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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 Cross Attention: 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.


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


Main Characters

1.      Pawan (Narrator & Protagonist) 

○       Age: 23 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.

2.      Nisha (also called Nishu) 

○       Age: Around 22–23 (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.

3.      Pooja 

○       Age: Around 29–30 (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.

4.      Ranveer (also called Ranveer) 

○       Age: Around 30+

○       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.

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: Saali (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 Bhabhi / Pooja.

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


Chapter 1

Hello, My name is Pawan, and I am a 23-year-old young man. I am the only son of my parents, and I never got involved in making a girlfriend because I have always been very shy and speak very little. As soon as college ended, I got a job in a big city nearby, and I left my parents' home to start living in the new city. I was concentrating on my career, while my family kept insisting on getting me married, and I would always put them off.

One time, when I went home for a few days' leave, my family told me that they had found a girl for me and that I should at least meet her once. If I liked her, we could proceed with the marriage later. Just to keep my parents happy, I agreed, and I went to the girl's house with my parents. In my mind, I had already decided that I would reject her once I returned home and get rid of the matter. But when the girl was brought in front of me, I was completely stunned. She was a beautiful girl with a perfect figure. I had never imagined that I would get a chance to marry such a gorgeous woman. I also got some time to talk to her privately.

Her name was Nisha, and I was so lost in her beauty that I couldn't even ask her anything, fearing she might get upset. She was certainly impressed after learning about me and showed clear interest. Her family told us that Nisha had also gotten a job in the same city where I was working. They didn't want to send her alone to an unknown city, so they wanted to get her married to someone there. They asked me if I was ready for marriage or if I needed time to think. I immediately said yes, and both families were overjoyed. I was happy that I would get such a beautiful wife. Nisha was happy that her dream of a job would come true, and she already liked me anyway.

Our wedding took place the very next month. Just a month earlier, I hadn't even thought about getting married, and now everything had happened so quickly. But I had no regrets about my decision. A life partner had arrived to share my rented house with me. Even in the month before the wedding, I kept talking to Nisha. One thing I had learned about her was that she was a very bubbly and lively girl. My behavior was completely opposite to hers, which made me like her even more. I was quiet and spoke little, while she could easily mix with anyone and had a habit of talking a lot. My once-peaceful home started filling with constant liveliness and chatter. Neighbors I had never spoken to before, I now knew their names because of Nisha, and they even visited our home sometimes. It felt like my life had become complete. The emptiness in my life had vanished.

Even after marriage, that bubbly, talkative girl didn't forget her mischief and playful nature. Considering our careers, we had both decided not to plan for a baby yet. Nisha loved children a lot. She wanted her own child, but she also cared about both of our careers.

A year had passed since our wedding, and our life was going very smoothly. But then a storm entered our lives. One day, Nisha came to me and, as always, started chatting.

Nisha: "Pawan, we've never gone on a long trip. Why don't we go somewhere to a beach for 3-4 days? A long weekend is coming up ahead too."

Pawan: "Have you thought of any place where you want to go? But we have very little time left. We won't be able to make all the bookings so quickly."

Nisha: "Don't worry about that. I'll handle everything. Are you ready or not?"

Pawan: "If everything is managed well, then I'm ready. But how will you manage it all alone? Tell me the full plan."

Nisha: "All arrangements are done. Ranveer and Pooja are coming here. Then all four of us will go on the trip. Ranveer has already booked the train tickets and the hotel too."

Nisha was beaming with excitement and looked thrilled, while I was stunned that she had made all the preparations in advance and was only now asking me.

Pawan: "You've already made the entire plan with Ranveer. Since when has this been going on? Why didn't you tell me earlier?"

Nisha: "I knew you wouldn't refuse. Even yesterday, Ranveer called me and told me about the plan, and now we both have to go with them."

In Nisha's family, besides her parents, there was only her elder sister, Pooja. Pooja was seven years older than Nisha, and she had gotten married to Ranveer Ji about 6-7 years ago. He was now my brother-in-law. I also called Pooja as "Sis," and both of them called me by my name Pawan because I was 4-5 years younger than them.

