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Disclaimer

This book, "Broken Trust and Hidden Lust : My Wife's Brother-in-Law”, is intended strictly for mature audiences (18+). It explores complex adult themes, including relationships, desire, emotional conflicts, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. Discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative may include strong language and intimate scenarios that are meant to serve the story’s emotional and dramatic depth.

All characters, events, and situations portrayed in this work are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real individuals, living or dead, is purely coincidental. This story is a product of imagination and is created solely for entertainment purposes. It is just an imaginary story and has no relation to any religion, any person, any community, or any real-life event. Reader interpretation may vary, and the author does not intend to promote or endorse any specific behavior, lifestyle, or viewpoint depicted within the story.




Important Note: This book is written strictly in accordance with Amazon Kindle publishing guidelines. No blood relations are involved in any sexual or romantic scenes. All characters participating in intimate or romantic situations are consenting adults above 19 years of age. This story contains no elements of child abuse, non-consensual acts, forced encounters, or rape. All sexual content is between consenting adults and is presented as pure fantasy.


Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,




If you enjoyed reading Broken Trust and Hidden Lust : My Wife's Brother-in-Law , I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author.




Please feel free to leave your thoughts about the story, the characters, the emotional journey, or any part that touched you. Whether you loved it, found it intense, or have suggestions – every review is valuable.

You can leave your review by visiting the book’s page on Amazon after finishing the story.


Character Introductions

	Pawan 
	Age: 26 years old 

	Personality: Shy, quiet, speaks very little, introverted, career-focused. 

	Role: The husband and first-person narrator of the story. He is often insecure and suspicious, especially during the trip. 



	Nisha / Nishu 
	Age: Around 24 (recently married) 

	Personality: Bubbly, lively, talkative, mischievous, playful, outgoing, and fun-loving. Loves children and is very attached to her family. 

	Role: Pawan's wife. She is the central female character and the source of much of the story’s liveliness and later tension. 



	Pooja 
	Age: Around 32 (7 years older than Nisha) 

	Personality: Calm, serious, wise, mature, understanding, and composed. She is a housewife. 

	Role: Nisha's elder sister. She is married to Ranveer and acts as a caring elder sister-in-law to Pawan. 



	Ranveer 
	Age: Around35 

	Personality: Extremely talkative, fun-loving, mischievous, teasing, bold, and flirtatious. Loves joking and pulling legs. 

	Role: Pooja's husband. He is Nisha's brother-in-law  and Pawan's brother-in-law. 



	Nitin / Chhotu / Chotu 
	Age: Newborn to 1+ year during the story 

	Personality: Infant / toddler (not much personality shown). 

	Role: Son of Pawan and Nisha. Nephew of Pooja and Ranveer. 



	Ajay 
	Age: Around 30-35 

	Personality: Manipulative, opportunistic, lecherous, smooth-talking. 

	Role: Ranveer’s friend and colleague. He had a prolonged sexual affair with Pooja and later helped her expose Ranveer’s misdeeds. 



	Sanjay 
	Age: Not specified 

	Personality: Professional pimp / middleman. 

	Role: Contact who arranges call girls (including Payal) for Ranveer. 



	Payal 
	Age: Not specified 

	Personality: Professional call girl, good at role-playing. 

	Role: Call girl hired by Ranveer to impersonate Nisha over phone calls to manipulate Pawan. 



	Mahomand 
	Age: Not specified 

	Personality: Supplier / pimp. 

	Role: Call girl supplier used by Ranveer. 



	Manisha 
	Age: Young adult 

	Personality: Friendly, talkative. 

	Role: Pawan’s cousin (daughter of his maternal uncle). Present at Sandeep’s wedding. 



	Sandeep 
	Age: Around 26-28 

	Personality: Not much detail. 

	Role: Pawan’s cousin (son of Pawan’s uncle and aunt). Groom at the wedding attended by Nisha and Pooja. 





Family Relationships

Pawan & Nisha: Husband and Wife (newly married, about 1 year).

Nisha & Pooja: Real blood sisters (Nisha is the younger sister).

Pooja & Ranveer: Husband and Wife (married 6–7 years).

Nisha & Ranveer: (younger sister-in-law) and Ranveer (brother-in-law). They share a very close, playful, and affectionate relationship.

Pawan & Pooja: Devar (younger brother-in-law) and Sister-in-law.

Pawan & Ranveer: (brother-in-law) and (younger brother-in-law).


Summary of Cross Attention: My Wife's Brother-in-Law 

Pawan, a shy and introverted young man, never expected his life to change so dramatically after marrying Nisha — a beautiful, bubbly, and extremely playful woman who is the complete opposite of him. 

When Nisha’s elder sister Pooja and her charming, flirtatious husband Ranveer suggest a beach vacation, Pawan reluctantly agrees. What starts as a fun family trip quickly turns into something far more dangerous. 

As the four of them share hotel rooms, train berths, and intimate moments on the sun-kissed beach, Pawan watches in growing disbelief as Ranveer — his wife’s brother in law— becomes increasingly bold with Nisha. The constant teasing, lingering touches, private jokes, and undeniable chemistry between his wife and her brother-in-law ignite a storm of jealousy, suspicion, and forbidden desire in Pawan. 

Caught between his deep love for Nisha and the shocking attraction she seems to share with Ranveer, Pawan finds himself spiraling into a world where boundaries blur and nothing is as innocent as it seems. 


Summary of A Wife's Temptation : My Wife's Brother-in-Law

In a storm of jealousy and forbidden desire, Pawan’s peaceful married life spirals into obsession. 

Newlywed and deeply in love with his bubbly, playful wife Nisha, Pawan begins to suspect that her charming and flirtatious brother-in-law, Ranveer , harbors dangerous intentions toward her. What starts as a single overheard moan in the bathroom quickly consumes Pawan’s mind, leading him down a dark path of secret tests, hidden recordings, and risky games designed to expose the truth. 

As Pawan pushes Nisha into increasingly daring situations — from revealing herself in nothing but bra and panties to intense, passionate role-play sessions where boundaries blur and names are whispered in ecstasy — the lines between suspicion, lust, and betrayal begin to dissolve. Every moan of “Ranveer,” every trembling touch, and every shocking revelation tears at Pawan’s heart while igniting forbidden flames. 

With pregnancies, DNA tests, emotional confrontations, divorce threats, and explosive Jija-Saali chemistry, this gripping tale explores the destructive power of doubt, the intoxicating pull of temptation, and the fragile nature of trust in a marriage. 

Will Pawan’s relentless suspicions destroy everything he holds dear, or will they uncover a truth more shocking than he ever imagined? 


Broken Trust and Hidden Lust : My Wife's Brother-in-Law


Chapter 1

Pooja: "What you were saying during the day about Ranveer..."

Pawan: "It's all true. I can swear on Ranveer's name. Brother-in-law himself fed me all those lies."

Pooja: "I know you're telling the truth, and I know what Ranveer feels for Nisha."

Pawan: "You already knew!"

Pooja: "I had my suspicions for a few years now, ever since the first time Ranveer took Nisha's name while making that filthy offer to fuck me."

Pawan: "And you actually agreed!"

Pooja: "At first, I was furious and scolded Ranveer badly. He got angry with me too. But he kept pestering me, insisting there was nothing wrong in it. After some time, I finally gave in and accepted his words."

Pawan: "So everything I overheard standing outside the door—those two times when Ranveer was fucking you while taking Nisha's name—was real, and it happened with your consent!"

Pooja: "Ranveer fucks me almost every day while moaning Nisha's name. He's probably trying to fulfill his unfinished desires this way, deep in his heart."

Pawan: "You knew everything, yet you still let Ranveer take advantage of Nisha!"

Pooja: "I thought if calling out Nisha's name while fucking me brought him happiness, then it was fine. I believed Ranveer would never actually do anything dirty with Nisha. But after hearing your repeated accusations, even I started doubting him."

Pawan: "Ranveer has declared he'll fuck Nisha and push me away. He's already halfway successful—he's distanced me from Nisha. But it's not too late yet. You have to stop him."

Pooja: "Nisha trusts Ranveer more than she trusts me. She won't listen to me, and she won't hear a single bad word against him."

Pawan: "At least try talking to her once."

Pooja: "I can't. Ranveer has threatened me—if I say anything to Nisha, he'll reveal my secret about that day I let you fuck me in the hotel room."

Pawan: "If you keep your mouth shut, your husband will end up fucking my wife. Do you understand that?"

Pooja: "We've both committed that sin too."

Pawan: "So you have no problem if those two end up sleeping together?"

Pooja: "I've become a little selfish. To save my own marriage, I'm probably ruining my younger sister's life. But I'm confident Nisha won't do anything like that."

Pawan: "So you won't help me at all?"

Pooja stayed silent.

Pawan: "Fine then, I'll tell Nisha myself that I fucked you."

Pooja: "No, don't do that. If you do, Nisha will distance herself from both of us. She might even get closer to Ranveer."

Pawan: "Then what should we do?"

Pooja: "You tell Nisha that all your suspicions were just out of jealousy and apologize sincerely. I'll also persuade her and send her back to you."

Pawan: "But Ranveer will still get a chance to take advantage of Nisha!"

Pooja: "First, get Nisha back with you. We'll think about the next steps after that. Come home tomorrow afternoon—Ranveer won't be here, but Nisha will."

Pawan: "Thank you, Pooja."

The next day, I met Nisha with Pooja. Nisha didn't want to see me at first, but I fell at her feet and begged for forgiveness. After Pooja's patient explanations, Nisha finally agreed to give me one last chance. She consented to live with me in a live-in arrangement for three months.

Ranveer's face was worth watching—a mix of shock and barely concealed rage—but everyone else was overjoyed.

My only fear was that if Ranveer, in a fit of anger, revealed the secret of my encounter with Pooja to Nisha, everything would backfire.

Nisha moved in with me. Although she hadn't given me permission to make love to her yet. We were going to live together without any physical intimacy. Seeing the beautiful Nisha every day stirred an intense desire in me to claim her, and I could tell she sensed it too.

But Nisha didn't allow me to touch her that way, and I kept my promise, never forcing anything. Still, a couple of times I caught her half-naked while she was changing, and my cock stood at full attention in salute.

In the meantime, I spoke to Pooja on the phone. We needed a plan to pull Nisha away from Ranveer for good. We thought it over for a few days until something solid emerged.

Then Pooja shared a plan with me. The idea was for all four of us to go on a trip again. If Nisha heard with her own ears how Ranveer moans her name while fucking Pooja, it would shatter her trust in him.

The next episode will reveal whether Pawan and Pooja succeed in their plan.

Following the plan, I suggested to Nisha that we all go on a trip together. She was thrilled to hear it. It was like hitting two targets with one arrow.

Nisha got the chance to spend time with Ranveer and Pooja, and she also realized that my suspicions about Ranveer had faded.

On the other side, Pooja told Ranveer about the trip. He was already desperate to get close to Nisha, so he agreed instantly.

On Friday night, Pooja and Ranveer came to our place. Nisha, who was meeting Ranveer after several days, had already spoken to him and wore his favorite saree as a surprise.

It had been a while since I'd seen Nisha in a saree. Her pregnancy hadn't rounded her belly much yet, but she'd gained a little weight, making her look fuller and irresistibly sexy in that drape.

Her breasts strained against the blouse, as if eager to break free. The moment Ranveer arrived, Nisha pressed herself tightly against his chest in a warm hug.

Pooja and I exchanged glances as Ranveer's hands roamed over Nisha's back and waist, lingering there while the two stayed locked in that embrace for several long seconds.

Later, Nisha hugged Pooja the same way, but only for two or three seconds. I could see the raw lust burning in Ranveer's eyes as he devoured Nisha's body with his gaze.

The next episode will reveal whether Pawan and Pooja succeed in their plan.


So far, you have read how Pawan gained Pooja's support and started living with Nisha again. As per their plan, all four of them were going on a trip together.

The story continues now in Pawan's own words…

While sitting on the sofa and talking, Ranveer kept holding one of Nisha's hands or occasionally placed it on her shoulder. I endured it all silently, and Pooja behaved normally as she watched everything unfold.

Pooja had already told me that Ranveer usually fucked her either in the morning or at night. She had instructed me not to push her to ask Ranveer to moan Nisha's name during the act, or he might suspect our plan.

We were waiting for the moment when Ranveer would make that slip, so I could bring Nisha and let her hear it herself. Ranveer and Pooja went to sleep in the guest room, while I went to my bedroom with Nisha. I slipped out shortly after and started pacing outside the guest room, hoping to catch Ranveer moaning Nisha's name while he fucked Pooja, so I could quickly fetch Nisha and make her listen.

I waited a long time, but no sounds came from inside. I assumed they were exhausted from the journey and had fallen asleep. I returned to my room and went to bed. I set an alarm for the morning, hoping to catch Ranveer during his usual morning session. But disappointment awaited me again. That day, Ranveer woke up late.

In the morning, after getting ready, we all set out in one car for sightseeing. We checked into the hotel, had lunch, and then headed out to explore. Both Nisha and Ranveer looked incredibly happy.

There were many small waterfalls, and the plan was to enjoy bathing under them. We reached one particular waterfall. Ranveer took off his top and stood in just shorts, grabbing Nisha's hand and pulling her directly under the cascading water. I too arrived wearing only shorts.

Nisha had worn a loose T-shirt with Lowers. Ranveer held both her hands and positioned her right under the powerful stream. Water poured straight onto her chest. Her T-shirt clung wetly to her body, revealing the outline of her bra underneath. I sat helplessly inside the flowing water, watching, with Pooja beside me. We were both a little wet too.

Ranveer and Nisha continued their playful splashing in the water. Nisha tried to move away from the heavy stream, but Ranveer pulled her tightly against himself, refusing to let her go.

Later, we all sat in the flowing water. After some time, Pooja went to change. Nisha lay on her back in the shallow, splashing water.

Ranveer sat right next to her. A strip of her bare waist was visible between her T-shirt and pajama. His eyes kept darting to that exposed skin and then to the way her pajama clung to her round ass. Nisha lay with her eyes closed, while Ranveer, looking straight at me, grabbed his cock inside his shorts and stroked it back and forth, mimicking the motion of fucking.

He wanted to show me exactly how he would fuck Nisha, and that I would be powerless to stop him.

When Nisha turned onto her back, Ranveer stared hungrily at the swell of her breasts. Lying down made her heavy tits strain even more against the wet T-shirt, with her nipples faintly visible, and his gaze remained locked there.

I felt some relief when we finally left the waterfall. At night, we returned to the hotel room. This time, I had booked the rooms myself—deliberately choosing just one room for all of us. Nisha and I took one bed, while Ranveer and Pooja took the other. We were tired, so sleep came quickly and we woke early.

There was only one bathroom in the room. As pre-planned, Pooja sent Nisha and me for breakfast first, so she and Ranveer could bathe in the meantime.

I was eager to finish breakfast quickly and return to the room, so I ate in a hurry, which surprised Nisha. I urged her to hurry too, but she ate leisurely. With a heavy heart, I had to say something hurtful—that she was eating too much and getting fat.

Nisha's eyes widened in shock. She angrily left her food unfinished. I apologized and gently led her back toward the room.

I had already told Pooja to start their lovemaking a little later and slowly, so that by the time Nisha and I returned from breakfast, it would still be going on.

I had brought the room key with me. Nisha tried to stop me from opening the lock, wanting to knock first, but I unlocked it and pulled her inside.

Moans of "Ohhh... ahhh" were coming from the bathroom. Both Nisha and I realized that fucking was happening inside. Nisha pulled my hand, trying to drag me out of the room, but I pulled her toward the bathroom door instead. The sound of running water mixed with Ranveer's heavy, labored grunting. In between, Pooja's soft, breathless sighs could be heard.

Nisha pinched my wrist hard and signaled me to leave the room with her, but I held her firmly and stayed put.

Yet, Ranveer wasn't moaning Nisha's name. I kept her there for a few more seconds but couldn't hold her longer.

Nisha freed her hand and started walking out alone. She had already taken seven or eight steps toward the door, while I remained standing outside the bathroom.

That was when I heard it for the first time—"Nisha." Ranveer had begun moaning her name while thrusting. Nisha, who had reached near the door, also caught the sound. Her footsteps halted abruptly. She turned around, and a victorious smile played on my lips.

I pointed toward the bathroom with my finger. Nisha's steps slowly turned back toward the bathroom. Her face filled with shock and confusion.

Standing outside the bathroom, Nisha and I listened to the voices coming from inside.

Ranveer: "Ohhh Nisha... come... come, let me fuck you... what a sexy body you have, Nisha... ummmm... today I'll fuck you... ah ah... uhh... yes Nisha, feels so good, Nisha... uhh uhh... ummm... ah ah ah Nisha... I'll fuck your pussy, Nisha... ahh... Nisha, your breasts... I'll squeeze your breasts, Nisha... ohhh Nisha... my cock in your pussy... come, let me fuck you hard."

Standing outside, Nisha stared fixedly at the bathroom door, lost in deep worry and disbelief. Inside, Ranveer had reached his peak, breathing heavily and grunting wildly.

Nisha turned and started walking toward the main door again. I followed her with a satisfied stride. I left the room key behind.

Nisha and I were now strolling outside the hotel. She hadn't spoken a single word yet. I was the one who started the conversation.

Pawan: "I had told you before, but you didn't believe me. Now you heard it with your own ears. Do you believe me now?"

Nisha kept walking silently. After a while, she finally spoke.

Nisha: "I'll talk to Ranveer and Pooja about this."

Pawan: "What's there to talk about now! You heard what's in their hearts."

Nisha: "Maybe they are just doing role-play for fun. Like how you and I used to take Ranveer's name. That doesn't prove Ranveer actually wants to do something wrong with me!"

Pawan: "I know he wants to do dirty things with you."

Nisha: "You've said so many other things too, like the child in my belly is Ranveer's!"

Pawan: "Sorry for that, but it's true."

Nisha: "I don't believe it. Role-play is one thing, and actually fucking is another."

Pawan: "People only role-play with someone's name when there's hidden desire."

Nisha: "When you forced me to take Ranveer's name while we were intimate, there was no bad intention in my heart toward him. Maybe someone forced Ranveer to take my name too."

Pawan: "Who would force him?"

Nisha: "Pooja!"

Pawan: "You suspect your own sister but not Ranveer."

Nisha: "I want to know the truth."

Pawan: "The truth is that Ranveer wants to fuck you."

Nisha: "In front of you, he slapped me that day when I undressed before him!"

Pawan: "Because you were doing it out of anger at that time. Besides, I was standing right there, so he didn't have the courage to do anything."

Nisha: "I had told you, right? Before our marriage, I had once naively given him a chance, and he scolded me."

Pawan: "He did that only because Pooja was home and watching both of you."

Nisha: "How do you know? You weren't there!"

Pawan: "Ranveer himself told me."

Nisha: "I don't believe it. I want to hear it from his own mouth that he wants to fuck me. Only then will I believe."

Read the next episode to find out what Nisha's plan is.


Chapter 2

So far, you have read how Nisha had overheard Ranveer moaning her name while fucking Pooja in the bathroom. Nisha still refused to believe it and told Pawan that she wanted to hear it directly from Ranveer’s own mouth that he truly desired to fuck her.

The story continues now in Pawan's own words…

Pawan: “Ranveer will never admit to you out of fear that he really wants to fuck you, otherwise he would have said it long ago.”

Nisha: “I am going to repeat the same mistake I made earlier. I will myself ask him to fuck me. This time, neither you nor Pooja will be there. Then I will see whether Ranveer actually fucks me or not.”

Pawan: “Have you gone mad! Ranveer will fuck you and you won’t be able to do anything.”

Nisha: “I just want to know the truth—Ranveer’s real truth.”

Now I have become extremely tense. Did Nisha really want to carry out this dangerous experiment? She wanted both Pooja and me to stay away. In that case, Ranveer would definitely fuck Nisha the moment they were alone.

Pawan: “I cannot give you permission for this experiment.”

Nisha: “You have no rights over me. We are already divorced. You cannot stop me.”

Pawan: “At least allow me to be present there. As soon as Ranveer tries anything wrong with you, I will stop him.”

Nisha: “There is no need. I can handle myself. I used to think Ranveer considered me his daughter. If he has no hesitation in fucking me, then fine. I also want to see how he fucks the girl he claims to treat as his daughter.”

Pawan: “Look, Ranveer has already told me what is in his heart. If he wants to fuck you, he will do it even in front of me. My presence won’t make any difference to him. Please let me stay there.”

Nisha: “Alright, if you want to watch, then watch. I also want you to see for yourself how wrong you are about Ranveer. But you will stay hidden, and no matter what happens, you will not come out.”

Pawan: “If Ranveer does anything wrong with you, I will come out and beat him.”

Nisha: “By what right? What are you to me? You will not interfere. Swear on me.”

Pawan: “But…”

Nisha: “If Ranveer turns out to be innocent, then I will not marry you again, because you doubted him once more. And if Ranveer turns out to be guilty and tries to fuck me, then it will be your choice whether you still want to marry me or not.”

Pawan: “Nisha, I know what is going to happen, so please give me permission to stop him.”

Nisha: “Swear on me that you will not interfere, otherwise I will do this experiment behind your back.”

Pawan: “No. I swear that I will not interfere, but I must be there.”

Nisha: “Tonight, after reaching home, I will call Ranveer to my bedroom and you stay hidden in the attached bathroom.”

I nodded in agreement. A deep fear gripped my heart about what might happen tonight. We both returned to the hotel room, where Ranveer and Pooja had already finished their fucking session.

I signaled Pooja with my eyes that I had successfully made Nisha hear Ranveer’s voice from the bathroom, just as we had planned.

I did not tell Pooja about tonight’s dangerous experiment. We spent the whole day sightseeing, though Nisha looked a bit tense and distracted.

In the evening, we reached home. Ranveer and Pooja went to the guest room to sleep. Nisha and I entered our bedroom.

Pawan: “Nisha, think again. If something goes wrong, I want to save you.”

Nisha: “Do you want to leave the house or stay hidden in the bathroom? If you are staying, then you will not come out until Ranveer leaves.”

I fell silent. After some time, Nisha messaged Ranveer to come to our bedroom without telling Pooja.

Before Ranveer arrived, I slipped into the attached bathroom and hid. Ranveer entered the room and Nisha locked the door from inside.

Ranveer: “What happened? Is everything okay? And where is Pawan?”

Nisha: “He has gone out. Now tell me, how do I look to you!”

Ranveer: “You called me from my sleep just to ask this! You are my fairy. There is no one more beautiful than you in this world.”

Ranveer gently tucked the stray lock of hair falling on Nisha's face behind her ear, then softly brushed the back of his fingers across her cheek with lingering affection.

Nisha: “I didn’t ask that. Tell me, who am I to you?”

Ranveer: “What kind of question is this! You are my only sister-in-law.”

Nisha: “That is the relation in the eyes of the world. What do you think of me?”

Ranveer: “What has happened to you today!”

I was watching everything through a slight crack in the bathroom door. Nisha and Ranveer stood close, facing each other. Nisha's face was serious and determined.

Ranveer held Nisha's hand in his, a soft smile playing on his lips.

Nisha: “This morning I heard everything you were saying while fucking Pooja in the bathroom.”

Hearing this, Ranveer was stunned. The smile vanished from his face, replaced by deep seriousness.

Nisha: “Tell me, why did you do that?”

Ranveer: “That… umm… I…”

Nisha: “Tell me the truth. What do you think about me? Do you want to fuck me?”

Ranveer: “No, there is nothing like that, Nisha… I was just…”

Nisha: “If you want to fuck me, I will not stop you. I am standing right in front of you. Do whatever you want.”

Ranveer: “What are you saying! I don’t think like that…”

Nisha pulled her T-shirt off over her head in one swift motion and stood there in just her bra. Ranveer stopped mid-sentence, his eyes hungrily devouring the deep cleavage where her full breasts spilled out of the bra.

Nisha: “I am ready to get fucked by you. Are you ready to fuck me?”

Nisha stared deep into Ranveer’s eyes while his gaze remained fixed on her half-naked body with raw hunger.

