PREMIKA

Padhi

OPADHI

All rights reserved. Publishing or sharing full or any parts of this e-book without the author's
prior permission is a punishable offence as per the Indian Copyright Act, 1957.

Published on 13.01.2022
For sharing your verdict, please drop an e-mail to-

soumya7padhi@yahoo.co.in

Follow me on Instagram - @padhi.soumya

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this book are fictitious. No
identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is
intended or should be inferred.

skokeoskoskok


mailto:soumya7padhi@yahoo.co.in

It’s 14" August 2021. Evening 7 pm. It was raining like cats and dogs. “Barasaat ke mausam
mein, Tanhaayi ke aalam mein....” was running in the FM in high volume in the Dumduma
police station. Both on-duty constables and the Sub Inspector were taking tea while
discussing the next day’s flag hosting program. The mosquito killer’s high smell was flowing
out of the station. One stunning lady in a nightsuit got down from a red Audi Q6. The driver
immediately moved out with an extra-large umbrella and walked behind the lady up to the
veranda by covering her toned body.

‘Mr. Debashish Lenka, Sub Inspector' board was hanging in front of the Station House
Officer's cabin. Without exchanging a single word with both the constables, she directly
rushed inside the Sub Inspector's cabin. Finding nobody in the chair when she turned back,
one 6'2" tall fair white dressed handsome hunk appeared.