The following week, Ranveer and Pooja were coming to our house, and all of us would depart by train from our city. Throughout the week, Nisha was running around the house, busy with preparations. In the evenings, after I returned from the office, she would get on the phone and discuss with her sister and brother-in-law what to take and what not to take. Seeing Nisha's excitement made me feel wonderful, and a smile would appear on my face just watching her. A few months earlier, when I had gone to Nisha's house with her, I had also met Ranveer. Their brother-in-law and sister-in-law relationship was full of fun. They would keep joking and teasing each other, never missing a chance to pull each other's leg. Whenever they were together, there was nonstop entertainment. I had heard from Pooja that Nisha had been close to Ranveer from the beginning, sharing everything without any hesitation and talking openly. Pooja nature was completely opposite to Nisha's—very calm, serious, but wise. She was a housewife who had knowledge of everything around her and would often guide both me and Nisha when needed. If Nisha was beautiful, Pooja was no less. Pooja had a little more weight than Nisha, but their faces were quite similar, and their beauty was breathtaking.

According to my habit, I felt shy around Pooja and didn't talk much. It was Pooja who would take the initiative to speak with me and try to make me comfortable. Because once Nisha started talking, I would forget everything else. Now, about Ranveer. Ranveer and Pooja were opposites, just like me and Nisha. While Pooja was calm and understanding, Ranveer was very talkative and always in a joking mood. Perhaps this was also one reason why Nisha got along so well with Ranveer. Even when buying clothes, Nisha would choose colors or designs that Ranveer liked. She would wear new clothes, show them to me, and ask how she looked. Since Nisha looked beautiful to me in every kind of outfit, I would calmly say that she looked good. Hearing this, she would scold me for giving such a dull compliment. If Ranveer were there, he would praise her lavishly. I needed to learn how to compliment from Ranveer. It wasn't just about clothes; on other occasions too, she would always compare me with Ranveer, saying if Ranveer were here, he would do this or that. Like a sensible man, I would always laugh off her words and never mind them, nor did I feel bad, because I knew that Nisha's habits were very similar to Ranveer's, and I was completely the opposite.

Finally, the day arrived when Nisha's Ranveer and Pooja were coming to our house. They were supposed to arrive in the evening, and we had to catch the train late at night. Nisha had been excited since morning. It was their first trip in so many days, and she loved going to the beach. But her biggest happiness was that Ranveer would be with them. Otherwise, she would get bored going anywhere with just me. It was good for me too. Whenever we went out, she would tire me out by dragging me everywhere. Now, all those troubles would have to be borne by Ranveer.


Chapter 2

Nisha usually didn’t wear sarees at home, but because Ranveer was coming, she specially chose the one he had gifted her, eager to make him happy. Draped beautifully in that saree, she came to me, bursting with joy, wrapping her arms around my neck while excitedly chanting “Thank you, thank you!” and jumping up and down. Her full, shapely breasts bounced with every leap, pressing firmly against my chest, sending delicious tingles through me and quickly stirring my desires. In a saree, she looked even more irresistibly sexy and captivating than in her usual clothes, her curves swaying with an alluring grace. I pulled her close, holding her tightly against me, and whispered a plea for a quick, passionate moment. But Nisha gently refused. She explained that once Ranveer arrived, she wouldn’t be able to focus on anything else, so she wanted to finish cooking and prepare everything in advance. I had to swallow my growing longing, a quiet sigh escaping me.

Nisha busied herself in the kitchen, and the moment the doorbell rang, I opened the door. As soon as it swung open, Ranveer boomed “Nisha!” loudly, but spotting me, he offered a slight, warm smile before stepping inside and continuing to call out her name with affectionate enthusiasm. Nisha came running from the kitchen, still wearing her apron, and immediately jumped into Ranveer’s arms, hugging him tightly and bouncing with pure delight. The scene from earlier that afternoon flashed vividly in my mind—how she had clung to me the same way, igniting my passion. I wondered what Ranveer must be feeling right now, a strange mix of awkwardness and amusement washing over me as I watched her infectious excitement.