Nisha stepped forward and pressed her head against his chest, clinging to him tightly. Ranveer wrapped his arms around her and began caressing her bare arms with slow, sensual strokes.

Nisha: “Will you fuck me?”

Ranveer gave no answer. But now his hand roamed over her bare back and smooth waist, exposed by the bra.

Nisha: “Why aren’t you saying anything? Will you fuck me!”

Ranveer: “What do you want?”

Nisha: “The same thing you want. If you want to fuck me, then I also want to get fucked by you.”

Ranveer reached behind her and unhooked her bra with skilled fingers. With a sudden jerk, the bra loosened its grip on Nisha's body, making her shiver.

Perhaps Nisha had not expected him to actually open her bra. She fell silent. But from behind, Ranveer’s fingers continued tracing her fully exposed bare back and waist, moving up and down with increasing boldness.

Standing inside the bathroom, my hands and legs trembled as I wondered what would happen next. Wasn’t this enough for Nisha to understand Ranveer’s true intentions!

Nisha, who had been clinging to Ranveer’s chest, now pulled back slightly while still holding her bra pressed against her breasts.


Chapter 3

Tension was clear on Nisha's face, but a victorious smile had returned to Ranveer’s. He slid the bra straps down her shoulders, but Nisha still clutched the cups tightly to her chest, refusing to let it fall and keeping her breasts hidden.

Ranveer gripped both her shoulders with his strong hands. They continued staring into each other’s eyes. Nisha's eyes were moist and shining with a mixture of fear and strange excitement.

Nisha: “You really want to fuck me!”

Ranveer: “Every man dreams of fucking a beautiful girl like you.”

Nisha: “And this is your dream too?”

Ranveer: “I am also a man, after all.”

Nisha removed her hands from the bra and let them fall to her sides. The bra slipped down and fell to the floor. Nisha now stood completely topless before him.

Ranveer’s eyes dropped to her bare chest. After so much longing, he finally saw her full, heavy breasts completely naked for the first time. Instead of shame, words of admiration poured from his mouth.

Ranveer: “Wow! I have never seen such beautiful breasts like yours, Nisha. These are the most beautiful breasts in the world.”

Nisha's face showed complete shock. She had not expected this. She had thought Ranveer would make her wear her clothes again, but instead he was praising her naked body with open lust.

Before Nisha could recover from this jolt, Ranveer’s both palms cupped her large breasts firmly and gave them a light, possessive squeeze.

Nisha's mouth opened slightly in surprise. Ranveer’s smile widened, showing his teeth with clear hunger. I stood inside the bathroom, fists clenched tightly in burning anger.

Nisha closed her eyes again. Taking full advantage, Ranveer moved his hands away from her breasts, leaned down, and took one of her nipples into his warm, wet mouth, sucking it hungrily.

A soft moan escaped Nisha's lips for the first time. Her face tilted upward, mouth remaining open in a mix of shock and unwilling pleasure.

I sat inside the bathroom, mentally pleading with Nisha to stop Ranveer now before he took even more advantage, but Nisha seemed determined to test the full extent of Ranveer’s shameless lust.

For the next few seconds, Ranveer continued sucking and squeezing Nisha's nipples and breasts with wet, slurping sounds, his hunger growing wilder.

Nisha then opened her eyes, grabbed Ranveer’s shoulders, and pushed him away from her breasts. Ranveer stood straight again, but the smile of victory still lingered on his face.

Ranveer didn’t waste a single second. He pulled Nisha back against his chest once more. Her full breasts pressed and flattened against him as he gripped her bare back and waist with strong, possessive hands.

Nisha clung to him like a lifeless body, offering no resistance. The deep trust she had placed in the one man she respected the most had shattered completely today.

Ranveer’s hands moved rapidly with rising excitement over the silky skin of her back and waist, while his lips trailed hot, wet kisses along her neck and shoulders.

After a few intense seconds, he released her, quickly pulled off his own T-shirt, and stood topless. Nisha could only stare in stunned silence. Soon Ranveer was completely naked before her, his hard cock standing erect like a steel rod, throbbing with raw hunger.

Nisha's eyes hadn’t yet dropped to his cock. She was still searching his eyes, wondering if any shame remained in them.

Ranveer bent down, yanked her pajama down in one swift motion, and stripped off her panties too. Nisha now stood fully naked, staring blankly into space, lost and broken.

He slipped an arm around her waist and led her toward the bed. Hidden in the bathroom, I kept silently pleading for Nisha to stop him now.

Ranveer positioned her in doggy style on the bed and stood behind her, his body aligned with her round ass. He ran his hands over the smooth, fair curves of her buttocks for a moment, then grabbed his thick cock and rubbed it along the crack of her ass and against the entrance of her pussy.

I prepared myself to burst out and stop him. Nisha turned her head to the side, looking toward the bathroom door.

Our eyes met. I signaled desperately that I wanted to come out. She shook her head slightly and motioned with her eyes for me to stay hidden. Anger surged through me.

We were communicating silently through our eyes when suddenly a sharp moan escaped Nisha's lips. Her mouth hung open in shock as Ranveer let out a deep sigh of relief.

His cock had finally pushed inside her pussy, and his body pressed flush against her ass. For a second, I closed my eyes, swallowing the bitter pain, then forced them open again.

Ranveer could hardly believe he had finally buried his cock deep inside Nisha's pussy. He was breathing heavily in long gasps. His hands resting on her ass trembled with overwhelming excitement.

After about ten seconds, when reality sank in, he pulled his cock back slightly and then thrust it fully inside her again with a powerful stroke.

This time the thrust was faster and deeper. A sharp gasp tore from Nisha's open mouth, and her eyes squeezed shut for a few moments. Ranveer groaned loudly in pleasure. This was only the beginning.

He didn’t stop. He began fucking her with steady, relentless thrusts. Nisha's body rocked back and forth like a mare under his pounding.

Ranveer gripped her waist tightly with both hands and continued fucking her hard in doggy style. Nisha's soft moans had started. They were neither pure of pain nor pleasure.

Her moans carried the heartbreaking pain of betrayal. Her face was turned toward me, and through the strands of hair falling over her eyes, I could see tears streaming down her cheeks.

She was sobbing between her moans, but it had no effect on Ranveer. He kept enjoying her body, thrusting with increasing vigor. I stood there in the bathroom, fists clenched in helpless rage, waiting for Nisha to call for my help.

I felt completely powerless. I wanted to rush out and stop him, but by what right? Nisha herself had allowed this to happen.

If I had known our plan with Pooja would lead to this painful outcome, I would never have made her listen to Ranveer moaning Nisha's name while fucking Pooja.

But it was too late now. Nisha's crying grew louder and more desperate. She clearly needed help. I couldn’t hold back anymore. Her sobs sounded like a cry for rescue.

In a surge of anger, I flung open the bathroom door. The noise immediately drew Ranveer’s attention, but it didn’t stop him. He continued pounding into Nisha without missing a beat.

He had no intention of letting go of this chance to fuck her. Seeing me only seemed to excite him more. He started thrusting into Nisha with even harder, faster strokes.

The force of those thrusts made Nisha cry out in pain. I shouted at Ranveer and rushed forward, shoving him away from her. He lost his balance and fell off the bed with a loud yell.

Nisha, who had been on all fours, collapsed onto her stomach on the bed. I gently stroked her bare back and head, offering her whatever comfort I could.

Then I turned toward Ranveer, who had already gotten back on his feet. I don’t know how many punches and kicks I landed, but his screams of pain shook me.

Ranveer was older than me and I had always respected him, so hearing his cries made me hesitate to hit him further. I just kept shouting at him.

I pushed him hard and shook him violently. Just then, there was a knock on the door and Pooja’s voice called out. She must have heard the commotion. I released Ranveer, opened the door, and let her in. Pooja saw her husband completely naked, his cock still hard and glistening. On the other side, Nisha lay face down on the bed, naked and sobbing loudly. Pooja understood the entire situation at once.

She went to Nisha, gently stroking her back and soothing her until the sobs quieted. Nisha slowly sat up and hugged Pooja tightly, breaking down again in her sister’s arms. It took her a few moments to compose herself. I kept shooting hateful glances at Ranveer, who still stood there shamelessly naked.

Nisha was still completely nude. From the side, her large, heavy breasts, thick thighs, and firm ass were clearly visible. Perhaps that was why Ranveer’s cock continued to throb and twitch with unspent lust.

Pawan: “Have some shame now. Put your clothes on. Why are you still staring at Nisha? Didn’t you feel any shame while doing this dirty act!”

Ranveer kept looking at Nisha's naked body with longing eyes, disappointed that his fuck had been interrupted, secretly hoping she would agree to continue. Then he would glance at my furious face and flinch.

Nisha had calmed down a little. Wiping her tears, she pulled away from Pooja’s chest, turned toward Ranveer, and said with a trembling voice.

Nisha: “You have broken my trust, Ranveer. I never expected this from you.”

Ranveer: “We should have done this long ago, Nisha. We are already so late.”

Pawan: “Look at this shameless man! He still doesn’t accept his mistake.”

Pooja: “Ranveer, what are you saying? Have some shame. You should feel ashamed for doing such things with my younger sister.”

Ranveer: “Oh, so I should feel ashamed? And you and this Pawan feel no shame after what you two did behind my back!”

Pooja and I froze in fear. We worried Ranveer might reveal our secret—that I had fucked Pooja. Nisha looked at us in shock, her eyes darting between Ranveer, me, and her sister.

Nisha: “What things?”

Ranveer: “I’ll tell you, since these two won’t. Last time when we went on that trip and you sprained your ankle, these two—Pooja and Pawan—were fucking each other in the other room.”

Nisha now stared at me and then at Pooja with suspicious, hurt eyes. Pooja lowered her gaze.

Nisha: “Pooja! Is this true?”

Pooja kept her eyes down and suddenly burst into loud, uncontrollable sobs.

Ranveer: “Now how will she speak? When these two were busy blackening each other’s faces, they felt no shame! Today they are lecturing me. What wrong did I do by fucking Nisha? These two have committed the same sin.”

Nisha stood up in her naked state and walked toward me. She looked a mix of shocked and furious. With every step, her heavy breasts bounced seductively.

Nisha: “Pawan, you fucked Pooja! You made the mistake, yet you kept suspecting and throwing dirty accusations only at me all this time.”

Pawan: “Let me explain what happened. It wasn’t entirely my fault, Nisha…”

Nisha: “Did you fuck Pooja or not?”

Pawan: “Yes, it happened, but…”

Nisha: “Enough. No need to say anything more. If you weren’t wrong, you would have told me yourself instead of hiding it.”

Nisha turned away and walked toward Ranveer.

Nisha: “Now my husband and my sister are no longer mine. Who should I stay loyal to? Ranveer, do whatever you want with me. Loyalty has no meaning for me anymore.”

Ranveer placed his hands on her shoulders, made her sit down, and pushed his glistening cock into her mouth. He started thrusting, fucking her mouth with deep strokes.

Nisha sat there silently, letting it happen. Ranveer groaned happily, his mouth open in pleasure. Pooja and I watched the two of them in stunned disbelief.
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Together they began cornering Ranveer, but in his defense, he revealed the secret of Pooja and Pawan's fucking to Nisha. With a broken heart, Nisha gave up in despair and surrendered to Ranveer. He began fucking her mouth with his cock.

The story continues now in Pawan's own words…

Nisha's anger was justified, but did she really need to suck Ranveer’s cock for that? Perhaps this was the way she had chosen to vent her rage and take revenge.

Pooja was also in shock. She got up from the bed and left the room crying. I tried to stop Nisha.

Pawan: “Nisha, I am sorry. But I didn’t do anything. It was Pooja who forced herself on me.”

Nisha pulled Ranveer’s cock out of her mouth and looked at me.

Nisha: “Were you a small child that Pooja fucked you and you couldn’t do anything? You could have stopped her, right!”

Pawan: “I didn’t want to do all that, but I couldn’t stop Pooja. I respect her.”

Nisha: “Why don’t you tell the truth—that you also enjoyed fucking Pooja? You’re talking about respect! I also respected Ranveer, so now I am also getting fucked by him.”

Pawan: “No, please Nisha, don’t do this.”

Nisha stood up, took Ranveer’s hand, and led him toward the bed. Ranveer turned back, looked at me, and smiled as if to say that in trying to trap him, I had trapped myself.

Ranveer lay down on the bed. His cock was rock hard and even more erect. Nisha stood beside the bed, turned, and looked at me with thirsty eyes. At that moment, Ranveer grabbed her wrist, pulled her toward him, and Nisha climbed on top of his cock.

In the next few seconds, Nisha held Ranveer’s cock, rubbed it against her pussy, and tried to push it inside. I kept pleading desperately, saying “please” again and again, begging her not to do it. But the more Nisha was hurting, the more she wanted to hurt me.

My repeated “please, please” pleas stopped only when both Nisha and Ranveer moaned loudly together. Nisha had taken Ranveer’s cock inside her pussy. I stood there in despair, running my hand over my face.

Nisha was punishing herself for my one mistake of infidelity. I was sure she was hurting as much as I was, and it was clearly visible in her tear-filled eyes.

Nisha began riding him slowly, moving up and down. But with every rise and fall, Ranveer let out a loud “Ah ah” moan.

Even though the fucking was slow, Nisha's large breasts bounced lightly with every movement, making the scene intensely seductive.

I hadn’t fucked anyone in a long time, and here right in front of me was a live fucking session that I couldn’t even enjoy.

I stood there like a statue, secretly taking pleasure in watching Nisha's completely naked body for the first time in ages. I tried to forget that she was fucking Ranveer at that moment.

Ranveer grabbed Nisha's ass with both hands and tried to bounce her up and down faster. Nisha didn’t want to ride him hard.

Ranveer held her waist and forced her to move faster, causing strain and pain in her waist. To avoid the pain, Nisha increased her riding speed.

Ranveer’s moans grew louder. Nisha was now bouncing vigorously on his cock. Her heavy breasts were bouncing and dancing wildly up and down.

I had never seen Nisha's breasts bounce like this before. Ranveer’s eyes were also fixed on her bouncing tits.

Every now and then, Ranveer used his hands to squeeze and stop her dancing breasts for a moment. But then he realized that the bouncing breasts were more arousing, so he let them go.

After a few seconds, wet “puuchak puuchak” sounds started coming from Nisha's pussy. Either one or both of them had started leaking juices, creating those slick noises.

By now, the tears filling Nisha's eyes had begun flowing down her cheeks. Nisha had stopped moving.

Ranveer: “Yes Nisha… keep fucking… it feels so good, Nisha… fuck harder… Pooja and Pawan also enjoyed themselves and did it.”

When Nisha didn’t move, Ranveer started thrusting his cock hard into her pussy with powerful strokes.

Nisha: “Aaaahhh… ummmm… Ranveer… aaaii… oooi,...aah aah”

Ranveer kept thrusting with full passion.

Nisha: “Aah Ranveer… naa… ohhh… oooi… aah aah… Ranveer”

Ranveer: “Feels good, doesn’t it, Nisha… tell me, Nisha… doesn’t it feel good getting fucked by me!”

Nisha's eyes had become half-closed. Her mouth was slightly open and strands of hair had fallen on her forehead. She gave no answer.

The fucking I had always suspected and feared was now happening right before my eyes, and I couldn’t believe it was real.

With every thrust, Nisha cried out and moaned.

Nisha: “Haa… haaah… aaaii… uhh”

Ranveer: “Fuck me harder, Nisha… you’re enjoying it, right! .. I’m enjoying it too”

Nisha: “Aaaahhh… ummmm…”

Ranveer: “Feels good?”

Nisha: “Ahh…”

Ranveer: “How good does it feel?”

Nisha: “Aah… uuuhhh…”

Ranveer: “Fuck me harder, Nisha… you’ll feel even better… come on Nisha, fuck me”

Nisha: “Uuu….ahhhaa”

Ranveer: “Yes Nisha… fuck me… I’ve never felt this much pleasure… yes my love Nisha… fuck me hard… aah aah aah Nisha fuck me…”

Just then Pooja came back into the room. Seeing Ranveer and Nisha fucking so passionately, her mind also spun.

Pooja: “Nisha, Ranveer didn’t tell you that at that time I was struggling with a hypersexuality-like condition and I made that mistake. If there had been any deceit in our hearts, we would have continued doing that wrong thing, but we didn’t. Instead, I realized my mistake and told Pawan about it myself. But what you are doing is wrong. Pawan had no fault in what happened between me and him. Like me, you will regret it later too. Stop.”

Nisha looked at Pooja with a tear-streaked face. Meanwhile, Ranveer thrust hard into Nisha's pussy, making her bounce.

Ranveer: “Nisha, don’t listen to Pooja and keep fucking me. See how much fun we are having! Tell me, Nisha… come on, fuck me completely… Nisha, say something…”

Ranveer gave one powerful thrust after another into Nisha's pussy, but Nisha didn’t respond. Suddenly Nisha got off Ranveer and moved to the side. Ranveer kept thrusting his cock up and down in the air.

Ranveer: “Nisha, don’t fall for their words. Come, sit on me again and fuck me. You won’t leave your Ranveer, will you Nisha?”

Nisha said nothing. Ranveer also got up from the bed and grabbed her.

Ranveer: “Since you’ve come this far, let me fuck you. Come…”

Ranveer tried to lay Nisha on the bed, but she pushed his hand away, picked up her clothes, and went into the bathroom. Ranveer kept banging on the bathroom door and calling out to her.

Pooja went to her room. I stood there holding my head. After some time, Nisha came out of the bathroom fully dressed, her face downcast.

Ranveer was still standing naked. His cock had softened a little. He grabbed Nisha again and suggested they continue fucking.

Ranveer: “Why did you put on clothes, Nisha? Come, my work is not finished yet. Come, take off your clothes… suck my cock… it will feel really good.”

Nisha jerked his hand away. In anger, Ranveer used force and squeezed Nisha's large breasts hard with his palms. A loud scream escaped Nisha, and the next moment she slapped Ranveer hard across his face.

Ranveer staggered back two steps. Holding his cheek, he looked at Nisha in shock.

Ranveer: “Nisha! You slapped your Ranveer!”

Nisha: “Get out!”

Ranveer stood there for two or three seconds, then picked up his clothes and left the room. Nisha buried her face in the bed and sobbed for a while.

Ranveer and Pooja left our house. I didn’t know how to react. I had always suspected Nisha of getting fucked by Ranveer, and today for the first time she actually did it, right in front of my eyes.

Later, Nisha got up, took a bath, got ready, and started packing her bag. When I entered the room, she glanced at me once and continued folding her clothes.

Nisha: “I am leaving. The suspicion you had about my relationship with Ranveer has now become true. Now perhaps my leaving won’t make any difference to you.”

I couldn’t say anything and just kept looking at her face.

Nisha picked up her bag and started walking out of my house, saying as she left.

Nisha: “The child in my belly is yours. I will give birth to him. Don’t worry, it won’t be any burden on you. And if you still suspect that this baby isn’t yours either, it doesn’t matter. Nothing makes a difference to me anymore.”

I wanted to stop Nisha, but no words came out of my mouth. She left me standing there, walking away without looking back.

Pooja and Ranveer had reconciled because both had made one mistake each. They were still together.

I had also made a mistake by betraying Nisha after fucking Pooja. In her despair and anger, Nisha had made one mistake too. I felt I should accept her fully.

Pooja kept calling, asking if I had managed to convince Nisha. After that incident, Nisha had stopped talking to both Ranveer and Pooja as well.

Every evening, I would reach outside Nisha's office with flowers, trying desperately to persuade her to come back to me. I hoped that one day she would melt and return to my side.
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But it was of no use.

Nisha would see him and immediately turn her face away. She never picked up Pawan's calls. Nisha had not only stopped talking to Pawan but had also cut off all communication with Ranveer. Ranveer had also tried to persuade Nisha. He wanted the relationship that had once been established with Nisha to continue. But Nisha had now understood Ranveer’s true intentions. That was why she decided to maintain distance from Ranveer. Pawan had been waiting outside Nisha's office for two months now. Nisha's belly had also started to swell noticeably. But her anger toward Pawan showed no signs of cooling down. In the meantime, Ranveer's calls would regularly come to Pawan.

Ranveer: “Hey Pawan, why are you troubling Nisha?”

Pawan: “Where am I troubling her, Ranveer?”

Ranveer: “Look, our relationship has changed now. You are no longer Nisha's husband, so stop calling me Ranveer. Just call me Ranveer.”

Pawan: “Yes, Ranveer .”

Ranveer: “See, Nisha is never coming back to you. Stop chasing her.”

Pawan: “Look, I love Nisha very much and I will get her back no matter what.”

Ranveer: “Even knowing that I have already fucked Nisha?”

Pawan: “That was a mistake, and perhaps the punishment for the mistake I made unknowingly. Nisha also took a step in anger.”

Ranveer: “She took that step in anger that day, but her anger must have cooled down after that.”

Pawan: “What do you mean?”

Ranveer: “I mean that after that day, I have fucked Nisha four or five more times.”

Pawan: “I cannot believe this. Nisha doesn’t even like coming to your house.”

Ranveer: “Alright then, do one thing—see for yourself tomorrow. And you were talking about coming home, so tomorrow I will bring Nisha to my house myself. Now tell me, should I pick Nisha up from her office myself or call her over?”

Pawan: “Nisha will not come to your house.”

Ranveer: “Fine, then we’ll see tomorrow.”

Pawan was burning with anger but stayed calm. The next day, while Pawan was on his way to the office, he suddenly ran into Ranveer.

Ranveer: “Hey Pawan, where are you going in such a hurry?”

Pawan: “To the office right now,” he said, looking angrily.

Ranveer: “Oh yes, I forgot what I told you yesterday about calling Nisha. It just slipped my mind. Now that I see you, let me call her.” Ranveer took out his phone in front of Pawan, searched for Nisha's name, and dialed. The phone rang, and as soon as it was picked up from the other side—

Ranveer: “Hey, where are you, sister-in-law? … Oh no, your admirer met me on the way… I didn’t stop him at all… Listen, one thing—come to my house this evening… Yes, Pooja won’t be home in the evening… Pooja will come back by 9 at night… Anyway, I will soon tell Pooja about our relationship too… She is ready… She is the one who brought us close again… Okay, reach my house sharp at 6 in the evening…”

After hanging up the phone, he said, “Alright Pawan brother, you go to the office. I’ll also leave now. Anyway, I can’t fuck Nisha properly these days because of the baby issue. But all the other things still happen.” Ranveer left, but left many questions swirling in Pawan's mind.

Pawan thought to himself: Does that mean Pooja is also involved in this game? No, no, that day Pooja tried to save Nisha and even tried to explain things to her. But why did Pooja tell Ranveer that we had fucked? Is Ranveer right that Pooja trapped me? No, no, Pooja had that condition. But if she had that condition, she could have had sex with someone else too. Why did she choose only me and then tell Ranveer about it? That means Pooja planned all this to trap me. But what could be Pooja’s benefit behind all this? Many questions were rising in Pawan's mind, but he was not getting any answers.

In the evening, Pawan reached Nisha's office again. Today he also wanted to test Ranveer's words. That was why he did not appear in front of Nisha. Nisha came out of the office and looked around. She didn’t see Pawan today. Nisha looked around once more, but Pawan was still nowhere to be seen. Then Nisha suddenly signaled an auto, spoke to the driver, and got in. Pawan followed the auto from a distance. Today he had brought his friend’s bike so that Nisha wouldn’t recognize him.

As soon as the auto turned toward Ranveer's house, Pawan's heart started beating faster. He felt that Nisha was indeed going to Ranveer's house. And she was going because Ranveer had called her. The auto stopped in front of Ranveer's house. Pawan was watching from the balcony of his house as Nisha got down. At that moment, Ranveer spotted Pawan, recognized him by his clothes, and smiled.

Nisha paid the auto driver and went inside the house. Pawan also left from there after a while. Pawan thought to himself: That means Ranveer was telling the truth. Pooja knows everything and now she is the one helping bring Ranveer and Nisha closer. But why? What benefit does Pooja have?

