a woman, but others, without achieving anything in life, fall into infatuation with women and end up wasting their lives. I wish you would remain just as you were before marrying Anahita," and went away to play. Aadil didn't expect that his son would say something like that because no son in this world would say such things to his father.
	Jahandar couldn't pass the nights peacefully. He often imagined how Anahita would look without any dress. He imagined having sex with her. Just as a cat silently slips into a house's kitchen unnoticed during the night to taste the leftover food stuck to the vessels, Jahandar would furtively creep near the room where Anahita stayed every night, hoping to sneak a peek at her in case the door happened to be open – but it was always closed. Whenever he had a chance to look at her, he wouldn't miss it. Aadil would always buy her an alluring dress. Whenever he saw her, he would desire to experience her body. In Aadil's absence, he would go to her and speak with her. He always called her 'Mother'. Although he spoke with her many times, he never conveyed his desire. Although she knew his feelings, she acted like she didn't know them. She waited, thinking that one day or another he would voice his desire. One day, Aadil and Mardhiah went to another city to offer condolences for a relative's death. As usual, Jahandar arrived at home after school. As he entered, a servant maid informed him that his parent had gone to another city and would only return after 10 PM. He was extremely pleased that his relative had died. The very thought that Anahita was alone in the house made his heartbeat soar. He threw down his school bag and lunch bag and dashed to his father's room. Anahita was sitting cross-legged on the sofa, nibbling on an apple and reading a magazine. Her face had more makeup. Jahandar hadn't seen any other woman with such makeup in his lifetime. She was wearing a bright red sleeveless maxi dress featuring colourless spaghetti straps. The straps were almost invisible. The dress flowed down to her knees and was tightly fitted to her body. Thinking he should somehow have sex with her, he entered nervously. He decided to give her some reason, embrace her first, then touch her here and there, place many kisses on her, recline her on the bed, remove her dress and make her agree to have sex. Chewing the apple, she looked up at him and gestured to him with her eyebrows, raising and lowering them once as if asking what the matter was. Out of nervousness, he spoke with a shaking voice, "Mother, my class teacher scolded me for not completing my homework. I'm very sad. If I hug you, I will feel better. Shall I hug you?" She burst out laughing after hearing that. She laughed so hard her stomach ached. Her mockery boosted his confidence. "You're gorgeous. I desire to have sex with you," he said. The moment she expected had arrived. She wanted to do something for her four friends, who had taken care of her for some years, with the money she would obtain from him. She told him, "Can you bring me a diamond necklace? If you can bring it, we can have sex."
"I've no money to buy it. Ask for something else."
"I don't know how you will arrange the money. If you want your desire to be fulfilled, you have to bring me what I ask you for." He left for his father's room, worried, thinking that although she was within his reach, he couldn't claim her. He thought seriously for some time about how he could buy her a diamond necklace. An idea struck him. He thought that by going to his father's 'office room' and if he could find any expensive item there, he could sell it to buy a diamond necklace. He went there. His lust for Anahita's body didn't allow him to waste even a single second. He searched all over the room, looking for some high-value item – a Rolex watch, gold-framed spectacles or something similar. At that time, he noticed a locker there. He couldn't open it. It required a four-digit passcode. He thought about what it could be. First, he entered his father's birth year, but it didn't open. Then he typed his mother's birth year; it didn't open. Then he tried his grandfather's and grandmother's birth years; it didn't open. He typed his birth year; it didn't open. He was deeply vexed by the thought that even though he and Anahita were alone at home and she had given her consent for sex, he couldn't touch her. He thought deeply and carefully about what those four digits could be. His mind kept telling him that he shouldn't miss that chance. Suddenly, a thought ran through his mind. He thought that since he had found the locker inside his father's 'office room', perhaps his father would've set the company's establishment year as the passcode. He typed it immediately, and it opened. He opened it thinking he could find more money inside it, but as soon as he saw a necklace inside, he felt immeasurable joy. He took it out and looked at it for a few seconds, since he had never seen such an artistic necklace in his life. Carrying it, he sprinted off to Anahita. During that time, she had just turned a few pages of the magazine. When she looked at him, he showed the necklace