I stood there observing the two of them when Pooja gentle voice came from behind, warmly asking about my well-being. Whenever I visited my in-laws, Nisha would often forget about me in her excitement, but Pooja always made sure to check on me with genuine care. I welcomed her inside and inquired about her and the family too. By then, Nisha and Ranveer had separated and composed themselves. Suddenly, Nisha remembered her cooking and exclaimed, “Oh no, my roti is burning!” before dashing back to the kitchen. Ranveer followed right behind her, teasingly asking, “What has Nisha cooked specially for Ranveer?”

I invited Pooja to sit comfortably.

Pooja: “This Nisha is such a complete madcap. She doesn’t trouble you too much, does she?”

Pawan: “No, Pooja, I actually love seeing her this happy and full of life. It brightens everything.”

From inside the kitchen, Nisha and Ranveer’s playful shouts and laughter echoed, repeatedly drawing my attention despite myself.

Pooja: “Don’t worry at all. These two have been like this since the beginning—they turn the whole house upside down with their fun.”

A little later, Ranveer and Nisha emerged from the kitchen hand in hand, both glowing with joy. Nisha went over and sat beside her sister, while Ranveer settled on the sofa seat near me. Their lively conversation flowed easily, with Pooja chiming in occasionally with her calm remarks, while I stayed mostly quiet, listening. Seeing their easy banter, I tried to join in and make my presence felt by steering the talk forward.

Pawan: “What time is the train? Did you book an AC one?”

Ranveer: “Nisha has trouble sleeping in AC sleepers, so I booked a non-AC first-class compartment especially for her.”

Details about my own wife that I didn’t know, Ranveer knew so well. I began mentally calculating the budget. AC 3-tier would have been cheaper and still comfortable. They soon shifted back to excitedly planning all the fun they would have at the beach, leaving me feeling left out once again. I decided it was time to change the topic.

Pawan: “It’s been so many years since your wedding. When are you both going to share some good news with us?”

I felt pleased for a moment, thinking I had found a nice way to join their conversation, but once again, my words fell flat. The cheerful chatter between Ranveer and Nisha suddenly stopped, and a heavy silence filled the room. Nisha turned serious and spoke softly.

Nisha: “I never told you… Pooja has a medical issue and she can’t conceive.”

Pooja lowered her head in quiet disappointment, and Nisha placed a comforting hand on her shoulder, offering silent support. I realized too late how foolish my question had been and immediately apologized to everyone.

Pooja reassured me gently, saying it wasn’t my fault since I had no idea. Just then, Ranveer lightened the mood with his usual cheer.

Ranveer: “Hey, what’s the big deal! Any child Nisha has will be mine anyway.”

Nisha: “Ohhhh! I love you, Ranveer! You are the best!”

With that, Nisha rose from her seat, walked over, and settled comfortably into Ranveer’s lap, hugging him warmly. Ranveer wrapped his arms around her bare waist, pulling her closer in a tight, affectionate embrace. For a second, I felt relieved that the awkwardness caused by my words had eased, but then Ranveer’s statement lingered in my mind. Did he mean he would be the one to make Nisha a mother? He had clearly said, “Any child Nisha has will be mine anyway.”

I noticed those words carefully, but no one else seemed to pay them any mind. Nisha, on the contrary, looked delighted as she remained seated in Ranveer’s lap. Pooja too smiled faintly, setting aside her worries. I told myself I must have misheard or misunderstood. For now, my wife was nestled closely against her brother-in-law. Though it wasn’t the first time she had been this affectionate with him, I felt a slight unease stirring inside me. But since the other three treated it as completely normal, I decided to take it lightly too. Nisha eventually returned to her seat, and the playful teasing between Ranveer and his Sister in law resumed with full energy. I remained a quiet spectator. Pooja added her wise comments in between and even gently scolded Nisha to keep her in check.

We all finished dinner and sat together afterward. After some more planning, Pooja mentioned that their luggage was already packed and asked if we had done ours. She suggested we finish packing our bags first. Since I still had last-minute packing left, I stood up. Nisha got up as well.

Nisha: “Ranveer, I’ve shortlisted my clothes, but please help me decide what to take. Come with me.”

Pooja: “You both finish the packing. Meanwhile, I’ll wrap up the kitchen work and then get ready.”

I went into our bedroom, and Nisha followed closely, bringing Ranveer along. I focused more on observing the two of them than on my own packing.