Then suddenly, the answers to the questions rising in Pawan's mind came to him on their own. Could it be because of Nisha's child? No, no, Pooja already has a child with him. But still… Yes, this could be it. That is why Pooja, along with Ranveer, made a plan to separate Nisha from me. And now she keeps calling to find out what efforts I am making to get Nisha back. No, now I will never talk to Pooja again. With that, Pawan picked up his phone and blocked Pooja's number.

Ranveer had successfully planted the seeds of doubt in Pawan's mind, and to prove his words, he had also provided proof. The main reason was Pawan's suspicious nature… He had been hurt because of it before too, but no habit, whether good or bad, leaves so quickly.

Ranveer had created such a situation that the seeds of doubt had sprouted again in Pawan's mind, and seeing it with his own eyes, he was forced to doubt once more. Though now it was of no use because Nisha had distanced herself from him. He was regretting it and continuously trying to meet Nisha, but Nisha never gave him another chance.

The one thing he could do was write a letter to Nisha… but the tradition of writing letters had long gone, so that idea never came to his mind.

Nisha reached Ranveer's house. Seeing Nisha, Pooja hugged her warmly.

Nisha: “Happy Birthday, Pooja!”

Pooja: “Thank you.”

Today was Pooja's birthday, and almost two months after that incident, Nisha had come to Pooja's house for the first time. Although after that event, Nisha had stopped talking to both Ranveer and Pooja. But today, for her birthday, Pooja had persuaded her to come.

Pooja: “So, how are things going? Do you talk to Pawan?”

Nisha: “Pooja, don’t even take his name. Earlier I only thought he doubted me, but when I found out that the person doubting me was sleeping with you… Ugh! I feel ashamed just thinking about it.”

Ranveer: “Come on, forget those things, Nisha.”
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Ranveer stepped forward to hug Nisha. But Nisha stopped him midway. This was the first time Nisha had stopped Ranveer from hugging her. Otherwise, earlier, at just one signal from Ranveer, Nisha would run and cling to her Brother in law. Ranveer also understood that Nisha was still angry with him. But he thought to himself that he was not in a hurry. He had waited for years to fuck Nisha, so he could wait a little more to fuck her again. Anyway, with the baby growing in Nisha's belly, fucking wouldn’t be possible right now. But first, something had to be done about Pawan and Pooja. Ranveer told Pooja that he had to go out for a while and would be back soon. Ranveer went outside to a place where there was no one around for a distance and then made a call.

Ranveer: “Yes Pawan, how are you?”

Pawan: “I’m fine, Ranveer.”

Ranveer: “Hey, right now Nisha is at my house. I already sent Pooja out. I wish you were here too so you could see how your wife sucks my cock. But there’s no need for you to feel disappointed. Just stay on the phone. I’ll let you hear something.” He placed the phone on the side of the sofa. “Okay, don’t say anything from your side.” After that, only Ranveer's voice could be heard on the phone.

Ranveer: “Nisha, Nisha yaar, how long will you take? Come quickly… I’ll wait two minutes… Wow, you look absolutely stunning… You too, Ranveer… Hey yaar. Hey, what are you doing… Please don’t take off all your clothes… No Nisha, it doesn’t feel good with clothes on… Hey, we only talked about you sucking the cock and you haven’t even cleaned it properly. First go and clean it… Hey wait—wait.” Then sounds of soft moans started coming. “Yes Nisha, just like that, just like that. Keep sucking. Just two more minutes. I’m about to cum.” Then some gagging and muffled sounds followed. “Ranveer, you are very naughty. You released it straight in my mouth.”

A full five minutes had passed. Ranveer looked toward the phone, which was still connected.

Ranveer: “Pawan, did you hear that? Anyway, you probably won’t believe it. But it’s true. If Pooja were here right now, I would have made her confirm it. There’s no one else in the house except Nisha.”

Pawan: “I can’t believe that Nisha could do this.” Pawan disconnected the phone.

Pawan immediately called Pooja. Although he had blocked Pooja's number, he could still call from his side. After a short while, Pooja's phone started ringing. As soon as Pooja picked up, she saw Pawan's name on the screen. Both Nisha and Ranveer noticed it.

Pooja: “Hey Pawan, why is he calling me at this time? I hope there’s no trouble.”

Ranveer: “Yaar, how would I know? Do one thing—put the phone on speaker and see what he says.”

Pooja: “Hello Pawan. Hey, where are you? I’ve been trying to reach you for a few days but your phone doesn’t connect.”

Now how could Pawan tell her that he had put her number on the block list?

Pawan: “That Pooja, my phone was faulty. That’s why. By the way, where are you right now? I wanted to meet you.”

Pooja fell into thought.

Ranveer: “Yaar, Nisha is here right now. If Pawan comes here, there might be a scene. Make some excuse to him.”

Pooja: “Hey, what’s the hurry to meet right now? We can meet in the morning.”

Pawan: “Yes. By the way, where are you right now?”

Pooja: “I have come with Ranveer to a relative’s house.”

Pawan: “Okay, can I talk to Ranveer?”

Pooja: “Hey, what has happened to you? You used to run away from talking to Ranveer. Okay, let me give him.” But when Pooja looked, Ranveer was not there. She called out to Ranveer but got no reply. “Hey, Ranveer was just here but it seems he has gone somewhere. He’ll come soon. I’ll let you talk to him then. Okay.” And Pooja disconnected the phone.

After the call ended, Pawan became convinced that Pooja was lying to him. It was clear she was not at home, but why did she feel the need to say that Ranveer was also with her? Was Nisha really sucking Ranveer's cock? Thinking this, tears came to Pawan's eyes. Just then a hand landed on his shoulder. He turned around to look.

Pawan: “Hey Ranveer , it’s you.

Ranveer: “Yes, I was watching you standing here for a long time. How long will you keep standing here? Nisha is staying here the whole night today. Look, just forget her now. This is best for both you and Nisha.”

Pawan: “Sorry Ranveer. Please Ranveer, just once make me talk to my Nisha. Just once!”

Ranveer: “Look, it’s difficult, but I’ll still try. But you will not come between me and Nisha.”

Pawan: “Look, whatever Nisha wants, she is free to do. Anyway, I have no rights over her now. If you make me talk to her, I will be grateful to you.”

Ranveer: “Okay, I’ll try. I’ll arrange your talk in two-four days. But right now you leave from here. Because if Nisha sees you, it will create trouble for you. And yes, don’t come in front of Nisha for the next few days.”

After that Pawan left. For two-three days Pawan did not go to Nisha's office. Nisha thought that Pawan must be hiding somewhere nearby. On one hand, Pawan's heart was not ready to accept that Nisha would suck Ranveer's cock. On the other hand, his mind said that Ranveer must have definitely taken advantage of Nisha being alone this time. She has a child in her belly and at this time Nisha also needs emotional support, and Pooja and Ranveer must have taken advantage of that.

Pawan was thinking this when his phone rang. A number was displayed on the phone. Pawan talked on the phone for some time and a slight happiness appeared on his face. But at the same time, lines of worry deepened on his face. Pawan thought to himself that it had now become very important for him to meet Nisha. Because if he could not talk to Nisha even now, then perhaps Nisha would never meet him in his entire life. Thinking this, Pawan made up his mind.

For seven-eight days continuously, Pawan stood outside Nisha's office, but Nisha was nowhere to be seen. Pawan's disappointment was increasing. Pawan did not know that Nisha was not coming to the office because of ill health. But every evening Pawan would definitely stand outside Nisha's office.

Pawan thought to himself that if Nisha didn’t come today either, then he would not be able to meet her. But why was she not coming to the office? Had she got her transfer done? No, no, Nisha was not ready to leave this city, so she must not have applied for a transfer. There must be some other reason. Pawan was thinking all this when he saw Nisha coming out of the office. Pawan immediately reached near Nisha.

Pawan: “Nisha, I have something important to talk to you about.”

Nisha: “Look, I have no interest in talking to you in any way.”

Pawan: “I accept that what I did with Pooja was not right. But it was not my fault. I never looked at her in that way.”

Nisha: “I don’t want to talk about this matter anymore.”

Pawan: “Please listen to me. Just give me ten minutes.”

Nisha: “Our paths have separated. So it’s better that you don’t waste your time.”

Pawan held Nisha's hand and said, “Please Nisha, I accept that I made a big mistake, but what you did—”

Nisha looked at Pawan angrily and jerked her hand free. “Look, if you want to create a scene here, you can. But I am not ready to listen to anything you say. You have lost all your rights over me. Yes, the child in my belly—I will definitely give him your name. Apart from that, nothing is left in our relationship now.”

All this conversation between Pawan and Nisha was happening on the road. Seeing the argument between the two, some people also started gathering there. Seeing all this, an elderly man said, “Hey brother, why are you harassing the girl?”

Pawan: “Sir, she is my friend.”

Nisha: “No sir, I am not his friend and I don’t want to talk to him at all.”

Then another man came and pushed Pawan, saying, “Look, you seem decent by face but your intentions don’t look right.” At that moment another man slapped Pawan hard on his cheek. Pawan staggered from the slap and Nisha was also shocked. She had not expected this at all. Pawan's cheek turned red. Seeing this, worry appeared on Nisha's face. Nisha was about to say something when a car stopped near her. Pooja and Ranveer got down from it.

Ranveer: “Hey, what’s going on? And you, Pawan, how many times have I told you not to come here?”

Elderly man: “Do you know him?”

Ranveer: “Yes, I know him. He is an acquaintance of ours and this girl is my relative. She is my sister-in-law.”

Elderly man: “Okay then, you explain it to him. This boy was troubling the girl.”

On the other side, Pooja took Nisha and sat inside the car. Ranveer took Pawan a little distance away.

Ranveer: “Look, if I wanted, I could have had these people do such things to you that you couldn’t even imagine. But I don’t want any scene in front of Nisha. You should understand that you are still standing on your own feet only because Nisha is here. And I am telling you for the last time—don’t even think of coming between me and Nisha. After Nisha gives birth to this child, I will make her the mother of my child.”

Pawan: “Look, Ranveer—”

Ranveer: “Not Ranveer, just Ranveer!”

Pawan: “Ranveer , please try to understand. I cannot live without Nisha. And it is very important for me to meet her today.”

Ranveer: “Oh, what is so urgent that you need to meet her so badly today?”

Pawan: “Ranveer , I have got a job in another company. The company is sending me to USA for one and a half years. I have to leave tomorrow. I have been trying to meet Nisha for the last eight-nine days, but she came to the office today. I only have today.”

Ranveer thought to himself that Pawan didn’t know Nisha was on leave. “Well, that’s good for me. And now this thorn is going away for one and a half years. Look Pawan, Nisha, Pooja and I had gone on a trip for a week. That’s why she didn’t come to the office. Anyway, we had a lot of fun. Nisha is very happy with me. She is about to become a mother, so I am trying to give her as much happiness as possible, but you keep making her cry. Now I will have to console her again.”

Pawan: “Ranveer, sorry—Ranveer , please try to understand my point.”

Ranveer: “Yaar, what should I understand? It is in your best interest to leave from here. Anyway, that day you must have heard how Nisha was sucking my cock. Tonight also I will make her suck my cock. I can’t fuck her properly right now. But once the baby is born, you will see—I will show you live too. Anyway, you also have a desire to see Nisha getting fucked by me. And you have already seen it. But I will show you Nisha's fucking only on one condition—you watch us fucking peacefully. If you interfere, I cannot give you this opportunity.”

Pawan: “Please Ranveer , leave Nisha.”

Ranveer: “No Pawan, I have now got used to Nisha.”

Pawan: “You have your own wife, still you—”

Ranveer: “Fine, once Nisha takes my child in her belly, then I will think. And Ranveer took leave from Pawan, sat in his car, and left with Nisha and Pooja. Pawan was left standing on the road.

Pawan could not understand what he should do—should he leave the opportunity to go to the USA or forget Nisha? After all, it was a question of his life. He knew that the opportunity he had got today would never come again. He was not even able to meet Nisha. He called her thirty-forty times a day but she did not pick up. After thinking a lot, Pawan decided that he would go to the USA.

He would try to at least talk to Nisha on the phone before leaving. Anyway, it was a matter of one and a half years. One and a half years would pass just like that. But what to do about Ranveer? He was the one who distanced Nisha from him and succeeded in fucking her himself. Now he had come close to Nisha again. After Nisha's delivery, would Ranveer leave her? And he might even impregnate her. No, no, Nisha would never be ready for that. She had already taken divorce from him. In such a situation, without another marriage, she would not get pregnant at any cost. But Ranveer could definitely fuck her. Yes, that could happen. And the way Nisha got ready to suck Ranveer's cock today, it was clear that she would not stop him even when Ranveer fucked her.

Pooja had also always supported them. She herself forced sex with me and then told Ranveer about it. She played a double game with me. She saved her own home and gave Ranveer what he wanted. She was acting in front of me as if she was on my side, but when you think about the whole game, it is clear that Pooja herself made the complete plan to trap me. And when Nisha, Pooja and Ranveer—all three—are against me, what can I do by staying here?

Nisha doesn’t even talk to me, and even if she does, there is more chance that she will believe her sister and Ranveer. It is better that I go to the USA because such an opportunity comes only once in a lifetime.

Pawan called Nisha once again, but even today Nisha did not pick up Pawan's call. Pawan then left for the USA. Even after reaching the USA, Pawan kept calling Nisha continuously. But Nisha's anger had still not reduced.

In the meantime, Nisha continued going to the office. While leaving the office, Nisha would definitely look around once. She felt that Pawan was hiding somewhere nearby and watching her. It was only Nisha's illusion because Pawan was not even in Ind!a. Nisha said to herself, “Pawan is trying to play with my mind. He thinks that if he doesn’t show himself, I will get worried and fall for his words. But this is all Pawan's mistake. If he wants to play games with me, let him. Because of his actions, I had to take divorce him. I don’t even like talking to such a man.”

In the meantime, as Nisha's delivery time was approaching, Pooja started trying hard to persuade her to shift to their house. But remembering the old incident with Ranveer, Nisha was not ready to go to Pooja's house at any cost. Ranveer also tried a lot to persuade Nisha. But Nisha was not ready to go to Ranveer's house at any cost. Sometimes, on too much insistence, she would go to their house but would return to her own home after one or two hours.


Chapter 7

Nisha still could not believe that Ranveer had been harboring the desire to fuck her for years. In the meantime, Ranveer kept talking to Pawan on the phone from time to time. Sometimes he talked normally, and sometimes he told him about the oral sex happening between him and Nisha. Pawan started imagining such scenes after listening to Ranveer's words, in which Nisha was sucking Ranveer's cock. Meanwhile, one day Pooja reached Nisha's house.

Pooja: “Look Nisha, you are now six months pregnant. You need care. You live alone here. If you ever need a doctor, who will you ask for help?”

Nisha: “No Pooja, I will manage everything.”

Pooja: “Look, forget the old things now. I have also forgotten. Remembering old things only harms oneself.”

Nisha: “How can I forget, Pooja? The one I trusted betrayed me. I trusted Ranveer so much, had blind faith in him, and he fucked me.”

Pooja: “But tell me, who called him into the room? Who started undressing in front of him? The fault is not only Ranveer's, it is yours too.”

Nisha: “Pooja, I was only doing all that to remove Pawan's suspicion. I was troubled by Pawan's habit of doubting. I never doubted Pawan's character. But he doubted my character. Was Pawan right? The one who could not trust his own wife.”

Nishu: Pooja, at that time I just couldn’t understand what was happening to me. Ranveer could do all those things to me that he did. Even today, I can’t believe it. And then when Ranveer told me about your and Pawan's intimate moments, I completely lost control of myself.

Pooja: I had already warned you earlier that you would regret whatever you were doing. Anyway, let’s forget what has passed and try to start a new life afresh. By the way, tell me one thing—after that fight incident in front of your office, did Pawan ever try to meet you again?

Nishu: Pooja, Pawan definitely comes there, that’s a different matter, but he doesn’t come in front of me anymore. His calls still come on my phone, but I’m the one who doesn’t talk to him. He must be calling you too.

Pooja: No, Pawan's calls don’t come to me either. I tried many times, but Pawan has probably blacklisted my number.

Nishu: Your number is blacklisted? Has his mind gone bad, or have you misunderstood something?

Pooja: No, there’s no misunderstanding. Once I called him from my neighbor’s phone. He picked up, but as soon as I said that I am Pooja speaking, he cut the call saying he doesn’t want to talk to me.

Nishu: But why doesn’t he want to talk to you? His mind must have really gone bad.

Pooja: No, I think he suspects that I deliberately told you about our intimate encounter.

Nishu: This man can never improve. He will always keep doubting.

Pooja: Come on, forget what happened. I’ll make him understand later. But you should forgive him. After all, you made a mistake too.

Nishu: I made the mistake in anger, and Ranveer had also broken my trust. I can forgive Pawan once, but I will never forgive Ranveer.

Pooja: Okay, now don’t stay so angry. And if Pawan calls now, talk to him once. If possible, you call him yourself.

Nishu: Why should I call him?

Pooja: Look, Pawan has humbled himself so much over his mistake. He is also regretting doubting you. If you don’t love him at all, then don’t call from your side. Otherwise, talk to him once.

Nishu: Fine, Pooja. If Pawan doesn’t call today, I’ll call him tomorrow.

A conversation was going on between Pooja and Nishu, and a man was looking troubled listening to it. It was Ranveer, who had arrived a little while ago. He had only heard that if Pawan doesn’t call Nishu today, then Nishu would call Pawan tomorrow. But suddenly an idea struck Ranveer, and a sly smile appeared on his face. Ranveer left quietly the same way he had come. In reality, Pooja had asked Ranveer to go to Nishu's house and convince her. Ranveer had come to Nishu's house for that very reason.

But Ranveer could never stop his wicked ways. Now he was ready to play a new game. He sat in his car and called Pawan. After five or six rings, Pawan picked up the phone.

Pawan: Yes, Ranveer Sir, how are you?

Ranveer: Yaar, I’m the one who always calls you. You never call me.

Pawan: Yes, I stay busy, he said to himself in his mind, and you also shouldn’t call me

Ranveer: Yaar, look, I’ve started feeling pity for you now. I’m ready to help you.

Pawan: Happily, what kind of help, Ranveer Sir?

Ranveer: Look, you want to win Nishu back. I will help you with that.

Pawan: Thank you, Ranveer Sir.

Ranveer: But yaar, there’s one problem.

Pawan: What

Ranveer: For the last three-four days, I’ve been pressuring Nishu to forgive you, but she’s not ready.

Pawan: Yes, I know she’s very stubborn.

Ranveer: But you also know me. Once I decide something, I achieve it. Look at Nishu herself—I’ve fucked her once right in front of you, and now I’ve lost count of how many times she has sucked my cock.

Pawan: Sighing coldly, yes.

Ranveer: Look, Nishu is ready to forgive you on one condition.

Pawan: What condition?

Ranveer: Nishu has said that if you accept my relationship with her, then she is ready to come back to you. You know, I had to come outside my house to talk to you.

Pawan: Yes, I can hear the sound of vehicles.

Ranveer: Now you give the answer to Nishu yourself that you have no objection to my relationship with her. Anyway, Nishu will call you tomorrow and tell you this. Tell her your decision, and yes, whatever your decision is, make sure to inform Nishu once. Ranveer hung up the phone and laughed openly.

On the other side, tears started flowing from Pawan's eyes. He couldn’t understand what answer he should give to Ranveer's proposal. Ranveer was openly asking for permission to fuck Nishu. After this, for the first time in his life, Pawan ordered alcohol and finished the entire bottle in one go. In the intoxication of alcohol, he didn’t even realize when he fell into the arms of sleep.

Nishu was waiting for Pawan's call. But Pawan was drunk and lost in another world. In the morning, Pawan woke up, went to the gym as usual, got ready, and left for the office. In the USA, this has become Pawan's daily routine. He always went to the gym, which was making his body more muscular and toned. It was morning in the USA and night time in Ind!a. Nishu couldn’t sleep. She kept waiting for Pawan's call till late at night and didn’t even realize when her eyes closed.

In the morning, Nishu went to the office. She knew Pawan never called during office hours. This way, the day also passed. Around 9 PM at night, Nishu decided to call Pawan. On the other side, Pawan's mind was in turmoil. Ranveer had called a little while ago and said that he had prepared Nishu to call. She would talk to him shortly. But Nishu had clearly said that he would have to approve their relationship before she moved forward.

Pawan felt that Ranveer was lying and making fun of him. Where Nishu hadn’t picked up his calls for four months, and here Ranveer was saying that Nishu was going to call him. It seemed he still considered him a fool. Pawan was lost in these thoughts when suddenly his phone rang. As soon as his eyes fell on the phone screen, his eyes widened because it was Nishu's call.

Pawan: That means Ranveer was telling the truth. Nishu wants to stay with Ranveer and is calling me only on his sayings. Thinking this, tears came to Pawan's eyes. With trembling hands, Pawan picked up the phone and said hello. On the other side—

Nishu: Hello, how are you, Pawan?

Pawan: I’m fine.

Nishu: I wanted to talk to you about something very important. Now I don’t know how to say it. That day with Ranveer, Nishu could only say this much when Pawan's anger exploded.

Pawan: So this is it—you want to continue your relationship with your Brother in law and are asking for my permission for it.

Nishu: Pawan, what nonsense are you talking about?

Pawan: Oh, I’m talking nonsense? Even right now you are at Ranveer's house and sucking his cock. You’re talking to me only on his instructions. Am I not right?

Nishu: You will never improve, Pawan, no matter how angry you get. I thought the worm of suspicion had left your mind. But you have gone completely mad. I am at my own house and Ranveer is at his house.

Pawan: Why are you lying to me? I have seen you many times going to Ranveer’s house, and that too when Pooja is not at home.

Nishu: She became mad with anger and said, yes, I go, and you were saying I suck his cock, so let me tell you that I suck his cock every day, and right now I am in Ranveer’s bedroom.

Pawan: Laughing, finally you admitted the truth. You think I don’t know anything, but I know everything.

Here, Nishu angrily threw her phone and started crying. For two days, Nishu didn’t even go to the office. During this time, Pooja kept calling Nishu continuously, but Nishu's phone had gotten damaged after falling, so the calls didn’t connect. Meanwhile, Pawan also wondered if he had said too much to Nishu. But even if he had, did he even want to stay with Nishu anymore?


Chapter 8

Nishu was filled with intense anger towards Pawan at this moment. Tears kept flowing continuously from her eyes as she muttered to herself, “This man can never improve in his life. It’s because of his endless suspicions that I had to decide to distance myself from him.” Pawan had been apologizing repeatedly, but even today, his old habits remained unchanged. If she were still with him now, he would still be doubting her every move.

On the other side, Pawan was restless too, his heart heavy with turmoil. But eventually, he forced himself to focus on his office work. After all, it was midnight in Ind!a. The day was in full swing in the USA.

For two days, Pooja had been trying Nishu's phone, but it kept showing switched off. This was increasing Pooja's worry, so she finally spoke to Ranveer.

Pooja: Listen, Nishu's phone hasn’t been connected for two days.

Ranveer: Yaar, it must be some network issue or something.

Pooja: No, she needs someone with her right now. Do one thing—when you leave for work, drop me at Nishu's house on the way.

Ranveer: Arre, what will you do by going there? My office time and Nishu's office time are almost the same. By the time I reach, she’ll already be ready to leave for the office.

Pooja: Then let’s do this—we’ll leave an hour early. After that, you can go to the office, and I’ll return home by cab.

Ranveer thought to himself, *Alright, this excuse will at least give me some time alone with Nishu. That sister-in-law isn’t even letting me touch her these days.* He also needed to find out what exactly had happened between Nishu and Pawan, since Pawan wasn’t picking up calls either. Nishu wasn’t ready to talk to him about it.

With that, Ranveer and Pooja got ready and reached Nishu's flat. Seeing Pooja brought Nishu as much joy as seeing Ranveer brought her equal disappointment.

Pooja: Arre yaar, why isn’t your phone connecting? You haven’t blocked me like Pawan, have you?