which he was carrying. She was astonished at how he could bring a diamond necklace within such a short span of time. She thought that he would've stolen his mother's jewellery. He neared her to put it around her neck. She asked him to place it on her hand. For a second, she looked at it with her mouth wide open, then closed her mouth, concealing her amazement. It looked exquisite, but it wasn't embedded with diamonds. With an angry face and in an angry tone, she said, "This is not a diamond necklace. Are you trying to fool me?" He stood with the loss of willpower to meet another failure. "The clock struck 7 PM. My parents would arrive in another three hours. I have to make her agree within that time," he thought. She had grown too attached to the necklace, so she decided to keep it with herself and fulfil his desire to a small extent. She told him, "I can give you only five minutes for this necklace. I won't lie on the bed. I won't open my mouth. You shouldn't try to thrust yourself into me. I will only stand here unmoved, like a statue, without reciprocating your touch. You can do whatever you want to me within those five minutes. Your time starts...now..." She rose from the sofa. He removed the straps from her shoulders and pulled down her maxi dress in one stroke. He found her body stunning. She was wearing a light lavender two-piece lingerie set consisting of a soft strapless bra with moulded cups and matching low-rise scalloped-edge panties, both decorated with small pink heart motifs. He grabbed the plackets of his school uniform shirt and pulled it with such force that the top two buttons came off, and like pulling off a T-shirt, he yanked his shirt off. He pulled off his vest swiftly. He then lifted her hands and placed them above his shoulders. She was standing like a mannequin in a clothing store. Even she didn't raise her hands herself. With all the lust that he had restrained for the past few weeks, he embraced her tightly. She sounded, "Oops..." While embracing her, he repeatedly kissed all over her upper body – lips, cheeks, forehead, chin, nose, ears, neck, and shoulders. She neither stopped him nor acted as though she were enjoying his touch. Then he tried to give her a French kiss. She kept her lips pursed. He tried as much as possible to part her lips with his, but he couldn't. He licked her lips. He firmly pressed his lips against hers. She sounded with the closed mouth, "Hmm...hmmm...," as though she couldn't handle that pressure. Caressed both her lips at the same time with his lips, since she kept them pressed tightly together. He sucked her lower lip and upper lip separately and tried to insert his tongue inside, but she didn't allow it. He even tried to capture her lips with his fingers to part them, but she didn't allow it. As he was running short of time, he stopped trying it. Then he pulled down her bra cups and took her breasts out. He squeezed her breasts with his two hands many times to his full satisfaction, like kneading dough. "Slowly," she said in a stern tone, then pinching his areola region in a way that would cause him much pain, she said, "How do you feel when I do this to you? I feel the same. I am like a flower. Touch me the way you touch a flower." Even though he felt much pain in the area where she had pinched, he continued caressing and kissing her body as much as possible, thinking that he only had five minutes, but this time he stroked her like stroking a flower, as she had said. A fear was instilled in him that he shouldn't get pinched by her again. For a few seconds, he tasted her breasts, but only mildly out of fear. He seemed pitiable to Anahita. He dropped to his knees. He kissed and licked her absolutely flat waist many times. He inserted his tongue inside her deep navel, which made her laugh. Then he gave a firm kiss on her genital region. Then he uncovered her vulva by pulling down her panties. Her pubic area was clean-shaven. Then hastily removed his pants and briefs. She wondered why he was removing his lower garments. He wanted to have maximum contact between their bare bodies, so he removed every dress. She thought that his semen shouldn't get on her genital region even by mistake, so she closed her vulva with her palm. Again, he tightly embraced her, but this time her hand obstructed the full experience. He tried to move her hand away, but she didn't remove it. He did everything again that he did at the start. Then she pressed her lips to his for a second and said that the time was over. She corrected her bra. Since she didn't lift her legs, they were still inside her panties and maxi dress. She pulled her panties and maxi dress back up and placed the straps on her shoulders. By that time, he had only lifted his briefs to put them on. She continued reading the magazine. His infatuation with her body had subsided a little. It would've been subdued completely if he had gotten the chance to eject his semen. Thinking of his first experience of a female body, he slowly put back on his school uniform dress. While he was about to leave the room, she told him, "Bring
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