Nisha opened her suitcase and showed it to Ranveer. It was filled with her clothes. She took them out one by one, asking his opinion on what to keep and what to leave. As the clothes came out, her bras and panties at the bottom of the suitcase became visible. I felt a twinge of embarrassment that her intimate undergarments were openly on display for Ranveer to see, but neither of them seemed bothered at all. They stayed immersed in finalizing the outfits while I quietly watched after finishing my own bag. Once packing was done, we all came back out. Pooja had also finished in the kitchen. The TV was on, but I was the only one watching. The other three were busy making plans for tomorrow. Half an hour later, Pooja announced it was time to get ready. She especially reminded Nisha, who would take longer.

Nisha: “Ranveer, come with me and tell me what I should wear.”

Nisha led Ranveer into our bedroom and closed the door behind them. From inside came the sounds of Nisha’s cheerful giggles and lively laughter, mixed with Ranveer’s hearty chuckles. Meanwhile, Pooja sat talking with me.

Pooja: “Nisha is the youngest at home, so she has always been everyone’s pampered darling. Her childish habits don’t feel strange to you, do they?”

Pawan: “Not at all, Pooja. The house feels so alive and joyful when she’s around. When she’s not here, everything feels empty and strangely quiet.”

Pooja: “Whether it’s my parents’ house or my in-laws’, as long as Nisha is there, no one misses having a child around. The moment she leaves, silence descends and everyone starts missing her terribly.”

Pawan: “It’s good that everyone misses her so much. For someone like me, it doesn’t make much difference whether I’m around or not.”

Pooja: “No, that’s not true at all. Mom and Dad praise you a lot. They like you even more than Ranveer.”


Chapter 3

Talking with Pooja brought me some calm, yet the continuous sounds drifting from the bedroom kept making me increasingly uncomfortable, a knot of unease tightening in my chest. I suggested to Pooja that she should also get ready. She stood up and called out to Ranveer, urging him to come out so Nisha could prepare without delay. Pooja then headed to the guest room to change.

I walked up to our bedroom door, but the lively, playful noises of Ranveer and Nisha inside stole my courage to enter. Who knew what I might witness? A quiet fear had taken root deep in my heart. I paced restlessly between the sofa and the bedroom door, my mind racing. After a few minutes, Ranveer finally stepped out of the bedroom. I secretly observed him from head to toe, scrutinizing for any signs of what might have happened. His hair was tousled, and his T-shirt had wrinkles from being pulled. I moved toward the bedroom to check on Nisha, but Ranveer stopped me midway. He said girls take time to get ready, not us men, and that we could prepare a little later. He engaged me in conversation, deliberately holding me back for 2-3 minutes. Finally, I told him I needed to iron a few clothes and slipped inside.

Nisha was standing in front of the wardrobe, wearing only her bra and panties. The moment she saw me, she asked me to close the door. I shut it and began counting the minutes. Only 2-3 minutes had passed since Ranveer left the room. Could Nisha have undressed so quickly down to her bra and panties? Had she removed her saree, petticoat, and blouse after he left, or while he was still inside? Or maybe Ranveer himself had helped her out of her clothes—that would explain all the playful sounds I had heard earlier. I scolded myself inwardly: what was I even thinking? There was no way Ranveer would dare do something like that with me sitting right outside. I hadn’t even tried opening the door while they were together; perhaps it had been locked from inside. It was too late now to uncover the truth. Nisha had already taken off her bra to wear a matching one.

I noticed with suspicion that her breasts seemed more swollen than usual. Was this just my imagination, or had her playful time with Ranveer caused it? Could they have had a quick, passionate encounter? My heart refused to accept it, but a seed of doubt had sprouted in my mind, growing uncomfortably. How could I confirm? I thought of slipping my hand into her panties and touching her pussy—if it was wet, something was wrong. I watched Nisha, now topless except for her panties, browsing clothes in the wardrobe. I approached from behind, pressed myself against her, and cupped her full breasts, squeezing them gently. Nisha pushed me away with a jolt and said there was no time for romance right now; nothing could happen because we were in a hurry. But I was determined to find out. I grabbed her again from behind. She struggled to free herself, but I lifted her off the ground. She flailed her legs like she was cycling in the air. I carried her to the bed and fell on it with her, trying forcefully to slide my hand into her panties. She kept grabbing my hand, desperately stopping me as if her secret was about to be exposed. I had never forced anything on Nisha before, though she had often initiated intimacy even when I wasn’t in the mood.