Nishu: No, Pooja, I would never do that. Right now, you’re the only one standing by my side.

Ranveer: Arre, why only Pooja? I’m also always with you.

Nishu: With a faint smile, “Yes, that’s true.”

Pooja: Arre, don’t you have to leave?

Ranveer: Yeah, I’ll head out now. Ranveer stood up, stepped out of the house, but then, after thinking for a moment, he came back around to the back of Nishu's house, where he could clearly see the drawing room. Ranveer wanted to eavesdrop on what conversation had taken place between Pawan and Nishu.

Pooja: Yes, now tell me—what exactly happened between you two? Did you call Pawan, or did he call you?

Hearing Pooja's question, Nishu burst into tears.

Pooja, worried: What happened? Did something go wrong?

Nishu: Yes, Pooja. He still doubts me. I had called him, but the way he responded… you wouldn’t believe it even if you heard it. Nishu then narrated the entire conversation with Pawan. Even Pooja couldn’t understand what was really going on. On one hand, Pawan had been going crazy to meet Nishu, circling around her office, and now he was saying such things. Could it be that he had started something with another girl? But then she thought, *No, Pawan loves Nishu deeply. He can’t do that.*

Pooja: But where is your phone?

Nishu: I got so angry at Pawan's words that I threw my phone on the floor. It broke completely—the entire display is ruined.

Pooja: Yaar, you should control yourself. It was an unnecessary loss. Now quickly get a new phone or get this one repaired. I’ll tell Ranveer—he’ll get the display changed for you.

Nishu: Okay, Pooja.

Listening to their conversation from outside, Ranveer felt extremely pleased. He thought, *Another golden opportunity to make Pawan look like a fool has landed in my hands. Now I’ll strengthen the suspicion in his mind even more. After this, he won’t even have the courage to call Nishu himself.* With that, Ranveer left for his work, Nishu also headed to her office, and Pooja returned home.

In the evening, Pooja said to Ranveer: Listen, Nishu's phone is damaged. The display is completely shattered. If you know someone, get it fixed.

Ranveer: Arre, how did it break? It’s such an expensive phone.

Pooja: Nishu was talking to someone on the terrace when suddenly the phone slipped from her hand.

Pooja lied to Ranveer. But Ranveer already knew everything. Still, he didn’t say anything.

Ranveer: Okay, I’ll collect Nishu's phone from her office today and return it in a day or two.

Pooja: One or two days? But this should only take a few hours.

Ranveer: Yaar, first I’ll have to get it done at the company service center. Secondly, it might take five to seven hours. No one has that much time. I’ll give her one day to manage, pick it up the next day, and deliver it to Nishu.

Pooja: Fine, then tomorrow itself, collect Nishu's phone from her on the way to the office. Or better, go to her house in the morning. It seems if you go to the office, she might not carry the broken phone because there’s no point. And you can drop Nishu at her office too.

Ranveer knew that if he mentioned the house, Pooja would suggest the office, so he had brought up the office. But Pooja was now telling him to go to Nishu's house and drop her at the office. The office route was only ten minutes, but for Ranveer, those ten minutes were more than enough.

The next day, Ranveer reached Nishu's house in the morning. Pooja was getting ready to leave for the office. But seeing Ranveer suddenly, she was surprised.

Nishu, with a faint smile: Arre, Ranveer, you? Pooja hasn’t come.

Ranveer: No, Pooja told me that there’s some issue with your phone’s display. It needs to be changed. So I came here. Do one thing—give me your phone. I’ll get it fixed today and return it to you by tomorrow evening.

Nishu immediately took out the phone from the safe and handed it to Ranveer. She wanted to get rid of Ranveer as quickly as possible, so she didn’t even remove the SIM or the memory card.

Ranveer: Come, I’ll drop you at your office.

Nishu: No, Ranveer, I’ll go by rickshaw.

Ranveer: Yaar, now let go of the anger. I’ve apologized to you so many times.

Nishu: Look, I’ve already forgiven you for that. But please don’t trouble yourself. I’ll go by rickshaw.

Ranveer persuaded Nishu a lot, and finally, she agreed to go with him. On the way, Ranveer tried hard to talk to her, but Nishu only gave short yes or no answers, nothing more. Ranveer also brought up Pawan's matter and asked if any call had come from him. But Nishu clearly said she didn’t want to talk about Pawan at all. Meanwhile, they reached Nishu's office. She got down from Ranveer's car and walked straight inside without looking back.

Ranveer smiled to himself. *Nishu, I’m in no hurry, but what happened between us once will start again. No matter how much you try to avoid me.* And to Pawan, he thought, *Today you’re finished. After today, you’ll only hate Nishu. You’ve called her enough. Now you’ll forget about calling Nishu altogether.*

After that, Ranveer called a man. On the other side—

Sanjay: Hello, Ranveer . How come you remembered me today?

Ranveer: There’s an urgent job.

Sanjay: Yes, tell me, brother.

Ranveer: I need Payal tonight.

Sanjay: Yaar, I’ll have to check if Payal is free tonight or not.

Ranveer: Yaar, find out quickly and tell me. I need her no matter what.

Sanjay: Okay, wait ten minutes. But she’ll charge five thousand for one night.

Ranveer: Fine, send her to me sharp at seven.

Sanjay: First let me confirm if she’s available.

Payal was a call girl whom Ranveer had called for tonight. A few months ago, Ranveer had fucked Payal along with his three friends. His three friends had come to his city; they held good positions in an MNC company. One of them was the Marketing Head from Europe. But here, they had become friends with Ranveer. Ranveer had partied with them many times, and girls were called at night during those parties. That was how Payal had been called one day, and Ranveer had fucked her then. Payal was nowhere near Nishu in looks, but if there was one thing similar, it was her voice. And today, Ranveer needed exactly that. He was praying inwardly that Payal would be free tonight. Just then, Sanjay’s call came.


Chapter 9

Sanjay: Hello, Ranveer . Your work is done. Payal will meet you at KD Chowk sharp at seven. I’ve sent her your phone number. Reach there exactly at seven. My man will collect the money from your office in the afternoon.

Ranveer: Okay, Sanjay .

Sanjay: By the way, you remembered us after so many days this time. Earlier, you needed girls three or four times a week.

Ranveer: Arre brother, I got a bit busy with work. After talking to Sanjay, Ranveer called Pooja.

Pooja: Hello. Did you take Nishu's phone?

Ranveer: Yes, I’ve taken the phone and I’m going to get it repaired. But yaar, I have some urgent work tonight and have to go out. I’ll be back tomorrow morning.

Pooja: When will you return?

Ranveer: I’ll be back by six or seven in the morning. Don’t wait up for me at night. Though if the work finishes early, I might return tonight itself.

Pooja: No, there’s nothing urgent. Okay, take care of yourself.

After that, Ranveer first handed Nishu's phone for repair and quietly removed her SIM and memory card. He inserted Nishu's memory card into his own phone first and checked all the folders. He didn’t find anything special, just some of Nishu's photos. There were wedding photos too, and the maximum number of photos were of Pawan. Seeing this, Ranveer realized that Pawan still occupied a deep place in Nishu's heart. He felt a little disappointed, but then smiled thinking he still had more than a year’s time. During this period, he would create such distance between Pawan and Nishu that they would never be able to come together again.

In the evening, sharp at seven, Ranveer reached a hotel with Payal.

Ranveer: Payal, yaar, today I want you to fuck me pretending to be Nishu, not Payal.

Payal: Arre, what’s the issue? Whether you fuck me thinking I’m Nishu or Aishwarya, it doesn’t matter to me. I only care about the money you’ve already paid.

Ranveer: Fine, then you have to do a role-play. Ranveer explained the entire script to Payal in detail.

Payal: Look, Seth, there’s no trouble in this, right?

Ranveer: Yaar, there’s nothing like that. And you already know my name, so call me by my name. Actually, I want to teach my wife a lesson. She’s having an affair with someone else. I’ve explained to her a lot, but she isn’t ready to listen. Now, when she finds out that I’ve also walked the same path, maybe her mind will straighten out.

Payal: Okay, Seth. But for this work, I’ll charge two thousand rupees extra. And don’t tell Sanjay about this, or he’ll ask for his commission from it too.

Ranveer: Fine. He took out two thousand rupees from his pocket and gave it to Payal.

Seeing the two thousand rupees, Payal’s face lit up with happiness. She said, “Tell me, what do I have to do?” Ranveer explained her role clearly and sent her to the washroom. On the other side, Ranveer called Pawan from Nishu's number.

Pawan's heart started beating faster as soon as he saw Nishu's name on the screen. He was also regretting the way he had spoken to her last time.

Pawan: Hello, Nishu. I’m sorry for what I said to you.

Ranveer: Yaar, this is Ranveer speaking. Nishu asked me to talk to you.

Pawan: What? Is Nishu at your house?

Ranveer: Yes, Nishu is with me. Pooja wasn’t feeling well today. She somehow managed to fall asleep with great difficulty, so I asked Nishu to stay back. Actually, Nishu herself insisted on staying. I know you won’t believe my words, that’s why I’m calling you from Nishu's phone. Now stay on the line, I’ll let you hear something more. After that, Ranveer called out to Payal, who was actually playing Nishu. “Nishu… Nishu, yaar, how much time will you take? Come quickly.”

Payal: Yes, coming, Ranveer.  Payal’s voice was very similar to Nishu's, which startled even Pawan.

Ranveer: Yaar, come fast. I can’t hold back anymore.

Payal: Here I am. From here onward, I’ll write it as Nishu because right now Pawan was imagining Ranveer with Nishu. Pawan thought that at this moment, Ranveer and Nishu were alone in the room while Pooja was sleeping in the other room.

Ranveer: Yaar, Nishu, I can’t bear it anymore. I fucked you once, and now my mind isn’t satisfied. Today I’m dying to fuck you again.

Nishu: Ranveer, even I’m in the mood, but what can I do? There’s a baby in my belly. If something happens to it because of our fucking, it’ll create a huge problem.

Ranveer: Yaar, baby this, baby that. Do one thing—get rid of this baby. I’ll make you pregnant again.

Nishu: No, Ranveer. This is the symbol of Pawan's love. And anyway, I’m in my seventh month now. We can’t abort it anymore.

Ranveer: That means I’ll have to wait another two or three months. What should I do till then?

Nishu: Ranveer, I’ll take care of your needs the way I’ve been doing.

Ranveer: Yaar, just sucking my cock doesn’t give full pleasure.

Nishu: Then what should I do, Ranveer, so that you enjoy it fully and feel satisfied?

Ranveer: Do one thing—take off all your clothes and get completely naked. Then suck my cock and make it release its load.

Nishu: Arre, what’s the need to remove clothes? I can suck your cock just like this.

Ranveer: No, yaar. There’s a different pleasure in making you naked and getting my cock sucked by you.

Nishu: You’re something else, Ranveer. You always have your own way.

Ranveer: Yaar, where could I have my own way? If I had, then the child in your belly would have been mine, not Pawan's.

Nishu: That’s a matter of fate. The one who deceived me and the one who doubts my character—today his child is in my belly. And the one who truly loves me is sitting there with a long face, helpless.

Ranveer: Don’t worry. Give birth to Pawan's child first. After that, I’ll make you pregnant again. You’ll give birth to my child too, won’t you?

Nishu: Ranveer, you can make me pregnant whenever you want, but I’ll only give birth to the child after I marry someone.

Ranveer: Then tell me, when do you want to get married?

Nishu: No, Ranveer. I’ve already experienced marriage once. For a few years now, I want to live a free life. I’ll think about it after that.

Ranveer: That means I can only get you pregnant then.

Nishu: Ranveer, you can make me pregnant anytime, but I’ll only give birth when I’m married to someone. Even if you get me pregnant, I’ll get an abortion.

Ranveer: Okay, enough talking now. Take off your saree.

Nishu first removed her saree, then unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. Next, she pulled the string of her petticoat, loosening it, and the petticoat fell to the floor.

Ranveer: Yaar, your belly is swollen because of the pregnancy, and you look even sexier like this. You look so beautiful even in your bra and panties.

Nishu: Fine, then let’s leave them on.

Ranveer: No, take them off quickly too.

Nishu: You won’t listen, will you? Here, I’ve removed my bra. The sound of the hook opening could be heard as Nishu reached back, unclasped it, and pulled the bra off from the front. Now Nishu's full, heavy breasts bounced freely in the air.

Ranveer: Yaar, your boobs have become much bigger than before…

Nishu: Yes, milk is getting ready for the baby.

Ranveer: And when will I get it?

Nishu: When have I ever stopped you? Until the baby comes, you can drink it.

And Ranveer started caressing her breasts while Nishu moaned softly. “Ahh… ufff… Aaaahhhhhhhssssssssssssssssssss… Ummmmmm…”

Her husky, burning voice drove Pawan crazy on the other end. He wanted to disconnect the call, yet he kept listening silently. Meanwhile, Ranveer placed his mouth directly on her breasts, took her nipple between his lips, and started sucking it hard. Wet sucking sounds filled the air—*chapad chapad*.

“Ohhhhhhh… my darling… Ummmmmmmm…”

His tongue felt like it was piercing her... Nishu forcefully pushed one of her breasts into Ranveer's mouth and cried out loudly, “Aaaahhhh… Ranveer, don’t bite… just suck them… suck them properly…” For some time, Nishu's passionate moans echoed over the phone. Then Ranveer's voice came again.

Ranveer: Nishu, who will take off your panties? Tell me, I’ll do it myself. Ranveer slipped both his fingers into the waistband of Nishu's panties and pulled them down. He kissed her womanhood passionately right above it.

Nishu: Take it off gently, Ranveer. I might fall. Ranveer, you are such a naughty man. You’ve made me completely naked, but you’re still not naked yourself.

Ranveer: Arre, I’m only in my underwear. Let me remove it too. There, it’s off. Okay, now first let me taste the nectar of your lips.

Then Ranveer pressed his lips against Nishu's. A deep, passionate kiss began between them. Ranveer deliberately made loud kissing sounds so Pawan could hear them clearly. After about five minutes, they separated.

Ranveer: Nishu, why did you pull away? The real fun had just started. Your kisses are so sweet. Nishu, come to the sofa now. Let me love you first.

Then Ranveer began kissing and licking every inch of Nishu's body. He filled his hands with her breasts and started squeezing them.

Nishu: Ranveer, squeeze them gently. There’s no milk in them yet anyway.

Ranveer started pressing Nishu's breasts slowly and softly. Nishu began squirming with desire, letting out soft, husky sighs of “Uuuuhhh… ohhh…”

Nishu: Please, Ranveer, suck them… devour them. Ranveer, suck them hard. Today, make your sister-in-law your wife completely.

Ranveer also got fully aroused. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked it with passion. Nishu moaned sensually, letting out sounds of “Ummm… ahhh… yes… ohhh…” There was still no milk in her breasts, but Ranveer kept switching between her left and right nipples, sucking them hungrily.

Meanwhile, Nishu kept whispering breathlessly:

Nishu: Ahh Ranveer, suck them… pinch them… ahh, it feels so good. Squeeze them hard. In a few days, milk will start flowing from them too.

Ranveer kept drinking from her breasts. After about 15 minutes, she trembled and reached her peak.

Ranveer: Your turn is done. Now it’s time for my pleasure.

Nishu: Of course, Ranveer. I’ll make you release in ten minutes.

After that, Nishu grabbed Ranveer's cock. It was rock hard and had grown quite large in this state.

Ranveer: So, my dear sister-in-law, what are your plans now? Will you just keep staring at it or make love to it?

Nishu: That’s exactly why I stayed at your house today, my dear Ranveer.

Ranveer: Then why the delay? Suck it!

Nishu: It’s so big. It won’t fit in my mouth.

Ranveer: Why? Didn’t you used to suck Pawan's cock?

Nishu: No, I never sucked his. You force me, that’s why I can’t refuse you.

Ranveer: Oh really? So you don’t like it?

Nishu: Smiling, I do like it, that’s why I don’t refuse. But it’s really very big and doesn’t go in easily.

Ranveer: Just suck it. Take in as much as you can. It will adjust to its place on its own.

Nishu knelt down and started sucking Ranveer's cock. She was sucking it like a complete whore, with deep hunger.

Ranveer: Yes, just like that, Nishu. Take it deeper. Ummhh… ahhh… yes… ohhh… Nishu, faster, just like that. Ranveer placed his hand behind her head and pushed his cock deeper into her mouth, fucking her mouth with intense strokes. After a while, Ranveer released his load. He pulled his cock out of Nishu's mouth. Nishu sat on the floor, coughing.

Nishu: Ranveer, you turn into a complete animal sometimes.

Ranveer: Sorry, I couldn’t hold back. Come, clean your mouth and rest for a while. There’s still a baby in your belly.

Nishu: Okay. You should go to Pooja’s room now.

Ranveer: Not Pooja’s room. Tonight I’ll sleep with you.

Nishu: Never. You are not sleeping with me right now.

Ranveer: Then when will you let me sleep with you?

Nishu: When the time is right. But for now, you should leave.

Ranveer: Yaar, I’m in the drawing room, not the bedroom.

Nishu: Fine, then I’m going to the bedroom. And Nishu walked away.

Ranveer: Hello, Pawan. Are you still on the line?

On the other side, Pawan came out of his nightmare-like trance. Tears burst from his eyes uncontrollably.

Pawan: Ranveer , why are you ruining Nishu?

Ranveer: Ruining her? I’m just loving her. Very soon I’ll fuck her properly too. By the time you come here, I’ll get her married to someone else, and my child will be growing in her belly. That day, my dream will be fulfilled.

Ranveer was feeling extremely pleased inside. He thought, *Pawan, now you probably won’t even call Nishu anymore. And even if you do, her number won’t be reachable.* Because now this number would stay with him forever. On the other hand, Pawan, who was getting ready for the office, was completely devastated. He had realized that it would be very difficult for Nishu to be part of his life again. And even if he accepted Ranveer's condition and took Nishu back, she would always belong to Ranveer, not him.

The next morning, Ranveer reached home and handed the phone to Pooja. But he had replaced Nishu's SIM with a faulty one.

Pooja: Arre, why are you giving the phone to me? Give it to Nishu yourself.

Ranveer: Okay, I’ll deliver it to her office. Then Ranveer rested for a while. Around 11 o’clock, he left home and went straight to Nishu's office.

Ranveer: Here, Nishu. Your phone is fixed.

Nishu: Thanks, Ranveer.

Ranveer: Good. Now I’ll leave, but check the phone once.

Nishu looked at the phone. All functions seemed to be working perfectly. She said, “Ranveer, the phone is working fine.” After that, Ranveer left from there. About three hours later, a call came to Ranveer from Nishu's number. It was a new number, so at first Ranveer didn’t realize whose call it was. But after eight to ten rings, he picked up.

Ranveer: Hello, who is this?

Nishu: Ranveer, the SIM in the phone isn’t working.

Ranveer: Did you remove it and reinsert it?

Nishu: Ranveer, it seems there’s a problem with the SIM. I tried my friend’s SIM and it worked, but mine isn’t working at all.

Ranveer: Looks like the SIM itself is faulty. Do one thing—there must be a shop near your house. Get the SIM changed from there.

Nishu: Okay, I’ll see. Nishu went to the nearby company service center to get the SIM changed.

Salesman: Madam, this SIM is damaged.

Nishu: Yes, it’s not working in the phone.

Salesman: Madam, you’ll have to provide your ID. Also, the code on this SIM isn’t visible. Can you tell me the number?

Nishu: Yes, the number is 9XXXXX….

The salesman checked in his system and said, “Madam, this number is registered in the name of someone named Pawan. You’ll have to provide his ID card.”

Nishu: But I don’t have it with me right now.

Salesman: Sorry, ma’am. You won’t be able to get this SIM replaced like this.

Nishu returned and told Ranveer about her problem.

Ranveer: Do one thing—get a new number activated for now. I’ll arrange something for this number.

Nishu didn’t want to talk to Ranveer at all, but out of compulsion, she had to speak to him sometimes. Ranveer was thinking of taking full advantage of this situation. But he knew Nishu wouldn’t fall into his hands so easily anymore. Nishu got a new number activated.

Ranveer had succeeded in his conspiracy. Now it had become extremely difficult for Pawan to talk to Nishu. First, after that day’s phone call, Pawan had become convinced that Nishu and Ranveer were having a physical relationship. Second, Nishu's number had changed, and Pawan didn’t have the new one. Ranveer took full advantage of this. He hadn’t deactivated Nishu's old number. Instead, he had bought a new phone and kept that SIM active in it. Now, most of the time, Ranveer would talk to Pawan from that number and switch off the phone after the call. This kept strengthening the suspicion and pain in Pawan's mind about Nishu and Ranveer.


Chapter 10

Time kept passing. In the USA, Pawan was deeply troubled, which had led him to start drinking heavily every evening. On the other hand, despite all of Ranveer's efforts, Nishu was not ready to talk to him much. She only discussed work-related matters and answered the rest of Ranveer's questions with simple yes or no replies. Nishu's delivery date was slowly drawing closer. Meanwhile, Pooja was worried because Pawan knew Nishu's delivery time was near, yet he neither came to meet her nor called. And whenever he did call, he only cast doubts on Nishu's character.

After that incident, Nishu had also started blaming herself. At the scheduled time, Nishu was admitted to the hospital and gave birth to a baby boy.

Pooja: Congratulations, Nishu. It’s a boy, and he looks exactly like Pawan.

Nishu: With a faint smile, “Thanks, Pooja.”

Pooja: By the way, does Pawan know that you could become a mother anytime?

Nishu: I don’t know, Pooja. It’s been two and a half months since his call came, and he hasn’t come to meet me either. After that incident near the office, I haven’t seen Pawan around my office at all.

Pooja: Yes, that day something wrong happened with Pawan. What right did anyone have to raise a hand on him?

Nishu: Pooja, I didn’t want things to escalate so much either. I was completely stunned myself. I couldn’t understand what was happening.

Pooja: Come on, forget the old matters now and take your child in your arms.

Nishu looked at her baby and got lost in him. After office hours, Nishu now remained completely immersed in her child.

On the other side, it had been a full year since Pawan went to USA. His face had changed a lot in this one year. The always clean-shaven Pawan now had a thick, heavy beard and mustache. He had also started wearing glasses. Regular gym sessions had built up his body well. He now looked like a bodybuilder. If anyone saw him, they might not recognize him at first glance.

Pawan had called Nishu many times, but her phone was always switched off. His heart grew restless. He knew Nishu must have become the mother of his child by now. But the question that kept tormenting him was whether Nishu and Ranveer's relationship had become completely physical.

Once when Pawan called Nishu, Ranveer picked up the phone himself because he had kept the number. He informed Pawan that Nishu had given birth to a son and congratulated him.

Ranveer: Pawan, congratulations! You have a son.

Pawan: Thank you, Ranveer. Oh! Sorry, Ranveer Sir..

Ranveer: No problem. Tell me, why did you call after so many days?

Pawan: No, I tried calling many times, but it never connected.

Ranveer: Yes, her phone got damaged some time back. And she didn’t really need it, so she didn’t get it repaired. Now she stays with us, and she has taken maternity leave from the office too.

Pawan: Arre, Ranveer , when was the son born? I guess he must be more than a month old now.

Ranveer: Your guess is absolutely correct. He is a little over a month, almost 40 days old.

Then Ranveer told Pawan the exact date of the child’s birth. Pawan thought this was a good opportunity. He could talk to Nishu, apologize, and perhaps she would forgive him in this moment of joy.

Pawan: Ranveer, can I talk to Nishu?

Ranveer: First of all, Nishu doesn’t want to talk to you. Secondly, she is not at home right now. She has gone to the doctor with Pooja for the baby’s vaccinations.

Pawan: Okay. At least tell me what name Nishu has given to the boy.

Ranveer: His name is Nitin. Everyone calls him Chhotu.

Pawan: Please, Ranveer, send me his photo at least.

Ranveer: I can’t send it. Nishu has strictly forbidden it. Ranveer wanted to torment Pawan even more.

Pawan: At least tell me how he looks.