I finally managed to slip my hand inside her panties and reached her pussy. My fingers brushed against the soft, short hairs and found it slightly wet. Nisha immediately pulled my hand out and stood up quickly.

I stared at my glistening fingers, my heart sinking with a heavy thud. I searched her face for any sign of guilt, but she was smiling, giggling shyly with a playful sparkle in her eyes.

Nisha: “You’re feeling quite naughty today! We have to leave now, but I’ll see what you do to me tomorrow night in the hotel room.”

My heart still didn’t want to believe it, convincing myself it was all a misunderstanding. Maybe her wetness was because of the way I had roughly grabbed her just now. Or at most, the earlier teasing and laughter with Ranveer had aroused her a little. But she couldn’t do anything dirty with him—she only loved me. For now, she slipped on another bra and pulled out a knee-length dress to wear. I suggested she wear a kurta and leggings instead.

Nisha: “Ranveer said clothes should be comfortable and loose for the journey, so I’m wearing this dress.”

If Ranveer had already finalized the dress, there was no point in arguing. Nisha wore the sleeveless, knee-length dress. She looked stunning in it, but as usual, I gave a rather dull response. I changed into a T-shirt and lowers for the trip. It was a night journey, yet Nisha began doing her makeup as always. I stepped out into the hall.

Ranveer wasn’t there; he had probably gone to change too. A few minutes later, Ranveer and Pooja emerged from their room. Pooja was wearing loose pajamas with a button-down shirt on top. Ranveer hadn’t dressed his wife in short clothes like Nisha’s. As soon as he arrived, he asked about Nisha. I told him she was still doing her makeup.

Ranveer: “What’s the need for makeup at night? Wait, I’ll bring Nisha out. Pooja, meanwhile, get the bags out with Pawan’s help.”

Ranveer headed toward our bedroom, went inside, and closed the door with a loud thud. The sound hit my heart like a punch, knocking the breath out of me. From inside came Nisha’s loud protests: “No, Ranveer, no Ranveer!” Anger surged through me.

Pooja: “These two have started again. Their fun and teasing will continue for the next few days, and we’ll have to handle all the work, Pawan. Come on, let’s get the bags.”

I decided I would go inside and catch Ranveer red-handed, but what about helping with bags? I knew Pooja never asked me for any work. She was heading to her room. I called out from a distance.

Pawan: “You can easily pull the trolley bags yourself. Do you need me?”

Pooja: “No, I’ll manage. It’s fine.”

All this while, Nisha’s continuous squeals and Ranveer’s loud, booming laughter kept coming from inside, mixed with Nisha’s own giggles. Pooja went into her room, and I rushed to our bedroom door, holding my breath, ready to fling it open and see the scene inside. Just then, the door opened, and Ranveer stood there with a broad, teasing smile, as if mocking me for failing to catch him and implying he had already enjoyed my wife. Ranveer stepped out, I went in, and he closed the door behind him as he left. I saw Nisha lying face down on the bed. She was still in her knee-length dress, her open hair scattered across her face, and her legs bent at the knees, pointing toward the ceiling. I moved closer and placed one hand on her ass. She flipped around instantly and said, “Ranveer—” but seeing me, a look of shock crossed her face. She had been expecting Ranveer, and my sudden appearance had caught her off guard.

Pawan: “What happened? You were doing your makeup—why are you lying here?”

Nisha sat up now and began adjusting her clothes.

Nisha: “I was doing my makeup, but Ranveer wouldn’t let me. He dragged me from the dressing table to the bed. We can do makeup before the journey, right? I will do it.”

Saying this, she got up, sat at the dressing table, and started fixing her makeup again. I grabbed the bag and pulled it outside.

Pooja and Ranveer were sitting on the sofa, with the bags nearby.

Ranveer: “What happened? Nisha started her makeup again? Should I go back?”

Pooja: “Let her be. If she wants to do it, let her. Why trouble her?”