Ranveer, lying: He is fair and beautiful, just like Nishu. And Nishu says it’s good that he doesn’t look like Pawan, otherwise he would remind me of him. Now I have started hating Pawan. God forbid his habits are also like Pawan's, and especially that habit of doubting should never be there. That’s why we named him Nitin. You know, it means someone who has no suspicion or fear. She hates you so much now.

Pawan: Okay, Ranveer, do one thing for me. I’ll send some things for Nitin. Please give them to him.

Ranveer: I can’t. If she finds out you sent them, she will throw me out along with the things and leave us too.

Pawan: Alright, then give them saying someone else sent them, like your friend. And Ranveer, if her mood ever improves, please let me talk to her and convey my congratulations on my behalf.

Ranveer: Okay, I’ll try. Now hang up. It seems Nishu and Pooja are coming back. If they find out I was talking to you, Nishu will get angry with me.

After that, Ranveer disconnected the call.

Afterwards, Pawan called Ranveer many times on Nishu's phone, and Ranveer always picked up. Pawan kept requesting the child’s photo, but Ranveer avoided it every time. Meanwhile, Nishu had reduced her meetings with Brother in law and Pooja a lot and started giving most of her time to her son Nitin, as she had six months of leave.

Then one day, Ranveer thought the time had come to remove this thorn named Pawan forever. He took out one of Nishu's childhood photos from Pooja's album and lightly photoshopped it, editing it to look like a small child’s photo.

A few days later, Ranveer asked Sanjay to call Payal for the entire night. He told her to do the same old role-play, paid her extra, and went to a hotel on the pretext of office work.

Ranveer explained  Payal’s part thoroughly, turned on the audio recording in the phone, and fucked Payal while calling her Nishu. Payal moaned and called him Ranveer repeatedly. The next day, he called Pawan from Nishu's phone.

Seeing Nishu's call, Pawan quickly picked up.

Pawan: Hello, Nishu. Congratulations! How is our son Nitin?

Ranveer: Pawan, this is Ranveer speaking.

Pawan felt disappointed hearing his voice and said, “Ranveer Sir, how are Nishu and my son Nitin? Does Nishu ever miss me?”

Ranveer: Look, I’ve started feeling a lot of pity for you now. I was helping you earlier too, but you messed everything up. Even now, I’m ready to help you.

Pawan, becoming happy: What kind of help, Ranveer Sir?

Ranveer: Listen, there’s good news for you. Today I’ll send you your son’s photo, but you also have to help me a little.

Pawan: Thanks, Ranveer. You’re the only one who thinks about me. What do I have to do?

Ranveer: Nishu was in a very good mood yesterday. She is about to get a promotion at the office, so I talked to her about you too.

Pawan: Thank you, Ranveer Sir.

Ranveer: I told her to forgive you. But now she is not ready at all.

Pawan: So what did Nishu say? Yes, you know how stubborn she is.

Ranveer: But she says she doesn’t need Pawan anymore. And now she has clearly said that the happiness Pawan could never give her, you have given. He only gave me pain. He doubted me, then divorced me, and when I needed him during delivery, he didn’t come. You stayed with me and are still supporting me.


Chapter 11

So I said to Nishu, “Nishu, there must be other needs too.” She replied, “Ranveer, you fulfill those as well now. You have already fucked me once, and after that, I have sucked your cock so many times that I’ve lost count.

And now quite some time has passed since my delivery, so why don’t you give me complete pleasure?” After that, I celebrated our First Night with her, and I’m sending you the audio recording of that night.

Pawan: No, Ranveer Sir, there’s no need for that.

Ranveer: Why not? Earlier you were so eager to listen and watch secretly. Now listen to the recording and tell me how my and Nishu's First Night felt. Only then will I send you your son’s photo.

Pawan: Ranveer Sir, why are you doing all this?

Ranveer: You know I want my own child. Pooja couldn’t give me one. Very soon I’ll get Nishu pregnant. Now Nishu will give me my child, and she is ready for it. Listen to the First Night recording and tell me how to do the honeymoon properly, since you have already produced two children, so that she gets pregnant quickly. Give me some tips too.

Pawan: And what about Pooja?

Ranveer: It was actually her idea. Come on, now listen to the story of my and Nishu's First Night.

When I entered the First Night room, Pooja had beautifully decorated Nishu and the entire room. Nishu, after getting ready in bridal attire, looked breathtaking in that red dress. On top of that, she was adorned with jewelry and flowers. You already know she is an incredible woman. Even after giving birth to two children, her breasts are still so tight and firm, and they have become even bigger. Those big, round buttocks, and her navel looked so inviting that I felt like thrusting my cock into it instead of her pussy. Fair, tall, curvaceous, with those perfectly rounded thighs. I was thrilled that the day had finally come when I would fuck her the entire night.

I went inside, closed the door. She stood up. Now listen to the rest of the recording comfortably. I’ll call you later.

Pawan checked his phone and saw that an audio file had arrived after a while. He opened the file, and in the recording, Payal was speaking as Nishu.

Nishu ( Payal): Ranveer, pranam. From now on, you are my husband.

Ranveer: Nishu, I have told you so many times not to touch my feet. You are the queen of my heart. Come, embrace me. Holding you in my arms today in your bridal look feels so wonderful, and your breasts are driving me crazy.

Nishu: Ranveer, do we have to do everything standing here? Let’s go to bed.

Ranveer: Okay, sit. Here, this necklace—I had it made long ago, waiting for the day you would come to me as my bride.

Nishu: Ranveer, you put it on me yourself. The sound of the necklace and bangles tinkling could be heard.

Ranveer: Nishu, now I’m lifting your veil. You look so perfect in your bridal adornments, and this necklace suits you beautifully. I don’t know how Pawan could leave such a gorgeous wife.

Nishu: Ranveer, even on this happy occasion, why did you have to mention him? I have been waiting for this night for so long.

And the recording ended there.

Just then Pawan's phone rang again. It was from Nishu's number.

On the other side was Ranveer.

Ranveer: Pawan, did you listen to the recording?

Pawan: It was incomplete.

Ranveer: Yes, I was just checking if you listened to it. I’m sending it in small parts. I’m not a professional. It was recorded on a hidden recorder.

There was some glitch in the recording, so now listen to what happened next.

Ranveer: I said to Nishu, “My love, now who will stop me?” I pulled her into my arms and hugged her tightly. For a while, I held her in my embrace, caressing her back with my hands. She caressed my back. Then I lifted her face with my hand.

Ranveer: Yaar Pawan, I swear… seeing her red, luscious lips, I started losing my senses. The urge was so strong that I wanted to devour those bright, incredibly sexy lips right then. Somehow I controlled myself. Slowly, I brought my lips close to her burning ones, lightly touched them, and then gently started sucking her soft, rosy lips. Nishu also began sucking my lips in return. Gradually, her lips parted, and we pressed even closer to each other, lost in deep emotion and rising desire.

Both of them were sucking each other’s lips passionately. I pushed my tongue into Nishu's mouth, and she started sucking my tongue in return. I pulled her tightly into my arms.

Sometimes I would suck her tongue with my lips, and sometimes she would savor the taste of mine.

We both had our eyes closed, almost devouring each other’s lips, sucking them hard. Our bodies had started getting wet with sweat. Then we moved into deep kissing and continued for almost 15 minutes. As soon as our lips met like this, a deep thirst for fucking awakened inside Nishu's body.

Controlling Nishu's lips with mine, I broke the kiss and started kissing and licking her forehead, eyes, and cheeks. Then I moved to her neck and shoulders, kissing them passionately.

I untied the upper string of Nishu's choli. Her shoulders and back began trembling at my touch. I could clearly feel the quivering of the exposed part of her back. I turned her slightly, pressed my lips against her bare back, and held her shoulders. Nishu's body arched and writhed with desire. I rubbed my lips hard against her smooth, fair back. Passionate, intoxicating moans started escaping from her hot, burning lips.

Then I pulled the lower string of her choli as well. After that, I gently pulled her towards me and pressed her against my chest. Nishu melted into my arms. Her full, fleshy breasts were crushed against my chest. I could feel the soft, sensual warmth of her breasts. I squeezed her tightly in my arms, causing her boobs to flatten and rub against my chest.

Meanwhile, my cock had grown rock hard and was straining inside my pajama.

Just as you also came to know the sensitive parts of Nishu's body some time after marriage, after having sex with her many times, I too had a complete understanding of which parts of Nishu's body, when touched, would make her body burn with heat. While keeping her lips captured in mine, I moved my hand over her breasts and then slid it down over her lehenga to her swollen, hot pussy.

The moment Nishu felt my hand on her pussy, she let out a husky moan, “Ahhh…”

When my fingers started teasing Nishu's pussy, she also took my throbbing cock inside my pajama into her hand and began caressing it lovingly.

My other hand moved to her breasts. I first caressed them gently, then squeezed them a little, making her moan. There was milk on her choli. I pulled her choli away from her body. I stared at Nishu's breasts, which were wet with milk. Her full, sensual breasts were rising and falling with her rapid breathing. Her heart was beating very fast. They had become quite heavy and much rounder. Those heavy breasts above her slim waist looked incredibly sexy.

The moment I saw Nishu's big, milk-filled, round breasts, I went crazy. I pounced on them. Ohhh, what should I tell you, Pawan? It felt amazing. Nishu's nipples, which were like raisins, had swollen into grapes. I started pressing her nipples with my fingers. She was stretching and moaning. Nishu's boobs had become even heavier. I was desperate to see, squeeze, and suck them. I attacked her breasts. I immediately went to her, bent down without delay, and started sucking her nipple. In the first suck itself, warm milk flowed from her nipple into my mouth. I swallowed it. Then I kept sucking her breasts while pressing them with both hands. Meanwhile, Nishu was moaning. Perhaps it was hurting her a little. When I pulled back, her breasts were slightly wet. Nishu's nipples were glistening.

My mouth was filled with her milk. I took it in my mouth, pressed my lips to hers, and fed her own sweet milk.

Nishu leaned forward. Even when bent, Nishu's breasts maintained their perfect round shape. And Pawan, you must remember well how magnificent Nishu's breasts are, while Pooja's breasts have become long like Parrot Face  mangoes after sagging.

Then one by one, I started removing our clothes. I slowly took off all her jewelry too, kissing every place where I removed an ornament. After becoming a mother, her body had become even softer and more supple. Her breasts had grown bigger. Though when you looked at her, you wouldn’t notice much difference—she was still that slim-waisted, fit girl. Nishu's smooth, fair, round ass was in front of me. I ran my hand over her ass, caressing it. I slid my finger into the crack of Nishu's ass, then moved it further down. My finger touched the hair above Nishu's pussy and became slightly wet.

Okay Pawan, now I’m sending the next part of the recording.

Pawan listened again to the recording sent by Ranveer, in which Payal was actually role-playing as Nishu.

Ranveer: Nishu, today I will fuck you completely without protection and give you full pleasure. You also give me complete pleasure so that you get pregnant soon and become the mother of my child. “Yes yaar, there is so much fun in fucking fully without protection and without fear. What can I say!”

Now I always fuck Pooja without protection. I don’t like wearing protection or pulling my cock out at the last moment. Today you will get all my juice right inside your pussy.

Nishu: “Ranveer, come on. Make today’s fucking special. You had promised that on the day of our first union, I would get special fucking for 24 hours. Now fulfill your promise and fuck me specially so that this fucking remains in my memory forever.”

Pawan continued listening to the next part of the recording sent by Ranveer, in which Payal was role-playing as Nishu.

Ranveer: Okay, come on Nishu. Now suck my cock.

Nishu ( Payal): Okay, Ranveer. Today your cock looks even bigger than usual.

Ranveer: Yes, today I am very happy and I’m going to give you a lot of pleasure.

And then Ranveer's voice continued.

Ranveer: Then Nishu grabbed my cock and started stroking it to make it harder. When the cock grew bigger, Nishu took it in her mouth and started sucking. She was sucking my cock after many days, and I felt like I was floating in the air. I kept moaning and enjoying it. When I was about to cum, I stopped Nishu and moved my hand to her hips. I started running my hand over her ass. Nishu said, “Ranveer, now it’s your turn. Lick my pussy.”


Chapter 12

Saying this, Nishu lay half on the bed on her elbows and spread her legs wide. The moment I saw her open pussy, the pent-up desire of so many days awakened, and I pounced on it. I started licking and rubbing Nishu's pussy wildly with my tongue. When that wasn’t enough, I parted her pussy lips a little, took them in my mouth, kissed them, and sucked. This gave Nishu immense pleasure, and she started arousing me further. So with full passion, I kept rubbing the rough surface of my tongue inside Nishu's pussy, giving her waves of pleasure. In the middle of all this, Nishu kept writhing in ecstasy, rubbing her feet up and down on the bed. As soon as my tongue entered her pussy, Nishu started enjoying it a lot. She grabbed my head tightly and pressed it against her pussy. After a while, she began moving her waist up and down. She kept moaning heavily.

Nishu: “Ohh! Ranveer, how wonderfully you lick. Aaah… it feels so good… Uhhhh… Ummmm… Aaah Ranveer… Fuck me with your tongue in my pussy… Hmmmm… Yes, like that… Faster, faster… Aaah… Uwaah Ranveer… It feels so good… Fuck me more.”

Nishu: “Enough, Ranveer, stop… You have made me cum completely… Come now… Suck my breasts… I have made them bigger only for you… Suck all the milk.”

“Nishu Ranveer, how are my breasts? Do you like them?”

Ranveer: Nishu, are you asking if I like them or not? Till today I have never seen such beautiful breasts. Your breasts are very beautiful and they are driving me crazy. I can’t control myself after seeing them.

Nishu: “What happens to you when you see my breasts?”

Ranveer: “Nishu, now I want to suck and bite these breasts of yours.”

Ranveer: I placed my arm around Nishu's waist and moved my hand in front of her chest. Slowly I brought my palm very close to her boobs. Suddenly Nishu's hand came and pressed my palm against her breasts. For a while, my hand stayed pressed against Nishu's boobs. Then I curled my fingers, and they started squeezing her breasts. Nishu didn’t say anything. I squeezed her breasts five-six times and enjoyed the pleasure of pressing her big boobs.

Then I started pressing Nishu's nipples with my fingers. I immediately took my mouth to her nipple and started sucking it. I kept sucking her breasts and pressing them with both hands. Warm milk came out of her nipple into my mouth again. I swallowed it. I sucked both her breasts one by one and drank the milk. I kissed Nishu's mouth, then gently placed my mouth near her ear and asked,

Ranveer: "Nishu, now you'll get fucked by me and only give birth to my child."

Nishu: "Aaii... Yes, Ranveer... Please fuck me now."

Ranveer: "Nishu, why is your waist thrusting up like that? Is something happening inside your pussy?"

Nishu: "Yes, Ranveer, you're right. Something is happening to me. Ants are crawling inside my pussy. My whole body is breaking apart. Please do something now."

Ranveer: "Do you want to get your pussy fucked by my cock?"

Nishu: "Ranveer, you dressed me up like a bride, then stripped off all my clothes and jewelry, took off your own clothes too, kissed and licked me everywhere, and now you're still asking if I want to get fucked?"

Ranveer: "Alright, now I'll fuck you. But it might hurt a little at first because this is your first time getting fucked after having the baby. I'll take you with so much love, slowly and gently, and won't let you feel any pain."

Ranveer then laid Nishu down, spread her legs wide, lifted them slightly, and bent her knees. He took a generous amount of spit in his hand, first applied it to his hard cock, then smeared it over Nishu's pussy. He placed his spit-slick, throbbing cock at the entrance of her pussy and slowly pushed his hips forward, slipping his cockhead inside. Nishu trembled a little as he suddenly thrust his entire length deep into her pussy in one powerful stroke. He lay quietly on top of her. After a while, Nishu started moving her hips from below.

Nishu began to cry out,

Nishu: "Ranveer, take it out! It's hurting so much. Oh god! My pussy is tearing apart. You said it would only hurt a little and you'd fuck me gently. But you shoved it all in with one thrust. Couldn't you have done it slowly? Take your cock out... I don't want to get fucked anymore."

Ranveer: "Oh Nishu, I really did it gently. You moved forward a little yourself, and my cock slid all the way in on its own. Just wait, the pain will go away soon, and pleasure will start flooding you. Bear it just a little longer, my love."

Ranveer lovingly kissed Nishu's soft pink lips. Their passionate kisses mixed with her moans filled the air. He kept his cock buried deep inside her pussy for a while, letting her adjust. He took one of her breasts into his mouth and began sucking on the nipple with his tongue, making wet, slurping sounds.

Nishu: "Ranveer, while you're sucking, caress my other nipple too... Ohhh, suck it just like that, keep sucking and lovingly stroke it... Ranveer... It's feeling better now, the pain is fading."

Ranveer: "Nishu, now I'll start fucking you properly. I'll move my hips slowly at first, sliding my thick cock in and out of your pussy. When you tell me, I'll go faster."

Moans and gasps began echoing around them.

Nishu: "Ohh... Ahh... Go slow, Ranveer... There's still a little pain."

Ranveer: "Like this? Better now?"

Nishu: "Ranveer, keep doing it just like this. It's feeling so good... Now it's okay, go a little faster..."

Nishu's and Ranveer's heavy breathing and the wet, rhythmic "fuch... fuch..." sounds of their fucking grew louder, the pace quickening with every thrust.

Nishu: "Ah! Ah! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Harder, harder... Yes, yes, Ranveer, yes! Faster, even faster... Keep pounding your cock deep into my pussy like this."

Ranveer: "Ohh... Ahh... Take it, Nishu, take all of it."

Nishu: "Ohh... Ahh... A little slower, Ranveer... That was too hard... I'm yours now. Are you going to tear me apart today?"

Ranveer: "Ohh, after so many years, I finally have this chance. Don't stop me now, Nishu. I've waited so long for this..."

Nishu: "I've been aching and yearning for you too... Ohh... Ahh... Faster, even faster. Fuck me harder, pound me with everything you've got. Bury your entire cock to the hilt inside my pussy. Thrust harder, deeper..."

Ranveer: "That's it, Nishu..." The loud "fuch" sound echoed again.

Nishu: "Aaaiiieeee Ranveer... It feels so good... Give me more..."

Pawan: "Nishu, I didn't wear any protection."

Nishu: "Hmmm... It doesn't matter... Uhhhh... Fuck me... Ranveer..."

Ranveer: "Then take this... and this... Nishu, tell me you'll let me fill your pussy with my seed. Will you become the mother of my child?"

Nishu: "Yes, Ranveer... Make me a mother... Fuck me and fill me quickly..."

Ranveer: "Then take it, Nishu... Ahh... Ahhhh... Take this... Take it... Take more..."

Nishu: "Ahh... Ahh... Ohhhhh Ranveer... It feels incredible... Fuck me... Oooohhh... Ummmm... Oh my... Fuck me... Fuck me harder... Ranveer..."

Nishu: "Ranveer, don't stop now... Ahh... Ranveer... Fuck me... Harder... Pound me harder... Fuck your Nishu with all your strength... Aaaah... Ranveer..."

Ranveer: "Aaaahhh... My queen... My Nishu..."

Nishu: "Uuuuhhh... My darling Ranveer... Faster... Even faaaaster... Aaaahhh... Deeper... Deeper inside... Aahhh... Ppp... Sss..."

Ranveer: "...Ahh... Ohhh... Nishu, my love, my everything... I'm about to cum..."

Nishu: "Yes... Ranveer... Huuuuhhh... Uuuunnn... Fuck me... It's going to be mine... Give it to me... Give me another child, Ranveer... Aahhh..."

Nishu: "Aahhh... Me too... Aaa... Eeee... Uuuuhhh... Inside... Pour it all... Fill me up completely today..."

Ranveer and Nishu: "Aaaahhh... Ahh... Ahhhh... Ahhh... I'm cumming... Ohhh... Uffff..." Both of them panted heavily, as if they had just run a long, passionate race together.

A little while later...

Ranveer: "So, Nishu, did it feel good for you?"

Nishu: "Yes, Ranveer, it felt wonderful, and I enjoyed it so much. It's been so many days since I got fucked properly, that's why it hurt a bit at first. But now do it gently from here on. I'm only yours now."

The recording ended. Pawan received another call, and he said,

Pawan: "Ranveer Sir, please don't play any more. I'm extremely ashamed..."

Ranveer: "Alright, just tell me one thing—what is Nishu's most favorite position?"

Pawan: "She loves getting fucked from behind, like a mare."

Ranveer: "Hmmm..."

Pawan: "Please, Ranveer Sir, I apologize again. Whatever I did—doubting Nishu, saying bad things about you—I'm truly ashamed for all of it. Forgive me... Please forgive me. Don't humiliate me like this. Send me my son's photo. I can't bear it anymore..."

After that, Ranveer sent Pawan a photoshopped fake photo of the child, Nitin. Pawan thanked him for sending his son Nitin's photo and ended the call.

Ever since Ranveer had made Pawan listen to the recording of Nishu's fucking over the phone, Pawan had become fully convinced that Nishu now belonged completely to Ranveer. But he was still troubled about his children. He had already given away the first child to Pooja. Now, would he not even get to see the second one? Whenever Pawan called Nishu, Ranveer would always pick up the phone. Because of this, he started calling Nishu's number very rarely—barely once a month, and only when Ranveer messaged him on WhatsApp saying it was urgent. This made Ranveer feel that Pawan's thorn had almost been removed.

Then, about two months before Pawan's return, one day his phone started malfunctioning. He took it to a mechanic.

Mechanic: "Sir, there are lots of audio recordings stored in it, which is why the data space is full. Your phone automatically records every conversation because the auto-recording feature is enabled. If you want, I can delete them. Once there's space, the phone will work fine."

Pawan: "No, don't delete them. Make a backup on a separate data card, then delete them from the phone." The mechanic did as told and fixed the phone.

Back home, Pawan connected it to the computer and checked. There were recordings of all his conversations with Ranveer. He listened to them, sent some of the recordings of Ranveer's talks to Pooja along with a message, and also called Nishu. The ringing sound came from inside Ranveer's cupboard. Pooja took it out and saw that along with Nishu's old SIM card, there was another phone. Pawan's call was on it, but by then the call had ended. Pooja started checking that phone.
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But even after that, no reply came from Pooja. Pawan's suspicions grew stronger that Pooja was also siding with Ranveer. He had heard from Ranveer's own mouth once or twice that everything was happening with Pooja's consent. Because of this, he never tried to contact Pooja again and instead kept silently drowning in his grief alone.

Time passed at its own pace, and the child turned one year old.

Pooja: "Today is Chotu's birthday. Pawan must come today for sure."

Nishu: "Pooja, don't call him Chotu. His name is Nitin."

Pooja: "That's fine, I'll still call him Chotu. By the way, have you spoken to Pawan? It's been more than a year and a half."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. I haven't spoken to him in almost a year."

On the day of his son's birthday, Pawan made preparations to return to Ind!a the same day. The next day, Pawan arrived back in Ind!a. He first went to his own house, where he met his mother and father.

Pawan had returned, but Ranveer had no information about it. However, Ranveer knew that Pawan would be returning to Ind!a soon. This made Ranveer visibly worried. He had thought that in a year and a half, he would trap Nishu in his web again, but that hadn't happened, and Nishu had not forgiven him. Nishu had understood Ranveer's intentions clearly, so she kept her distance from him.

Pawan had also not told Ranveer when he was coming to Ind!a. He didn't want Ranveer to show him live scenes of his and Nishu's passionate lovemaking. After arriving in Ind!a, Pawan thought of seeing his children at least once. Maybe Nishu brought the child with her to the office.

One evening, Pawan once again reached outside Nishu's office. He parked his car on the side of the road and started walking around. After a while, he saw Nishu coming out of the office, but there was no child in her arms. Many thoughts swirled in Pawan's mind—had Nishu given the child away to someone? Or was the second child also with Pooja? Nishu was waiting for an auto. Her eyes fell on Pawan once, but she couldn't recognize him from afar. With his beard, mustache, and strong, muscular build, Nishu had never seen Pawan like this. Pawan kept staring at her intently. Just then, an auto arrived, and Nishu got in and left.