Chapter 4

After 5-10 minutes, Nisha finally stepped out, and Ranveer’s eyes lit up as he showered her with a flood of compliments, praising every detail of her look. Nisha beamed with happiness, practically glowing with delight. She shot me a pointed glance, as if saying, “See? Learn from Ranveer how to compliment properly.” I called for a taxi, and we all reached the station. It was my first time traveling in first class. Until now, I had only ever journeyed in AC or non-AC 3-tier sleepers. We entered our compartment. It had four berths—two facing each other, upper and lower—for our use. I asked why we had to take non-AC if we were traveling first class anyway; we could have gone in a non-AC sleeper.

Ranveer: “In a sleeper coach, there are 70-80 people in one compartment. Where’s the privacy of first class there? Look here—we’re just the four of us. We can do anything we want.”

I didn’t fully grasp the meaning behind his “do anything,” but his intentions didn’t feel entirely innocent. Ranveer and I sat on one berth while the two sisters sat opposite us. For easier conversation, Nisha and Ranveer sat facing each other directly. That left Pooja sitting right in front of me. Pooja and I mostly listened as the other two bantered playfully, teasing and pulling each other’s legs with nonstop energy. They were threatening each other about what they would do at the beach tomorrow. I was already shocked by everything I had seen so far, and thinking about what might happen next filled me with growing worry and unease. Through it all, Pooja remained completely calm and composed. Did she never suspect anything about her husband and sister’s closeness, like I did? Or did she knowingly let them be because she was innocent like me? I had noticed her occasionally scolding Nisha. Maybe it was just her habit from their childhood—seeing Nisha’s mischievous side and gently correcting her. That was probably why she laughed off all their playful antics.

Pooja leaned forward to pull out her shawl from the bag under her seat. My gaze drifted to her, and as she bent, the top of her shirt offered a brief, tempting glimpse of her full breasts’ soft swell. I quickly looked away in panic, turning toward Nisha and Ranveer, who were lost in their lively chat. A guilty thief stirred in my heart. When the moment felt safe, I stole another glance. I had never looked at Pooja with such dirty eyes before, but hours of watching Ranveer and Nisha’s bold behavior had corrupted my mind. As Pooja opened the bag’s zipper and shifted to take out the shawl, her breasts jiggled enticingly like soft jelly with the movement, looking incredibly seductive. Warning bells rang in my head. I glanced away for a second, terrified someone might catch me staring at my chest, then returned my eyes to savor that partial, alluring view.

Pooja had taken out the shawl and was closing the bag. I wanted to enjoy the sight a little longer, but I forced myself to look elsewhere so she wouldn’t notice me staring. She straightened up after putting the bag back. I turned toward her again with a small, innocent smile. While Pooja focused on Ranveer - Nisha conversation, I let my eyes linger on her chest. Nothing was openly visible, but I traced the generous curves hidden beneath her shirt. Then anger at myself surged— what was I doing? A while later, Pooja said she was feeling sleepy and suggested everyone rest. Respecting her, I immediately stood up. But Ranveer and Nisha’s chatter hadn’t ended yet, so they told us both to take the upper berths.

Though I wasn’t ready to sleep, I had to climb up. Pooja lay down on the upper berth opposite me, and I settled on the one facing hers. Below, Ranveer - Nisha's laughter and talking continued nonstop. I stared blankly at the ceiling, my mind swirling with confusion about what was happening and what I should do. A few minutes passed without sleep coming, so I turned on my side. Pooja lay straight, her stomach gently pulled in, making the side swell of her breasts clearly visible and prominent under her shirt. She had covered herself from waist to feet with the shawl she had taken out. Nisha was sitting right below the berth, and Ranveer sat below mine. A naughty idea struck me. I decided to test Ranveer. My bag was directly under Nisha. I asked her to pass me my shawl. I knew that as she bent forward, her dress would open slightly like a shirt, giving Ranveer a clear view of her cleavage. Nisha leaned down and pulled the bag out from under the berth. I could see her dress gaping open a bit from above. I lowered my gaze, trying to catch Ranveer’s expression. He reached forward to help her with the bag and zipper, his eyes fixed on Nisha. She took out the shawl and handed it to me. As she bent again to push the bag back, I tried to read Ranveer’s face but couldn’t see clearly from up here. He helped slide the bag back under the berth.