This continued for two or three days. Nishu's eyes would fall on Pawan, but she would simply ignore him. She assumed this young man probably lived nearby. Looking at his beard, mustache, and powerful physique, Nishu actually felt a bit scared of him.

On the other side, turmoil raged in Pawan's heart. The time had come for him to join the company in Ind!a. The city where Nishu worked also had a branch of his company, but he had to take charge of the main branch in another city. He had to leave the very next day. He wasn't very interested in meeting Nishu; he just wanted to see his child.

Pawan decided to follow Nishu today to see where she went. For two days, as soon as Nishu sat in the auto, Pawan would reach Ranveer's house by another route, but he never saw Nishu going to Ranveer's house. Yet whenever he spoke to Ranveer on the phone, Ranveer would always say that Nishu had now shifted to his house and that he, Nishu, and Pooja slept together on the same bed.

When he didn't find Nishu at Ranveer's house, Pawan decided to follow Nishu directly. As usual, Nishu was going home by auto today. Maintaining some distance, Pawan followed the auto. After going some distance, the auto stopped, and Nishu got down and entered a building. But she came back out shortly after, this time with a child in her arms. Pawan looked toward the building and immediately understood it was a creche. Nishu was leaving the child there to go to work. Pawan quickly took out his mobile and tried to click a photo of the child, but no clear picture came out. Many questions now arose in Pawan's mind.

If Nishu lived with Ranveer, why would she leave her child in a creche? It was clear she wasn't at Ranveer's house—he had been watching continuously for three or four days. And the direction Nishu had gone now was not toward Ranveer's house either. Then it struck Pawan that after their fight, the house she had shifted to was in the same direction the auto had gone. Pawan sat back in his car and drove toward Nishu's old house. He sat in his car outside Nishu's building for a long time. He wanted to confirm if Nishu still lived there. After waiting quite a while with no one coming out of the building, Pawan finally went home.

The next day, Pawan left for the other city where he had to join his job. The company had provided him with a house, car, servants, and all facilities.

For a whole month, Pawan didn't get any free time. During this period, Ranveer called twice, but Pawan told him he was still in USA and it might take three to four months to return. Pawan was now beginning to suspect that Ranveer was playing some big game with him and that Pooja was supporting him. As soon as Pawan returned home, his family members started pressuring him for a second marriage.

Pawan's aunt and mother said, "Son, now you should get married."

Pawan: "No, Mom. I'm not in the mood for marriage and all that. Marriage is something you do once, and I did it as per your choice."

Pawan's aunt: "Son, how will things work like this? There's you, whose wife got divorced, and my son, whose wife died in an accident. My son is also not ready for marriage."

Pawan: "Oh, explain it to Sandeep (Pawan's uncle's son)."

Pawan's mother: "Son, Sandeep is just like you. After all, it's the same family blood."

Pawan: "Mom, I'll try to convince Sandeep."

After that, Pawan explained a lot to Sandeep, and on Pawan's persuasion, Sandeep agreed to get married. Sandeep also asked Pawan, but Pawan told him that he was not in the mood for marriage for the next two or three years because he had a lot of work in Ind!a. He would think about marriage after two or three years. Pawan wanted to avoid the topic with Sandeep in any way possible. But Pawan's parents kept pressuring him to marry again and settle down.

Pawan then left for his job. Turmoil was raging in Pooja's mind. The things she had heard about Ranveer had given her a big shock. But she still had no proof. She now immersed herself in investigating the truth of what she had heard.

Meanwhile, one day Pooja and Ranveer planned to go to the mall.

Pooja: "Let's do one thing—take Nishu along too."

Ranveer: "Take her, but she won't be ready to go."

Pooja: "We'll see." Pooja also knew that Nishu probably wouldn't be ready to go to the mall with Ranveer. Still, she had a faint hope, so she told Ranveer, "The mall is near Nishu's house anyway. Let's do one thing—first go to her house. Maybe she'll agree to come with us." After reaching Nishu's house, they went inside, and Pooja insistently asked Nishu to come along, but Nishu clearly refused. Just then, Ranveer had to leave for some urgent work. So Ranveer dropped Pooja at Nishu's house and left.

Pooja: "Come on, now get ready quickly. We're going out."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. I'm not in the mood to go anywhere."

Pooja: "Yaar, Ranveer has also left now. I know you have a problem with Ranveer these days. I also never force you to go with him because I don't trust him anymore. Ranveer is responsible for the condition you're in today as well."

Nishu: "Pooja, it's not only Ranveer who's responsible. Pawan is also responsible. He never understood me and always kept suspecting me. Even today, he suspects me."

Pooja: "Pawan must have had some reasons for his suspicions. No one suspects another person without any cause."

Nishu: "There was no reason at all. It was only that I blindly trusted Ranveer. If he had doubts about Ranveer, fine, I could have accepted that. But he suspected me too. A year ago, when my phone got damaged because of all that drama, the words he spoke to me... I can't even repeat them."

Pooja: "That's exactly what’s troubling me—who is the one still sowing seeds of doubt in Pawan's mind? Anyway, forget all that. Ranveer isn’t here, so you’re coming with me."

Nishu: "Alright, since you’re insisting so much, I’ll come." Nishu got ready in a short while. Meanwhile, Pooja called Ranveer right in front of Nishu and told him that Nishu wasn’t ready to go anywhere. She said she would stay at Nishu's house for two-three hours and then take an auto back home.

Pooja and Nishu were strolling through the mall, playing with the kids along the way. Suddenly, Nishu's eyes fell on a shop and she stopped there.

Pooja: "Hey, what happened? Why have you stopped here?"

Nishu: "Look over there, in that shop."

Pooja: "Oh, it’s a clothing store, but we won’t find clothes for the little one here."

Nishu: "Pooja, I’m not talking about the clothes. I’m referring to the two women sitting in front of the shop."

Pooja glanced toward the shop. "What about them?"

Nishu: "The one wearing the blue saree is Pawan's mother, and the other one is probably his aunt. She lives in the village, so I haven’t met her much and I’m not entirely sure, but the one in the blue saree is definitely Pawan's mother. But why are they shopping so much?"

Pooja: "Yaar, why are you worrying? They might be buying for some daughter-in-law or daughter."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. Pawan is his parents’ only son. And look, even his father is here. I didn’t notice him earlier. These people don’t even live in this city."

Pooja: "Do one thing—you go a little ahead with the kids. I’ll go find out what’s going on." Nishu walked ahead a bit with the children while Pooja entered the shop and sat near Pawan's mother.

The shopkeeper asked Pooja, and she requested him to show some sarees. After a while, Pooja herself started the conversation.

Pooja: "Aunty, I feel like I’ve seen you somewhere."

Pawan's mother: "Oh, dear, I don’t even live in this city. I’ve come just today. Where could you have seen me?"

Pooja: "I thought so. Actually, I had a friend whose mother looked exactly like you. That’s why I got confused."

Pawan's mother: "No problem, dear. It happens."

Pooja: "By the way, are you buying these sarees for your daughter?"

Pawan's mother: "Oh, I don’t have a daughter. These sarees are for my daughter-in-law."

Pooja: "Oh, so there’s a wedding at home. Your son’s?"

Pawan's mother: "Yes, dear. After so much difficulty, my son has finally agreed. His first wife left him midway. The wedding is next week."

A heavy shock hit Pooja. She thought that Pawan's wedding was happening next week. After a little while, she asked, "Aunty, will the wedding be in the village?"

Pawan's mother: "No, beta. We’ve booked a Jasmine Hotel for the wedding. It’s on the 16th. Do you live nearby, dear?"

Pooja: "Yes, my house is close by. Alright, Aunty, I’ll take your leave."

After that, Pooja asked no more questions and came out of the shop. She reached Nishu.

Nishu: "Why have these people come here, Pooja?"

Pooja: "Let’s go home first. We’ll talk after that."

Nishu: "Is something wrong, Pooja?"

Pooja: "Just come along. Nothing is wrong."

Nishu: "Then tell me why they’ve come here and why all this shopping?"

Pooja: "Let’s go home first, then we’ll talk." Nishu's heart was also restless. She went home with Pooja.

Nishu: "Now tell me what’s the matter."

Pooja: "First tell me, does Pawan have any brother?"

Nishu: "No, Pawan is his parents’ only son. What’s the matter?"

Pooja: "Look, you might not be able to bear this. I never thought Pawan would do something like this. I believed he truly loved you.”

Nishu: "What is it? As for love, I know how much Pawan loved me. If he really loved me, he would have come to see the child at least. Anyway, leave that. Tell me what the matter is."

Pooja: "See, Pawan is marrying again."

Nishu: "What?"

Pooja: "Yes, and his wedding is next week on the 16th. It will take place at the Jasmine Hotel nearby."

Hearing about Pawan's wedding, Nishu collapsed onto the bed. Her eyes filled with moisture, a quiet pain blooming deep inside her chest.

Pooja: "Hey, what happened to you? You used to get so angry at the mere mention of Pawan. I know you still love him. You haven’t been able to forget him. Maybe you’re regretting your decisions."

Nishu, wiping the tears from her eyes: "No, Pooja. I have no regrets about my decisions. In fact, today I feel proud that I made the right choice at the right time. Yes, I was married to Pawan, so there’s still a small place for him in my heart. Even if there’s no place left for me in his. But I am not like him, and I can never be."

Pooja understood that Nishu was deeply hurt by the news of Pawan's wedding, but she was trying to console herself.

Nishu: "By the way, which date did you say the wedding is on?"

Pooja: "Why? Do you want to go to the wedding too?"

Nishu: "No, I was just asking."

Pooja: "16th January."

Nishu: "Do you know, Pooja, what day that is?"

Pooja: "Yes, it’s the same date as your wedding with Pawan. And maybe that’s why Pawan chose this day."

Nishu, with a faint, sad smile: "Maybe you’re right. You asked if I would go to Pawan's wedding. Yes, I will definitely go to Pawan's wedding. I’ll go see the face of that unfaithful man one last time."

Pooja: "Alright, but you won’t go alone. I’ll come with you too."

Nishu: "Okay, you can come, but don’t bring Ranveer."

Pooja: "I know. I don’t want to create any scene by bringing him along."

After that, Pooja went back to her house. Nishu lay on the bed for a long time, crying silently. She couldn’t understand why tears were flowing. If she didn’t want to live with Pawan anymore, why did his marriage trouble her so much? Perhaps the mere thought of seeing Pawan with someone else had broken something deep inside her.

Two days were left for Pawan's wedding. Nishu's heartbeat had quickened with anxiety. On the other side, Pooja was troubled about something else. She couldn’t understand how such a big betrayal could happen to Nishu while she was around. How would she tell Nishu? Ranveer was getting ready for work and left in a hurry.

A little while later, Pooja called Nishu again.

Nishu: "Yes, Pooja. Why did you call?"

Pooja: "What are you doing right now?"

Nishu: "Nothing, Pooja. I’ve left for the office. I’ll drop Nitin at the creche and then go to the office."

Pooja: "Do one thing. I’m reaching your house. Meet me at your home and bring Chotu home too."

Nishu: "What’s the matter? I’ll get late for the office again."

Pooja: "Tell the office that you’re not feeling well and won’t be able to come today."

Nishu: "What’s so urgent, Pooja, that you’re asking me to take leave from the office?"

Pooja: "Look, Nishu, this is about your life—a very big matter. That’s why I’m telling you. Reach home. I’m coming too." Pooja hung up the phone.

Nishu: "What could be the matter that Pooja is stopping me from going to the office today? This has never happened before. She’s also coming to my house. It must be something very serious." Nishu returned home. Shortly after, Pooja also arrived.

Nishu: "What is it, Pooja? It's not some bad news, is it?"

Pooja, taking a long, heavy sigh: "Not bad... it's very bad news."

Nishu, growing anxious: "What is the matter, Pooja?"

Pooja: "I thought Ranveer was as low as a person could get, but he’s even worse than that. He is determined to destroy your life."

Nishu: "Now what can he do to ruin my life? I neither trust him anymore nor even talk to him."

Pooja: "But Ranveer is crazy about you."

Nishu: "What are you saying?"

Pooja: "Ranveer still wants you to resume your physical relationship with him."

Nishu: "Have you gone mad, Pooja, talking like this? Pawan used to say the same kind of things."

Pooja: "Whatever Pawan said, there was always a reason behind it."

Nishu: "What are you saying? That means he suspected me, and you’re saying Pawan had reasons for it."

Pooja: "Yes, I’m telling the truth. Pawan suspected you because there were reasons behind it."

Nishu looked at Pooja angrily. "Now you’re also suspecting me?"

Pooja: "No, I’m not suspecting you at all. I know that except for that one incident which you took in anger and blind trust in Ranveer, you have never done anything wrong. And I also know that you still regret that mistake even today."

Nishu: "Then why are you taking Pawan's side?"

Pooja: "If you listen to everything, even you will say that perhaps Pawan was not wrong."

Nishu: "What? What is it that you want to tell me?"

Pooja: "Tell me one thing—when your phone got damaged, your SIM was still in it, right?"

Nishu: "Yes, it was, but it had gone bad. I myself went to get it changed. But since the ID was Pawan's, I had to change the SIM."

Pooja: "Your SIM was not damaged at all. It was perfectly fine."

Nishu: "What kind of things are you saying? I tried with my own hands to get that SIM changed. I even put it in two-three phones and checked—it wasn’t working in any of them. And you’re saying the SIM was fine."

Pooja: "I’m not saying the SIM you had with you was fine. I’m saying your original SIM was fine."

Nishu: "You’re talking in riddles."

Pooja: "Do one thing—dial that number from your phone. All your misunderstandings will disappear."

Nishu: "Alright, I’ll do it now." Nishu dialed her old number. She received a shock when the phone started ringing and the sound came from inside Pooja's bag.

Pooja: "Why are you so shocked? This is exactly what I was trying to tell you. The SIM that was given to you was faulty and it wasn’t even yours. Your real SIM had been swapped."

Nishu: "But who did this?"

Pooja, lowering her head: "Ranveer did it."

Nishu: "What? Ranveer? But why?"

Pooja: "So that Pawan couldn’t talk to you."

Nishu: "Ranveer could do something like this!"

Pooja: "Then you tell me—why was he using your SIM card? And why does he always keep this phone switched off? If there was no need for it, why is it still working today? And the biggest thing is that this phone is only used to call one person."

Nishu, feeling nervous: "Whom, Pooja?"

Pooja: "Pawan."

Nishu: "What?"

Pooja: "Yes. And he is told that you are with Ranveer. Because it must be Ranveer himself talking to Pawan from this phone."

Nishu: "But how can you claim that Ranveer is the one talking to Pawan?"

Pooja: "I had doubts about this too at first. So I spoke to Ajay. He is in Chin@ right now."

Nishu: "Ajay? Ranveer’s friend?"

Pooja: "Not just a friend—more like a partner in crime."

Nishu: "Whatever you call him, he was still Ranveer’s friend. I always found him to be a very dirty man. How did you even allow him to come to our house? He always seemed so wrong to me."

Pooja: "Yes, that man was indeed bad."

Nishu: "Then why did you talk to him?"

Pooja: "Because his relatives worked in the phone company. With his help, I got the details of this phone extracted. And do you know what came up in the phone details?"

Nishu, anxiously: "What?"

Pooja: "Ranveer had only called one person, two or three times a month, and that person was Pawan. Now you can understand for yourself—if Ranveer was talking to Pawan from your number, what kind of things he must have been telling him."

Nishu: "Pooja, they could have been talking about something else." But now even Nishu was beginning to realize that a huge game had been played with her.

Pooja: "I also thought at first that maybe Ranveer was trying to bring you two together. But the way Pawan was so furious with you, it was clear that Ranveer was not explaining things to him—he was provoking him. And I have proof of that too."

Tears welled up in Nishu's eyes as she asked, "What?"

Pooja: "I had asked Ajay to record your number. And now the recording I got—you listen to it yourself." Pooja then started an audio from her phone. It was the recording of Ranveer and  Payal’s intense fucking session, in which Payal was role-playing as Nishu. Listening to the audio, Nishu's face turned red with anger. Because anyone hearing that audio would think that Ranveer and Nishu were the ones passionately making love.

Pooja: "Now you tell me—what must Pawan have been going through? For one and a half years he has been enduring all this. And the proof is in the details of your phone from last year and Pawan's phone too—I got those extracted. He has also spoken to Pawan many times from his own phone. Pawan did everything, but he didn’t do one thing."

Nishu, crying: "What?"

Pooja: "You read Pawan's WhatsApp chats yourself. Pawan is the one who sent me all these recordings, and with Ajay’s help I have also verified them."

Nishu: "When was this?"

Pooja: "Nishu, this was when your pregnancy was in its final stages. I kept having doubts because as your delivery time was approaching, Pawan started calling Ranveer more and more frequently. Ranveer used to talk to Pawan hiding from me, so whenever Pawan called, he would take the phone and go to the terrace or the lobby. He even started locking his phone with a password."

At first I thought some other girl had entered Ranveer's life. I wanted to access Ranveer's phone, so I got it tracked with Ajay’s help. But Ajay told me there was no special affair with any girl, so I forgot about it at that time and didn’t take the recording. But when Pawan sent me all of Ranveer's recordings, I remembered that I had also gotten his phone tapped. And then when I found out that your old phone number was still active, I got the details of your old phone extracted too. Pooja started crying...

As soon as Nishu opened and saw it, tears flowed even faster from her eyes. Because Pawan had repeatedly requested Ranveer to send him a photo of his child. Ranveer had sent one photo, but it was of someone else’s child. The entire picture was becoming clear in Nishu's mind. But then she asked Pooja, "Pooja, this Ajay is Ranveer’s friend—then why is he helping you so much?"

Pooja: "I requested him many times, that’s why."

Nishu: "Tell me the truth, Pooja. There’s something wrong. You’re hiding it from me. I am well aware of Ajay’s character. I have heard a lot about him."


Chapter 14

Pooja: "This is a long story. It's getting late now and I have to go home. If I get late, Ranveer will start asking too many questions. But remember one thing—don't tell anyone whether you're going to Pawan's wedding or not."

Nishu, feeling deeply sad: "Pooja, I no longer have the courage to watch my own destruction with my own eyes."

Pooja: "Look, there's still time. If Pawan gets to know the whole truth, perhaps all the misunderstandings between you two will clear up."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. It's too late now. The wedding is the day after tomorrow. If we take any step at this time, think about that girl who is going to marry Pawan too."

Pooja: "But what about you? After Pawan's wedding, are you ready to marry someone else?"

Nishu: "No, Pooja. I won't marry anyone else now. I'll just live my life like this. Anyway, I have Nitin with me. At least I'll have one reason to live."

Pooja: "So you're not going? That means..."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. I don't have the strength."

Pooja: "Won't you see Pawan even once? Won't you show him his child? Whatever happens, we'll see. Pawan thinks wrongly of you, and that's why he agreed to this marriage. If you want Pawan to start his life afresh and stay happy, then don't tell him the truth. He'll keep thinking badly of you, and it won't bother him much. But if you tell him the truth or he finds out from somewhere else, the poor man will keep suffering inside."

Nishu: "Then what should I do?"

Pooja: "We will go to the wedding. But remember one thing."

Nishu: "What?"

Pooja: "Look, the call recording I played for you is five days old. And from the conversations between Ranveer and Pawan, it seems Ranveer doesn't know that Pawan has already come to Ind!a. He still thinks Pawan is in USA."

Nishu: "What difference will that make?"

Pooja: "Yaar, we'll both go to the wedding and not tell Ranveer anything about it."

Nishu: "Anyway, I don't even talk to Ranveer anymore. He doesn't have the courage to talk nonsense with me either. He has already broken my trust, and after hearing the filth still filled in his mind about me, I've started hating even the sight of his face."

Pooja: "Look, don't harm yourself by getting angry at Ranveer. I don't know about you, but my settled home will be destroyed. Please don't tell Ranveer anything I've told you."

Nishu: "Alright. But how will you come? Won't Ranveer get suspicious if you stay out all night? And anyway, tomorrow is Saturday and the day after is Sunday—Ranveer will be home both days."

Pooja: "Leave all that to me. You just stay ready."

Nishu: "Okay, Pooja. There's still tomorrow in between."

Pooja: "Yes, and don't go there with a crying face, understood?"

Nishu said with a faint, sad smile: "Alright." After that, Pooja left Nishu's house and went back to her own home.

Turmoil was raging in Nishu's heart now. She had realized that it was her Ranveer who had widened the distance between her and Pawan. Pawan's suspicion towards her was wrong, but he had sensed Ranveer's intentions from the beginning. That's why he kept taunting her. But because of the blind trust I had in myself and Ranveer, I never paid attention to Pawan. I loved Pawan, but I couldn't trust him fully, and Ranveer took full advantage of that. But what can happen now? Pawan's second marriage is about to take place, and there's not enough time left for anything to change. The family members have already become part of the wedding arrangements. Thinking all this, tears flowed even faster from Nishu's eyes.

The next day at Pooja's house.

Pooja: "Listen, I had one thing to ask you."

Ranveer: "Yes, tell me."

Pooja: "It's like this—a girl works with Nishu in her office. Her wedding is happening. She's pressuring Nishu to come. But Nishu says she won't go alone. She even called me. Anyway, she doesn't go anywhere. I think she should go."

Ranveer: "Yes, she should go, but your sister is very stubborn. It's been almost two years, yet she still doesn't talk to me properly face to face."

Pooja: "She hasn't been able to forget that incident, and you've also distanced yourself from her. Anyway, leave those things. I also told Nishu she should go. But because she'll be alone, she's not ready. I was thinking of taking her with me so she doesn't feel lonely at the wedding."

Ranveer: "Yes, that's fine. I'll come along too."

Pooja: "No, no. If you go, Nishu won't agree to come at any cost."

Ranveer: "Yaar, you convince her. There's no point in staying angry like this."

Pooja: "Look, I won't be able to convince her right away, but I'll try slowly so she can start talking to you again."

Ranveer felt secretly happy at Pooja's words. He thought that once Nishu started talking to him like before, he would trap her in his web again somehow. Ranveer gave Pooja permission to go.

Ranveer: "Alright, you go with Nishu. Leave the child with me. Don't take him along because Nishu will have her own child anyway. By the way, when is the wedding?"

Pooja: "It's tomorrow. I'll go to Nishu's house in the evening and stay the night there."

Ranveer: "No, when you return from the wedding, call me. I'll come to pick you up."

Pooja: "Okay. I'll come back to Nishu's house. You can pick me up from there. As soon as we leave the wedding venue, we'll call you."

After that, Pooja called Nishu and told her that she had handled Ranveer.

From Sunday morning itself, Nishu's heart was extremely restless. She couldn't understand what kind of cruel game life was playing with her. Until now, she had completely blamed Pawan. But now she understood that Pawan was innocent and pure-hearted, which is why he easily fell for Ranveer's words. If we leave aside his suspicion towards me, whatever he said was true. Every word he spoke about Ranveer later turned out to be correct.

If only I hadn't left the house that day. But Pawan didn't stop me either. He should have stopped me. If everything happened against his wish with Pooja, he should have told me. If he had stopped me, perhaps I would have changed my decision.

On the other side, at Pawan's house, his mother said,

Pawan's mother: "Son, the wedding is today. At least get ready properly for once."

Pawan: "Mom, what's wrong? I look fine."

Pawan's mother: "What fine? These long hairs, big beard, mustache. The mustache is okay, but get your hair and beard trimmed today."

Pawan: "Mom, I'm fine like this." Pawan walked away from there.

In the evening, Pooja reached Nishu's house with her bag. First she helped Nishu get ready, then got ready herself.

Nishu: "Pooja, you didn't tell me about Ajay. Why is he helping you?"

Pooja: "Yaar, what will you do by knowing?"

Nishu: "No, Pooja. I want to know why Ranveer's friend is helping you against him and not even telling him. It should be the opposite. His character wasn't right either. Whatever I heard about him was all negative."

Pooja: "Look, we're going to the wedding now. We'll talk about it after we return when there's time. If we start now, who knows when it will end."

Nishu: "Promise me that you'll tell me the whole truth."

Pooja: "Yaar, when I said I will, don't you trust me?"

Nishu: "Alright, Pooja. Now I only have trust left in you. Whoever else I trusted has only broken that trust."

Pooja: "Okay. Since I’ve told you, I will definitely explain why Ajay is helping me."

Around 9 PM, Nishu and Pooja reached the wedding venue. The Groom's Party had already arrived. They hadn’t yet gone to the section of the ground where the garland exchange ceremony was to take place. Both Nishu and Pooja had partially covered their faces with a light veil so no one could easily recognize them. Everyone was so busy with the rituals and programs that no one paid them any special attention. Suddenly, Nishu's eyes fell on a girl who was talking to someone.

Nishu: "Pooja, look in front. There’s a girl in a yellow suit talking to a man in a blue suit."

Pooja: "Yes, I see her. Who is she?"

Nishu: "She is probably Pawan's cousin, the daughter of his maternal uncle. And that bearded man... I’ve seen him somewhere. Yes, I remember now. I saw him a few days ago in the evening near my office. He appeared for four or five days continuously and then disappeared. He was there again yesterday evening too. He must be some friend of Pawan's, keeping an eye on me."

Pooja: "Now you’re starting to sound like Pawan with all these suspicions. Maybe he lives nearby. Or it could be someone else you saw."

Nishu: "Yes, that could be. Anyway, I didn’t look at that man very carefully."

Pooja: "Stop suspecting everyone. You start imagining things about anyone."

Just then, the man who was talking started to leave. The girl tried to stop him, but he didn’t pause.

Nishu: "Strange man. But why is Manisha clinging to him so much?"

Pooja: "Do you know Manisha’s entire family?"

Nishu: "No."

Pooja: "Then don’t overthink it. He must be some relative. Otherwise, in such a crowd of relatives, she wouldn’t try to stop someone by holding their hand like that."

Nishu smiled faintly, a mix of sadness and amusement in her eyes: "Yes, you’re right." Just then, a few girls came to Manisha and said that the garland exchange ceremony was about to start, so she should hurry to the stage. Manisha left from there.

Pooja: "Come on, let’s go too. We’ll see Pawan's bride as well."

Nishu, reluctantly, her heart heavy with conflicting emotions: "We have to go, I guess."

Pooja: "We’ve come this far, so what’s the problem in going there? We won’t go on the stage." Pooja grabbed Nishu's hand and pulled her along.

As soon as Nishu's eyes fell on the stage, the words slipped from her mouth: "Sandeep."

Pooja didn’t catch Nishu's words clearly and said, "This doesn’t look like Pawan. Have we come to the wrong place?"

Nishu: "No, we’re at the right place."

Pooja: "But this man is someone else."

Nishu: "Yes, he is someone else. This is Sandeep, the son of Pawan's uncle."

Pooja: "But Pawan's mother was saying it was her son’s wedding, that his first wife left him midway. So what was that? Was Pawan's mother lying?"

Nishu: "No, she wasn’t lying. Actually, she considers Sandeep as her own son too. Sandeep’s wife had died in an accident. He wasn’t ready for a second marriage. But it seems he agreed later under family pressure. And what Pawan's mother said was true." A wave of relief washed over Nishu's face, easing the tight knot of pain in her chest.

Pooja was also happy to see that hope still remained. But where was Pawan? If it was Pawan's brother’s wedding, Pooja asked Nishu.

Nishu: "How can I answer that? Do one thing—you ask Manisha."

Pooja: "How will I talk to her? I don’t even know her."

Nishu: "Tell her that you used to work with Pawan. Manisha probably won’t recognize me anyway because I’ve only seen her in photos. She didn’t come to our wedding. She might not recognize me."

Pooja: "Alright, let’s go together. I’ll talk to her." A little while later, when the garland exchange ceremony ended and Manisha went to eat, Pooja and Nishu reached there too.

Pooja: "Are you from the girl’s side?"

Manisha: "No, we’re from the boy’s side. By the way, which side are you from?"

Pooja: "I’m not from either side actually. I used to work with Pawan."

Manisha: "Oh, you must have worked with him before."

Pooja: "Yes, but how did you guess that it was before?"

Manisha: "Because, Brother stayed in USA for one and a half years. He returned only a month ago, and now he gets so irritated at the mention of girls as if a hungry lion has appeared in front of him who will eat him up."

Pooja, smiling: "I see. It’s been a long time since I met him. By the way, where is Pawan? I haven’t seen him."

Manisha: "What should I say? Aunty had a lot of trouble getting him ready. He came here and left just half an hour ago. I tried hard to stop him."

Nishu: "Are you talking about the one in the blue suit?"

Manisha: "Yes, that’s him." She paused. "Now you tell me, is this how one attends a family wedding—like strangers? By the way, who are you? You look familiar."

Pooja: "Oh, this is my sister. She had come home, so I brought her along. Alright, let’s eat something first. We’ll meet later." Pooja took Nishu and moved away from there. "Nishu, did you understand anything?"

Nishu: "What, Pooja?"

Pooja: "You said that man appeared near your office a few days ago, not before. When he wasn’t even in Ind!a, how could he come to your office? And about the phone calls, you yourself can understand. I already told you everything the day before yesterday."

Nishu: "Pooja, Pawan won’t come here now. Let’s go home too."

Pooja: "Alright." They headed toward home. Pooja also called Ranveer to come pick them up.

Nishu: "Pooja, I’m feeling a bit lighter today."

Pooja: "Nishu, accept one thing. Just as you hated Pawan yet somewhere deep in your heart you still loved him, similarly, no matter what Pawan feels right now, he still loves you. Manisha herself said he jumps at the mention of girls as if he’s seen a hungry lion."

Nishu: "Okay, Pooja. But you remember your promise, right?"

Pooja: "I remember. I’ll tell you that story tomorrow. But first, find out where Pawan works. It’s clear he hasn’t gotten married."

Nishu: "Pooja, how will I find that out?"

Pooja: "Don’t worry about that. I’ll handle everything."

Nishu left for the office the next morning. Many questions swirled in her mind—would Pawan still be waiting for her outside the office today? She now understood why he hadn’t come for one and a half years; he wasn’t even in Ind!a. But why hadn’t she recognized him? She hadn’t recognized him at the wedding either. It was good that she hadn’t gone in front of Pawan, or he would have recognized her in a single glance.


Chapter 15

Nishu's mind wasn’t on her work in the office. She kept thinking that evening should come soon. When she left the office in the evening, she looked around outside. But she couldn’t see Pawan anywhere. Then she thought that wedding celebrations must be going on at Pawan's house, so perhaps that was why he hadn’t come. Nishu tried to console herself, but restlessness lingered in her heart. Still, she felt hesitant to talk to Pawan directly and couldn’t gather the courage to call him.

In this way, four days passed. Every day after leaving the office, Nishu would wait for a while and look around. But she still didn’t know that Pawan's office was in another city. His company did have a branch in this city, which was under him, but Pawan handled its work from his own office. He now came to Nishu's office only on Saturdays.

Pawan's purpose now was not to meet Nishu but to see his child. Because he still believed that Nishu and Ranveer had become physically intimate. Fate plays strange games. On Saturday evening, Pawan reached outside Nishu's office, but that same day Pooja called Nishu and said she would come to her house in the afternoon. So Nishu took leave after lunch. She left for home right after lunch, and when Pawan reached her office in the evening, he didn’t find Nishu there.

Pooja kept asking Nishu about Pawan over the phone, but Nishu's answer was the same every time: Pawan didn’t come today either.

Pooja: "Nishu, is it possible that your eyes are missing him? Maybe he comes but stays hidden somewhere."

Nishu: "No, Pooja. Usually I leave the office, take an auto straight to the creche, and then go home. But for the last five days, I’ve waited outside the office for five to ten minutes for Pawan, but he doesn’t show up. If he’s hiding and watching me, that’s a different matter, but Pawan has never tried to hide from me before."

Pooja: "What’s behind this, only Pawan knows. What can I say?"

Nishu: "Yes, you’re right. But Pooja, please complete the story you left unfinished that day."

Pooja: "Which thing?"

Nishu: "Why exactly is Ajay helping you so much? As far as I’ve heard—and you yourself told me—he had dirty eyes on you. And he used to fuck some girl or the other every night. Why is such a lecherous man helping you so much?"

Pooja: "Look, I’ll tell you everything, but you have to promise that you won’t tell this to anyone. Not to anyone, and under no circumstances."

Doubt arose in Nishu's mind that something was wrong, but she told Pooja that she promised not to tell anyone. "Now tell me the whole truth."

Pooja: "Look, there is an MNC company’s office right next to Ranveer's office. This is from three years ago. At that time, the office was newly starting. The company’s head office is in Jap@n, and Ajay works there. When the company started operations in Ind!a, four people came from there to train the employees. Three were from Jap@n and the fourth was Ajay. Since Ajay was from Ind!a, the company sent him so that if the rest of the team faced any problems in Ind!a, they could take his help. Ajay’s relatives also work here, and as I told you earlier, they are managers in the telephone company. It was with their help that I could get Ranveer's call details."

Nishu: "Yes, you had told me that. Tell me further."

Pooja: "Ajay came here and the company’s training started. It was a total of six months of training, after which the people who came from Jap@n had to go back. Two weeks into the training, one day Ajay and Ranveer met at a tea stall near the office. After that, for eight days they kept talking at the tea stall every day and became friends. Then one day Ajay said to Ranveer,

Ajay: 'Ranveer , you are a local resident here. You must know everyone around.'

Ranveer: 'Yes, I know a lot about this city. If there’s any work, tell me.'

Ajay: 'There is some work, but let’s talk sitting in the car.'

Ranveer: 'Is it some secret matter?'

Ajay: 'Yes, consider it like that. My relatives also live here, but I can’t take their help in this work either.'

Ranveer: 'Alright, let’s sit in the car and talk.' And they both sat in Ajay’s car.

Ajay: 'Look yaar, me and my three colleagues have been here for a month.'

Ranveer: 'Yes, I know. And you people still have five more months of work.'

Ajay: 'Yes yaar. Look, don’t tell this to anyone.'

Ranveer: 'You tell me properly.'

Ajay: 'Yaar, my colleagues are demanding girls. One of them is my senior. For the last seven-eight days he has been telling me every day that there’s no use of you being from here. I chose to bring you along because you know everything about this place. But yaar, I have never done this kind of work before.'

Ajay was clearly lying to Ranveer. No senior had demanded girls; Ajay himself was feeling the need. But he knew his colleagues were lecherous—if they got the chance, they wouldn’t miss it.

Ranveer, thinking for a while: 'Your work can be done. I have one man who does this kind of work, but he only sends girls to trusted people. There’s the matter of the police and all. He has girls of every type and every age. From schoolgirls to housewives.'

Ajay: 'Yaar, it would be better if we get a housewife because you know foreigners. If it’s a new girl, she might not be able to handle three people.'

Ranveer: 'Alright, I’ll talk and tell you tomorrow.'

Ajay: 'Okay, definitely tell me tomorrow.'

The next day they met again at the tea stall.

Ajay: 'Come, Ranveer . Did anything happen? Is the matter fixed?'

Ranveer: 'Yes, it’s done. At first Mahomand (Mahomand was a call girl supplier) was not ready to send girls to unknown people. But when I told him that I myself am calling the girls and I will also fuck them, that I need girls for myself and my friends, then he agreed.'

Ajay: 'Arre, what’s the issue in that? You also fuck—one instead of four, we’ll become five people.'

Ranveer: 'Arre, I said that only so that you people get the girls. Anyway, I am married and have a wife, so I don’t need this.'

Ajay: 'Yaar, sometimes the taste should also change. Eating the same food every day gets boring. Do one thing—call Mahomand and book four girls. But first send their photos etc.'

Ranveer: After that he called Mahomand. Shortly after, photos of two girls came on Ranveer's phone.

Ajay: 'Yaar, these are only two.'

Ranveer called Mahomand again. Mahomand said that for the night only these two girls were available right now. And their rate was 4000 per girl. On Ajay’s saying, Ranveer booked both girls. In this way, the friendship between Ranveer and Ajay grew stronger.

Usually, Ranveer only helped Ajay in booking call girls. Yes, once or twice, he had joined Ajay and fucked the call girl together. But Ranveer rarely stayed involved with Ajay in such matters. Ajay also made it clear that he arranged the girls not for himself but for his senior. And only very rarely, when the urge grew too strong, would he fuck a call girl himself.

Then one day...

Ajay: "Dude Ranveer, you never invited me to your house."

Ranveer: "Bro, we usually get only one day off, and most of the time we end up partying."

Ajay: "Come on, we're free in the evenings every day. And it's been so long since I had a proper home-cooked meal. It would be amazing to enjoy homemade food in the evening. I'm so tired of eating at hotels every day. Still four more months to go."

Suddenly, the words slipped from Ranveer's mouth: "No problem. If it's just home-cooked food you want, come over this evening. Pooja will prepare something for you too."

Ajay: "That would be fantastic, man. But you'll have to take money for it."

Ranveer: "Dude, I'm just inviting a friend home."

Little did Ranveer know that in the form of a friend, he was inviting the devil into his house—a devil who would use his wife like a whore. After that, Ranveer called Pooja and told her that his friend would be coming home for dinner that evening. In the evening, Ranveer brought Ajay along and reached home. Pooja welcomed them warmly. The moment Ajay saw Pooja, a spark lit up in his eyes. But he quickly averted his gaze from her. Even during dinner, their conversation remained completely normal.

Ajay: "Pooja, there's magic in your hands. After so many years, I finally got to eat such delicious food. After going to Jap@n, I had almost forgotten the taste of real home-cooked meals."

Ranveer: "Why don't you get married? Then you'll get food like this every day."

Ajay: "Not necessarily. The one I marry might not have such magical hands."

Ranveer: "That's all a matter of luck."

Even after finishing the meal, Ajay kept praising the food prepared by Pooja and said he didn't know when he would be lucky enough to enjoy such a meal again.

Ranveer: "Bro, here's an idea—until you're here, just come and eat at our place every day."

Ajay: "Dude, it won't feel right every single day. If you take some money, then maybe I can think about it."

Ranveer: "No way. Talking about money between friends doesn't feel good. And how much would food really cost?"

Ajay: "Fine then. If I ever give you guys something, you won't refuse, right?"

Ranveer: "Okay. What do you think, Pooja?"

Pooja: "You're right. This way, you'll also come home early sometimes."




Chapter 16

After that, Ajay started coming to their house for dinner almost every evening. As fifteen days passed, Pooja also became quite familiar with Ajay. But he never said anything vulgar in front of her. In this way, a whole month went by. After a month, Ajay brought an expensive saree for Pooja and a shirt-pant set for Ranveer. They refused a lot, but he didn't listen. So, to respect his gesture, they kept the gifts. After that, every fourth or fifth day, he would bring some household item or the other. By now, Pooja had also started talking quite openly with Ajay. Many times, while eating or before or after, they would all sit together, and when Ranveer's phone rang, he would step outside to talk. During those moments, Pooja and Ajay would chat normally. Ajay never made any inappropriate move toward her.

This was the time when Pooja's sexual urges had reached their peak. Ranveer fucked her every morning and evening, so it didn't affect her mind too much. But sometimes in the afternoon, the desire to be fucked would rise, and she had to satisfy herself with her own fingers. Often, Ajay would bring office files with him and work on them at their house whenever he got time. Maybe he was handling official work. As one month passed, they started talking quite freely. Ajay would even call sometimes and ask, "Pooja , what's for dinner tonight?" Their conversations remained light and casual.

One day, Ranveer had an early morning meeting and left quickly. About an hour after he left, his phone rang.

Ranveer: "Hey Pooja, Ajay had brought a file yesterday—it was from his office. Check near the table; it should be there."

Pooja: After a pause, she replied, "It's on the sofa."

Ranveer: "Ajay called. That file is really important. I've already left. He'll send someone from his office—give the file to him."

Pooja: "Okay. When will he come?"

Ranveer: "I'll check and tell you." A little later, he called back and said someone would come around 2 PM.

Pooja thought she had four hours until then, so she could finish her chores. Around 11 AM, she went to take a bath. Ranveer had been stressed about some work, so they hadn't had sex for two days. Whenever Ranveer skipped even one day of fucking her, restlessness would build inside her the next day. Her body was burning with heat, so she hoped a shower would help. She stood under the running water, but the thirst in her body only grew stronger. She couldn't bear it anymore. She slipped a finger into her wet pussy, trying to calm the aching need. But it wasn't helping at all.

Only about fifteen minutes had passed when the doorbell rang. Pooja wondered who it could be at this time—usually, no one visited then. Then she remembered it might be the meter reader. His time had come. The meter was outside, but he always asked for the gate to be opened to give the bill. Thinking that, she quickly wrapped a towel around herself and slipped on a knee-length gown. Because her body was still wet, the thin gown clung to her curves, and her hard nipples were clearly visible. She didn't pay much attention to it and opened the door. As the door opened, Ajay stood there.

The moment the door opened, Ajay stepped inside. His eyes fell on her, and they widened in surprise. For a few moments, he kept staring at her.

Pooja: "What are you staring at like that, Ajay ?"

Ajay: Looking away with effort, he said, "Nothing... I just didn't know you were this beautiful. This is the first time I'm seeing you in these clothes."

Hearing his words, Pooja suddenly realized she was standing there in just a thin shirt-like gown. But she couldn't change right now. She wanted to send Ajay away quickly, so she immediately picked up the file and handed it to him. "Here, take your file."

Ajay: Looking at the file, "Pooja , there was another file with it. And not just the file—a small diary too."

Pooja: "But I only found this one."

Ajay: "It must be somewhere near where the file was kept."

Pooja: "The file was on the sofa."

Ajay: "Check around there."

She searched for the file but couldn't find it. She moved the sofa, checked on top of the cupboard—still nothing. Meanwhile, Ajay kept brushing against the exposed parts of her body with every excuse. He touched her again and again under one pretext or another. She was already burning with desire, and his repeated touches were making her lose control. Her breath quickened, her body trembled with forbidden heat, and a deep, uncontrollable ache spread between her thighs.

Pooja: "After that... what happened, Pooja?"

Pooja: "After that, something happened that I had never even imagined. Don't think badly of me. At that time, I would go crazy for sex. In psychological terms, this is called nymphomania. It's a disorder where the desire for sex becomes overwhelmingly intense. For women like me, it creates an uncontrollable sexual frenzy. At such moments, I desperately needed to be fucked. My addiction had crossed all limits. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't control this urge. Sex had become my constant, burning need."

Pooja: "Nishu, please don't think badly of me. Back then, after many years of marriage without a child, Ranveer and I would have sex whenever we got the chance at home, and I would go absolutely wild for it. In psychological terms, this intense frenzy is called nymphomania. It's a disorder where the desire for sex becomes overwhelmingly powerful. For women like me, it triggers an uncontrollable wave of sexual madness, leaving me desperate and restless to be fucked. My addiction had crossed every limit. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't control this burning urge, and sex had become my constant, aching need."

Nishu: "Oh my god!"

Pooja: "Nishu, those days Ranveer was extremely busy with office work. He would come home late at night and leave early in the morning. Exhausted, he often couldn't satisfy me. Nishu, this pussy of mine... when it's fed, fucked, and kept wet, it keeps both body and mind healthy and glowing. But when it stays dry and neglected, it withers everything inside. Once a cunt starts getting proper, hard pounding, it blooms beautifully and makes the woman flourish too."

But because of those thirsty, lust-filled moments of unmet desire, I began to writhe in agony. My body started deteriorating, and I grew weaker and weaker.

Nishu: "Yes, Pooja, you had become quite frail during that time."

Pooja: "In those days, my stomach and overall weight had dropped sharply, but my breasts and nipples had become even more prominent and full. Even though Ranveer wasn't doing much else with me back then, he would still squeeze my breasts hard and suck on my nipples for a long time. That gave my raging lust some slight relief... but the fire in my pussy kept blazing hotter than ever. Dirty, sensual thoughts flooded my mind at every waking moment."

That was exactly why, when Ajay touched me again and again that day, I was already burning with heat. And then we ended up doing everything.

Nishu: "How exactly did everything happen with Ajay?"

Pooja: "When he kept touching me repeatedly, a soft moan escaped my lips. I didn't scold him or push him away. Seeing that, he grew bolder and tried to pull me into his arms. Overwhelmed, I almost dragged him inside myself. The moment we reached the bedroom, Ajay started kissing me passionately. But out of sheer shame and hesitation, I wasn't responding at all at first. Then he kissed me deeper while pulling me tightly against him with one hand. Slowly, that made my body start warming up. His other hand began massaging my belly, and the heat that was already simmering inside me finally shattered my restraint."

He devoured my lips with hungry kisses. The fire inside me had been raging for so long that within moments, I surrendered completely to the passion. I started matching his intensity fully. Soon, we were kissing wildly and openly. I pushed my tongue into his mouth, and he sucked on it greedily. Then I sucked his tongue in return. The moment our tongues tangled, a shiver ran through my entire body. I pulled my lips away for a quick breath, then pressed them back with desperate hunger. Our mouths stayed open as we kissed, our tongues dueling and tasting each other deeply. For at least fifteen minutes, he kept claiming my lips while I responded with equal fervor.

Then he bit down on my lower lip with his teeth and sucked it hard. It hurt, but I was so desperately thirsty in those days that even the pain felt incredibly pleasurable. We kept devouring each other. Meanwhile, Ajay's fingers traced sensually along my back and waist. My hands rested on his strong shoulders, pulling him closer with urgent need.

In that heated moment, his hands slid from my shoulders down my back and waist, finally cupping my full breasts over my thin t-shirt. My eyes were completely closed in ecstasy. I was feeling every single touch, savoring the forbidden pleasure that made my body tremble with raw desire.

I was already so aroused that soft, breathless moans kept spilling from me... "Aahhh... Aahhh... Ohhh... Haiii... Ohhh... Haiii... Aaaaaahhh..."

He whispered hotly, "Pooja, you're so beautiful and incredibly hot..." and then pulled me into another deep, consuming lip kiss.

Slowly, he kissed my fair forehead, his fingers gently caressing my shoulders. Then he placed soft kisses on both my eyes. When his lips touched the tip of my nose, I shivered with delight. He kissed my cheeks, which parted slightly in a helpless smile, and then licked them teasingly. "Their taste is so intoxicating," he murmured. He kissed my upper lip and sucked it gently. "Aahhh..." another moan escaped me as my body quivered. He moved to my lower lip, sucking it with growing hunger. We kept kissing passionately, mouths open, tongues clashing and exploring, our flavors mingling in raw intimacy. He kissed my lips for another long stretch while I matched him fully. Then he thrust his tongue deep into my mouth, and I sucked on it eagerly. He sucked mine in return. Every time our tongues met, fresh waves of electricity coursed through me. I clung to him tightly, pressing my aching body against his.

I clung to him tightly, my body melting against his in desperate need, waves of forbidden heat surging through me as years of pent-up longing finally found release.

After that, I began tearing off my clothes with trembling hands. The moment I stood completely naked before him, Ajay pulled me into his arms with raw hunger. I pushed him onto the bed, my heart pounding wildly. I quickly unbuttoned his pants, yanked down the zipper, and stripped him bare from the waist down. His cock sprang up rock-hard, throbbing with urgent desire, the thick head glistening. My fingers wrapped around his rigid shaft, stroking it with eager, firm strokes. Ajay’s mouth fell open as he gasped for breath, his chest heaving with intense arousal.

I didn’t waste any time removing the rest of his clothes. We both fell onto the bed, bodies entwined in passionate urgency. Ajay began kissing every inch of me, his lips setting my skin on fire. Breathlessly, I moaned, “Ajay… sss… please calm this blazing fire inside me… hah… please… Ajay.”