But one thing was certain—Ranveer must have gotten a good look at Nisha’s cleavage. I lay back, draping the shawl over my legs. Ranveer soon stood up from his seat and sat right beside Nisha. In front of me, Pooja had also turned on her side, facing me, though her eyes were closed. The top button of her shirt was undone, and the way she lay pressed her breast, making one soft mound peek teasingly from the side of her shirt. I didn’t miss the chance and watched openly for a moment. Then, fearing she might wake, I half-closed my eyes while still looking. With one eye I admired tempting cleavage, and with the other I watched Ranveer - Nisha pair below, now sitting pressed close together and talking. Since Pooja and I were supposedly asleep, they spoke in soft, intimate tones. My attention stayed more on their actions than their words. They decided something and shifted positions. Now Ranveer sat by the window, and Nisha lay with her head in his lap on the berth. Ranveer gently stroked her hair with one hand while his other rested on her stomach. With every breath Nisha took, her belly rose and fell, making Ranveer’s hand move along with it. I didn’t like seeing his hand placed so possessively on my wife’s stomach, but Nisha had no objection. Though cleavage was visible right in front of my berth, I kept my half-closed eyes focused downward, eager to see what Ranveer - Nisha pair would do next. I started listening to their conversation too.

Ranveer: “You’re about to sleep now, so at least remove your makeup.”

Nisha: “What’s your problem with my makeup, Ranveer!”

Ranveer: “I prefer seeing your inner beauty. Why hide your true loveliness behind these outer things?”

Lying above, I understood the deeper meaning behind Ranveer’s words. He was indirectly commenting on Nisha’s clothes, hinting that he wanted to see her natural beauty without them.

Nisha: “Do one thing, Ranveer—you remove my makeup yourself.”

Ranveer rubbed his thumb across Nisha’s lower lip, then showed her the lipstick that had transferred onto it.

Ranveer: “It got on me. Now what? Should I apply it?”

Nisha (laughing softly): “Yes, apply it. It will look good on you.”

Ranveer rubbed that lipstick-covered thumb on his own lips and chuckled. In this playful way, through his thumb, he had essentially brought his lips close to his saali’s. Nisha parted her lips slightly as Ranveer then rubbed his thumb on her upper lip before pressing it to his own again, savoring the moment. Nisha burst into her usual bright, ringing laughter. Ranveer repeated it once more, deliberately brushing her lips one by one and transferring the sweet essence of her lips onto his. Next came her cheeks. He gently caressed her fair, soft cheeks with his fingers, as if giving her a loving massage. Nisha playfully moaned “Aaha aaaahhh,” clearly enjoying the teasing.


Chapter 5

Ranveer occasionally grabbed Nisha’s soft cheeks and playfully pinched them, pulling them gently. Nisha would let out a light, pained giggle and swat at his hand to stop him, her face flushing with a mix of embarrassment and delight. Amid all these affectionate actions on her face, I failed to notice that Ranveer’s other hand—which had been resting innocently on her stomach—had slowly slid lower, now gripping the curve of her hip bone where girls tie their panties. Nisha was wearing that knee-length dress that flared open from below, and it had ridden up a few inches, exposing more of her smooth thighs. A strong urge surged through me to climb down and pull them apart, but just then Nisha got up from his lap. The Ranveer and Nisha pair were simply changing positions. Ranveer shifted from the window side toward the middle of the berth, while Nisha lay down with her feet toward the window, placing a small pillow under her head. Since Ranveer was now sitting in the center, Nisha’s thighs rested comfortably across his lap. I felt a slight relief, thinking at least he wouldn’t be able to touch her face anymore. The window was slightly open, and the rushing breeze caused Nisha’s dress to lift teasingly. Her fair, bare thighs came into view, and Ranveer casually placed one hand just above her knee, right where the dress had ridden up. Nisha continued lying there as if everything was perfectly normal. At her request, Ranveer had closed the window fully—otherwise, the rising dress would have left her feeling shy and exposed. I remained a silent spectator from above, my heart pounding with a storm of conflicting emotions.