My breasts had grown fuller and heavier over time. Ajay grabbed them roughly, squeezing and kneading them with powerful hands. I begged him to suck them, and like an obedient lover, he took my dark, swollen nipples—hard like ripe grapes—between his lips. He devoured my breasts hungrily, sucking my nipples deep into his warm mouth. Ajay kept sucking, biting, squeezing, and nibbling on them for a long while, sending electric jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

Ajay: “Pooja… the very first time I saw you, I was completely drawn to you. Whenever I looked at you, I couldn’t help imagining how your body would look without clothes. Today, a situation has arisen that I never even dreamed of—that I would see you like this, and you would be in my arms.”

Pooja: We started kissing again, deeply and passionately. Meanwhile, one of Ajay’s hands squeezed my breasts firmly.

Ajay: “Pooja , I had no idea you were this thirsty…”

I grabbed his cock, feeling it swell and harden completely in my grip. As I stroked it up and down, Ajay slid one hand between my thighs and began caressing my wet pussy. I was already burning hot, so I started moaning loudly with every breath—“Aah… Ohh…”—my body arching in desperate pleasure. He spread my legs wide, placed his fingers at my slick entrance, and began stroking my folds. Juices immediately started flowing out of me.

Ajay slipped one finger inside my tight pussy. My body jolted hard with overwhelming sensation. He began thrusting it in and out, and I pushed my hips forward, grinding against his hand to take him deeper. Soon he added a second finger, pumping them faster. My movements grew wild and uncontrollable. I rode his fingers with urgent, forceful strokes, my moans turning into loud cries—“Aah… Ohhh…”

He fingered me even harder. After a while, my body began shaking violently. A powerful orgasm crashed through me, leaving me momentarily still as thick juices gushed from my pussy, soaking his fingers and my thighs. A strange, satisfied smile bloomed on Ajay’s face.

He took my hand and wrapped it around his throbbing cock again, guiding me to stroke and caress it. The intense sensation I felt that day with Ajay after so many dry days was intoxicating. My touch was driving him crazy with lust. Soon, his restless, long-hardened cock could take no more. Despite my efforts to slow him down, hot spurts of thick white cum erupted from him, landing across my body. I kept stroking him gently until every last drop was drained. Then I leaned down and slowly licked his cum with my tongue, savoring the moment.

After that, he kept kissing me passionately. A little later, I started moaning and writhing again, my body twisting with renewed hunger. Soon his hands roamed over my breasts while his fingers returned to stroking my dripping pussy. I spread my legs wider for him. He pushed one finger, then two, deep inside me, thrusting them in and out rhythmically. I writhed in ecstasy, moaning loudly. He kept fingering me for a long time while I cried out in pleasure.

Then he lowered his head between my thighs. He traced his finger along my lips before rubbing it against my clit. Slowly, he buried his face between my legs until his hot mouth pressed against my aching pussy. Driven mad by lust, I lifted my hips and rubbed my smooth, wet folds against his lips. He extended his tongue and began licking me hungrily. My cries grew sharper—“Ummh… Ahh… Hai… Yaah…”—as my entire body trembled uncontrollably.

I started bucking my ass wildly. He pressed his mouth firmly against my pussy, licking and sucking with passion. Overwhelmed, I grabbed his head with both hands and ground my dripping cunt hard against his face. He matched my intensity fully. Though I had never been with anyone except Ranveer before, everything felt incredibly right and pleasurable that day.

He focused his tongue on my swollen clit, flicking and teasing it until I bucked even harder. Then he thrust his tongue deep inside my pussy. This time my body convulsed with even greater force, and a choked gasp escaped my throat as if I couldn’t breathe. Ajay licked and sucked the inner walls of my pussy greedily. Juices flowed out like a spring, which he drank eagerly.

He formed his lips into a tight seal around my sensitive flesh and sucked hard, again and again. I lost all control, turning almost frantic. I gripped his head tightly, pulling him deeper as I rubbed my pussy forcefully against his mouth. My breath caught, but Ajay continued licking and sucking my cunt with relentless hunger. Within moments, powerful spasms rocked my body. Loud moans poured from my lips—“Aah… Ahh… Ummm… Ohhh… Aha… Ohhh…”

Thick, creamy juices flooded out of me. Ajay drank every drop, then rose and pressed his lips to mine, sharing the taste of my pleasure. It felt intensely arousing. Meanwhile, his cock had grown fully hard again. After the intense waves subsided, I lay there catching my breath, body glowing with satisfaction.

Ajay gently caressed my cheeks, then my neck, before grabbing my breasts again. He started squeezing and massaging them firmly, making me squirm with fresh desire. He pinched and rolled my nipples, first gently, then harder. I moaned and whimpered in pleasure, my body responding eagerly.

He moved his hand lower, stroking my thighs sensually. After a while, he placed one hand on my pussy and began rubbing it slowly. I pulled him on top of me and pressed his mouth to my breasts. Ajay kissed and sucked them hungrily while my body shivered with delight.

He slipped two fingers back into my soaking pussy, thrusting them in and out. I breathed heavily, tossing my head from side to side in ecstasy as he continued playing with my breasts.

My condition was desperate by then. Burning with need, I gasped, “Aahhh… Ajay, do all this later… Fuck me first… Have sex with me right now…”

I lay back on the bed and spread my legs wide open. Ajay grabbed his thick cock and rubbed it up and down along my slick entrance, teasing me. Then he positioned the head at my opening and paused. With a powerful thrust, he buried his entire length deep into my tight, wet pussy in one smooth stroke.

Because I hadn’t been fucked properly for many days and had never conceived, my pussy had become incredibly tight. A loud moan tore from my throat. Ajay pulled out and slammed back in with even greater force. I writhed wildly beneath him.

Now Ajay was going to fuck me hard—or rather, I was eagerly getting fucked by him. His cock felt the scorching heat of my pussy as it sank halfway inside. I let out a deep, satisfied sigh as he pushed the rest of his length fully into me. I had no fear of pregnancy; in fact, I desperately wanted a child, so I surrendered completely to Ajay, letting him take me raw and unprotected.

He soon found a steady rhythm, thrusting his cock in and out of my dripping cunt. My familiar, passionate moans filled the room—the same sounds you and Pawan had heard when Ranveer fucked me during our time together. My wet pussy gripped him with delicious friction, giving him immense pleasure. Soon my inner muscles started contracting tightly around his shaft.

Strange, ecstatic cries escaped my throat as I lifted my ass, matching his thrusts with wild abandon. The juicy sounds of his cock slamming into my soaked pussy echoed—thap thap, chap chap, chapp—filling the room. My pleasure knew no bounds that day. What I had never asked for was now being given to me so freely and passionately.

Then I started moaning loudly, my voice breaking with desperate need. “Aahhh… Ohhhfff… Aahhh… Tear me apart… Aaaahhh… Tear me open, please… Aaaahhh!”

“Ajay, fuck me hard! Please, fuck me completely. Fuck me as hard and deep as you want!”

He gave a couple of powerful thrusts, driving his thick cock deep into my aching pussy. My moans grew sharper and louder with each stroke. He gripped my waist and back tightly, holding me firmly in place as his hands roamed freely over my naked, trembling body.

He kept pounding into me relentlessly. I reached back with both hands and grabbed his bare, muscular ass, feeling it flex and thrust powerfully. My fingers moved along the crack of his ass, sliding down until they brushed against the base of his cock, now slick with our combined juices. His shaft kept sliding in and out of my dripping pussy, and my fingers felt every throbbing movement. I was moaning uncontrollably, begging him to fuck me harder, completely lost in the heat of the moment. He slammed into me again, and I cried out sharply, “Oh Ajay… harder!”

Ajay increased his pace. Soon both of us were panting heavily, grinding and merging into each other with raw passion. He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep groan, he emptied his hot load deep inside my pussy. We stayed locked together, gasping for breath for what felt like an eternity. Finally, his softening cock slipped out of me, and thick streams of his cum mixed with my juices began leaking from my well-fucked pussy.

Pooja: Even after he came, Ajay rolled to the side but stayed pressed against my hips and back, his hands still greedily squeezing and playing with my breasts.

I was thoroughly enjoying the way his strong hands kneaded my sensitive breasts. His touch made my nipples harden again quickly, standing out stiff and aching, while my pussy remained soaking wet. Slowly, I began rubbing my soft, round ass back against his cock, teasing him.

Ajay moved his right hand away from my breasts and slid it down over my flat, naked belly. He circled my navel teasingly, then dipped a finger inside, swirling it gently.

Pooja: “Aaaahhh… Uhhh!!”

His fingers drifted lower, brushing and stroking through my soft pubic hair. Instinctively, my thighs pressed together, but Ajay gave my ass a firm push from behind, making it clear he didn’t like that. I relaxed my legs again, spreading them obediently while still lying on my side.

Ajay kissed my lips passionately while his hands explored every inch of my naked body. Then he gently turned me onto my back on the bed.

“Aaaahhhh…” I moaned, trembling with fresh excitement. Ajay licked my entire left breast with his warm tongue while his hand caressed and squeezed the right one. I reached down, wrapping my fingers around his hardening cock and stroking it lovingly. He then sucked my right nipple hard, as if trying to draw milk from it, while roughly kneading my left breast. Waves of intense pleasure surged through me. When he finally released my breasts, I saw them glistening wet with his saliva, my nipples swollen and erect from his hungry attention.

He continued licking and kissing my face and neck. That day, for the first time, a man other than my husband was on top of me like this. Yet I was so starved for sex that nothing felt wrong. The pleasure Ajay was giving me was even greater than what Ranveer had ever provided. I had been hungry for days, and when hunger is this intense, whatever you get feels incredibly satisfying. Nishu, my sister, that was exactly how I felt at that moment.

Ajay’s hands were back on my breasts as our lips remained locked. We nibbled and sucked on each other’s lips, tasting and sharing our saliva in deep, messy kisses. Then he stood up, his gaze moving hungrily over my lower body.

Ajay: “Pooja, please turn over for me.”

I turned onto my stomach on the bed. My naked ass was now fully exposed to his hungry eyes.

Ajay: “Pooja, lift your ass up a little and get on all fours… like a bitch in heat in front of her dog. Yes, just like that.”

I had gotten fucked in doggy style by Ranveer many times before, so I obediently got into position. I pushed my ass higher, resting on my elbows, and began swaying my hips teasingly. Ranveer loved this view. When Ajay saw me shaking my ass seductively from behind, his cock twitched and throbbed with fresh hunger.

Ajay: “Pooja, your ass is absolutely stunning… I really want to fuck it.”

Pooja: “No, not there, Ajay. I’ve never done that before… If you want, you can fuck my pussy from behind.”

Ajay: “Alright, Pooja, whatever you say.”

But the sight of my spongy, curvaceous waist and plump, youthful ass made Ajay change his mind. He started kissing and licking me passionately.

Now, with his rock-hard cock, my naked body, his firm grip on my heavy breasts, my tight, dripping pussy, and my soft, inviting ass on full display, Ajay’s hands grew bolder. He squeezed my breasts even harder, pinching and sucking my nipples before sliding his hands lower. One hand caressed my wet pussy while the other played with my ass. I made weak attempts to push his hand away from my ass, but after waiting for me for so long, he wasn’t about to let go so easily.

He spread my thighs wider and buried his face between my ass cheeks, licking my tight hole with his hot tongue.

“Uuuuhhh!”

I trembled violently with overwhelming arousal. Ajay grew even more excited while licking my naked ass. He licked both cheeks thoroughly, then spread them apart with his fingers and ran his tongue deep along my crack. He gently bit the soft flesh of my ass and focused on rimming my tight hole. Soon, he began pushing a finger slowly inside.

I moaned loudly, “Aaaahhh… Ohhh…” He realized I was starting to enjoy it.

His finger sliding in and out made my breath catch. He licked and fingered my ass until I felt it loosening and opening slightly. I pushed my ass back, spreading myself more for him.

I arched deeper, pushing my ass out shamelessly while my heavy breasts hung and swayed beneath me. Reaching back with one hand, I spread my ass cheeks wider and said breathlessly,

Pooja: “Here, Ajay… your Pooja has become your bitch, bent over for you. But tell me, why do you want to fuck my ass so badly?”

Ajay placed the head of his cock against my exposed hole and reached forward to grab my swinging breasts. Pressing his throbbing cock against my ass, he replied,

Ajay: “Pooja, wow… you’re so understanding. Your ass has completely enchanted me, and my cock is dying to stretch your virgin tightness. You have no idea how incredible your ass is. Your pussy, breasts, lips, ass, and your entire body… everything about you is irresistible.”

He spread my thighs again and pressed his mouth back into my crack, licking hungrily. His finger kept working in and out, making my breath hitch. He licked and probed until my hole felt slightly more open. I spread myself even wider.

Ajay then slipped one finger into my dripping pussy while another worked my ass. I was surprised but too lost in pleasure to protest.

Pooja: “What are you doing?”

Ajay: “Nothing… just enjoying you fully.”

He began thrusting one finger in my pussy and another in my ass in rhythm, while his other hand stroked his cock, making it rock-hard and throbbing again. Without waiting, he positioned his cock at my pussy and slowly pushed inside. The tight fit made me moan sharply. Ajay looked at me intensely.

Ajay: “What happened, Pooja? Doesn’t my friend Ranveer fuck you properly? Your pussy is still so amazingly tight.”

Pooja: “No… he’s been very busy with office work lately.”

Ajay: “Don’t worry. From now on, you’ll never feel any lack, Pooja.”

His thick cock settled deep inside me. He started with slow, shallow thrusts. My face showed a mix of slight pain and overwhelming pleasure. He gradually increased the speed, gripping my ass cheeks hard, spreading them wide. His powerful thrusts grew faster, and the wet sounds of our fucking filled the room—“phuch phuch… phach phach”—echoing with the slickness of my dripping pussy.

Then Ajay’s hands glided sensually over my slim, delicate, and smooth waist, slowly making their way down to my round ass. Before I could even realize what was happening, he pulled his cock out of my dripping pussy and pressed the swollen head right against my tight virgin asshole.

Ajay whispered hotly, “I’ve had my eyes on this beautiful ass of yours for so long, Pooja.”

Pooja tried to say something but no words came out, her body trembling with a mix of fear and forbidden excitement.

Ajay: “Pooja, it will hurt a little at first, but then you’ll feel immense pleasure.”

Pooja: “Ajay, please… do it slowly. I’ve never let even my husband Ranveer fuck my ass.”

I pleaded with him desperately. Ajay gave a gentle push. His oil-slicked cockhead began stretching the tight ring of my asshole. But it wouldn’t go in easily. I instinctively leaned forward, pressing my stomach flat against the bed and gripping the bedsheet tightly. Ajay slid his hands underneath me, grabbing my full breasts and squeezing them firmly, adding waves of pleasure to the burning stretch.

Pooja: “Ohhh… it feels so intense!”

To give him even more pleasure, I pushed my ass up slightly and got back on my elbows. My heavy breasts hung and swayed like ripe mangoes, which Ajay immediately seized. Honestly, there was sharp pain, but thankfully the oil made it smoother, and Ajay wasn’t rushing. He moved with slow, deliberate patience, letting my body adjust. We were both lost in this slow, sensual dance—he carefully pushing deeper while I gently pushed back. Soon he started giving small thrusts, and with every movement, I sank deeper into overwhelming lust.

My ass was incredibly tight, and his cock was so thick that it refused to slide in fully at first. He kept thrusting patiently while I surrendered to the growing pleasure.

Ajay: “Hold on tight, Pooja.”

He gripped my hips firmly and pressed his cock harder against my asshole. My breathing quickened. With my heart pounding, I bit my lip and waited, bracing myself for his big, powerful cock. I had never taken it in the ass before, but strangely, a dark thrill ran through me. After so many days of hunger, not only was I getting fucked, but I was getting a thick, satisfying cock that stretched me in ways I never imagined.

I reached back, grabbed his throbbing shaft, and said breathlessly,

Pooja: “Ohhh Ajay… does my ass feel that good to you? That’s why I wear high heels… I know they make my walk sexy and draw everyone’s eyes to my swaying ass. You liked my ass so much that you wanted to fuck it… so now watch, Ajay. Your Pooja is going to let you fuck her ass and keep coming back for more. I’ll let you enjoy me again and again.”

Hearing my naughty words, Ajay smiled with raw lust. He gripped my waist with one hand, squeezed my breasts hard with the other, and began pushing his cock into my ass. The moment his thick head forced its way inside, sharp pain shot through me. I thrashed wildly and screamed,

“Aaaahhhhhhhhh Ajay… stop… it’s tearing me apart… my ass… it hurts so much… please take it out!”

Ajay continued slowly, inch by inch. I closed my eyes tightly and let out soft, trembling moans. He kept going patiently. After some time, with gentle thrusts, his entire hard cock finally buried deep inside my virgin ass. His thick, rigid shaft filled me completely. With every breath, I felt the tight squeeze of my ass around him. I kept my eyes closed, savoring the intense fullness while he thrust steadily, his hands constantly kneading and massaging my breasts. Every single second felt like pure ecstasy, as if all the pleasures of life were concentrated in that moment.

He squeezed my breasts firmly and began slow thrusts that gradually grew faster and harder. He fucked my ass with deep, powerful strokes. He would pause occasionally, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in, making the sensation incredibly pleasurable for both of us.

When the moment came, he gripped my breasts tightly, buried his cock as deep as possible, and pressed his thighs hard against my ass. He exploded inside me with strong, hot spurts—at least three or four powerful jets. Then he slowly pulled out, wiped his cock on my soft, round ass cheeks, and lay down beside me, holding me close.

From eleven-thirty in the morning until two-thirty in the afternoon, Ajay fucked me continuously, taking me again and again with insatiable hunger.

At two-thirty, Ajay left. He returned in the evening for dinner. That night, I couldn’t even look him in the eyes, but he acted completely normal, as if nothing had happened. Ranveer's meeting had gone badly, so he was also distracted and tense.

The next day, Ajay came again around eleven. I tried hard to stop him, but I failed. Once again, he had his way with me and left. This continued relentlessly for fifteen days. Ajay would come in the afternoon, fuck me thoroughly, and leave. In the beginning, for two or three days, I tried to reason with him. But soon I started waiting for him eagerly. By eleven, I would be restless, anticipating his arrival.

After fifteen days, Ranveer told me that the meeting that hadn’t worked out last time was being held again in another city. It was scheduled for either eight at night or ten in the morning, so he had to leave in the evening. If the meeting was at night, he would return by two in the morning; otherwise, he would be back the next evening.


Chapter 17

The moment Ranveer left the house, Ajay arrived. He took me straight to the bedroom, fucked me hard, and then said he would take me out in the evening. I refused, but he wouldn’t listen. That night, under the pretext of taking me out, he brought me to his flat, where three of his foreign friends were waiting. A movie was playing on the TV. The moment I saw it, my heart stopped—it was a recording of me and Ajay having sex.

Pooja: “Ajay, what have you done? You’ve betrayed me!”

Ajay: “I haven’t betrayed you. You were the one who got ready to warm my bed so willingly. These are my friends. They got suspicious because I kept disappearing every afternoon. Their condition for helping with my work was that they also get to fuck you.”

Pooja: “Look, Ajay, this can’t happen. I’m not that kind of woman.”

Ajay: “Then what kind of woman are you? You’re already getting fucked by a man other than your husband. Whether it’s two men or twenty, it doesn’t make any difference now. And if you refuse, this video CD can easily reach your husband.”

Pooja: Ajay’s threat terrified me.

Pooja: Shaken by Ajay’s threat, I quickly said, “But Ajay, this can’t happen today because I’ve got my period…”

Hearing that, Ajay told his friends, “Friends, you’ll have to wait another three or four days. Madam is a little unwell right now. We’ll plan the program once she’s better.”

With that, Pooja returned home, caught in a storm of confusion and guilt about what she should do next.

Pooja said, “That day I narrowly escaped. It made me realize the dangerous situation I had fallen into. Luckily, fate was on my side. Ajay’s company suddenly called him and the French team back because the project they were training for had been canceled for some reason. When the company recalled them, Ajay came to my house one afternoon. He handed me a pen drive and said,

Ajay: “Look, Pooja, our work here is finished. We’re all flying back to Jap@n tonight. This pen drive contains some videos of you and me. I could have destroyed it myself, but I thought you might suspect me. The truth is, I’ve deleted all the other recordings. Only these are left on this drive—you can burn it and destroy them completely. And yes, I have good connections in this city. If you ever need any help, just call me. You already have my number. After today, I won’t call you or trouble you again.”

After that, Ajay left for Jap@n. Three years have passed, and I haven’t received a single call from him.

Nishu said, “Pooja, you barely escaped a gangbang!”

Pooja: “In those days, if I didn’t get sex, I would go almost crazy with need. It was in that very madness that I ended up having sex with Pawan. Even though Pawan tried hard to stop me, I seduced him, urging him to fuck me. You already know everything that happened between us. After that, I met a psychologist. The doctor suggested some remedies and gave me medicines. Then you gave me your child, which shifted my focus and helped control my insatiable hunger a little.”

Pooja continued, “Nishu, when I called Ajay two weeks ago to uncover the truth about Ranveer's activities, he told me everything. He had already arranged all the meetings, times, and places. I just had to go there and do what was needed.”

Nishu: Listening to Pooja's words with shock, she said, “Pooja, you were going through so much. And you never told me.”

Pooja: “What could I have told you? My condition at that time was such that Ajay—or any man—could have taken advantage of me.”

Pooja added, “Yes, Nishu. That’s why, when I contacted Ajay, he helped me get the details from Ranveer's phone.”

Pooja said, “Nishu, now listen to me carefully.”

The disease called suspicion, which often affects both men and women, is almost incurable. May God never let anyone suffer from it. Suspicion—or doubt, as it’s called in English—is a terrible illness that creates cracks in relationships between husbands and wives, turning their lives miserable.

Pawan was suffering from this very disease of suspicion. He doubted that you gave Ranveer more freedom than necessary, and honestly, it wasn’t entirely baseless. Ranveer always tried to take advantage of your innocence and then put Pawan down. If a husband starts suspecting his wife, it also means he loves her deeply and doesn’t want anyone else to come between them. But as you now know, suspicion and doubt destroy everything sweet in a relationship. There is no real cure for it. Your life had already been turned upside down. Now he has finally realized that if he gives up this habit of doubting, he can live happily.

Relationships, especially between a man and a woman, are very delicate. To understand them, you need the eyes of the heart and a clear mind. Only by staying away from the disease of suspicion can love and affection grow strong. Otherwise… suspicion is a mental illness and disorder that only targets humans. You won’t find such sickness in animals. The sad part is that because of this disease, humans start showing animal-like behavior. It is also known by many other names—doubter, suspicious, short-tempered, and so on. This illness affects men and women differently.

The triangle of husband, wife, and suspicion often ends in tragedy. If a wall of doubt rises in a happy married life, the relationship reaches the brink of breaking.

Pooja said, “Nishu, you already know what happened because of Pawan's habit of suspicion. Once the disease of doubt takes hold, everything gets ruined—life becomes destroyed and devastated. But it’s not too late yet. Pawan still loves you very much, and you should forgive him now and take him back.”

Nishu's heart had become much clearer toward Pawan by now. Only a little hesitation remained.

After that, Pooja went back to her house. That same evening, she made Ranveer realize his mistakes. She clearly told him that until she helped reunite Nishu and Pawan, she would not let him touch her body. If he tried to force himself, she would divorce him. She was ready for divorce if that was what he wanted. Hearing all this, Ranveer swore that he would never come between Pawan and Nishu again.

But even after that, Ranveer didn’t stop visiting call girls in hotels. A few days later, a call came from the police station—Ranveer had been caught in a police raid at a hotel. Ten girls and fifteen young men were arrested while indulging in wild parties. Because Ranveer was caught with a gang, the police beat him badly at the station. When Pooja reached the station, she found out that the police inspector was an acquaintance of Pawan.

Nishu immediately called Pawan and asked him to come. On Pawan's request, the inspector released Ranveer. They all went to Pooja's house. Nishu had also come there to take care of the children. Ranveer fell at the feet of Pooja, Pawan, and Nishu, begging for forgiveness for everything he had done.

Later, Pooja forgave Ranveer, and Nishu forgave Pawan. Pawan took Nishu and their child Nitin and moved abroad.
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The End…….
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