Ranveer’s one hand still lingered just above her knee, while his other began gently pressing and caressing the soft skin below her knees. His fingers glided smoothly over her fair, silky legs, making Nisha squirm and giggle from the tickling sensation, a playful mix of pleasure and protest dancing across her face. Soon, she started yawning, and the two decided it was time to sleep as well.

Ranveer removed his hand from her legs, and Nisha sat up, lowering her feet. He stood up from the berth, allowing Nisha to lie down fully on the now-empty space.

Nisha: “Good night, Ranveer,” she said softly, her voice warm and affectionate.

Ranveer: “Such a dry, plain good night? A good night kiss is a must,” he replied with a mischievous grin, his tone teasing yet charged with intimacy.

Nisha: “Don’t give me a wet one,” she warned, laughing lightly, though a hint of excitement sparkled in her eyes.

Ranveer sat on the edge of the berth near her waist and told her he would give a dry good night kiss. He took both of her hands in his, interlacing their fingers tenderly. Then he leaned down over her face. I wanted to shout loudly and stop him, but my voice failed me, trapped in my tightening throat. Ranveer hovered over Nisha for 5-6 long seconds before straightening up. From above, I could only see his back and head, leaving me in painful suspense about exactly where he had kissed her. The moment he moved away, I studied Nisha closely. She was smiling shyly, her cheeks glowing with a rosy blush. I wondered if the kiss had landed on her lips. I couldn’t be sure, but given how deeply he had leaned over her and the prominent swell of her breasts, his chest must have pressed firmly against them, creating an intimate, lingering contact that sent a fresh wave of jealousy and confusion crashing through me. For now, Ranveer moved to the lower berth below me, and Nisha lay alone on hers. My sleep had already fled far away, my mind racing with dark thoughts. Soon, Nisha drifted off innocently, her face peaceful and childlike. In all the playful teasing, she perhaps had no idea what Ranveer was truly doing with her. It was up to me to do something. Lost in these heavy thoughts, my eyes eventually closed, and I fell into a restless sleep.

When I woke up, Nisha was no longer on her berth below. Had she gone to lie with Ranveer on the same berth? I quietly stretched my neck out and peered down, but that berth was empty too. Both Ranveer and Nisha had disappeared. I checked my watch—it was 5 AM. I was about to climb down when I heard faint sounds and quickly pretended to sleep again, half-closing my eyes.

Nisha and Ranveer returned, whispering softly to each other. From their conversation, I understood they had gone to the toilet.

Nisha: “I feel so relieved now. But it was really dirty,” she said in a low, slightly complaining yet satisfied tone.

Ranveer: “You’re not used to it yet, that’s why. You’ll get accustomed to it slowly. It’s been quite a while since proper cleaning,” he replied calmly, his voice carrying a hint of intimacy.

Both then settled back on their respective berths. I tried to decipher the meaning behind their words, my heart sinking. Had Ranveer made her take his dirty cock into her mouth, which she called “dirty”? He was probably planning to have her clean it again later and repeat the act. Whenever my own cock had longer hairs, Nisha would refuse to take it in her mouth and insist I trim or clean it. She never let her own pussy hairs grow long either. Everything that had happened so far still left some room for doubt—I kept swinging between positive and negative thoughts, unable to reach any firm conclusion about the truth.

With half-sleep still lingering, I drifted off again. When morning came, I kept my eyes mostly closed at first. I half-opened them and glanced toward Nisha. She was lying peacefully under her sheet, bringing me a small wave of relief. Then, with eyes still half-shut, I looked at the opposite berth. Pooja's eyes were open, and her bra was partially visible, slipping out from under her shirt. It was good I hadn’t opened my eyes fully, or she would have noticed me. Pooja glanced once toward me, then toward the lower berth where her husband lay. She looked slightly shy and embarrassed as she subtly adjusted her shirt wider, trying to show more of her breasts. It seemed her husband was making some silent demand from below, prompting Pooja to open her shirt a bit and display her cleavage. Nearly half her bra was visible now, and her large, fair breasts peeked temptingly from within. Anger flared inside me toward Ranveer. On one side, he was enjoying touching and playing with my wife, and on the other, he was forcing his innocent wife to expose herself like this. I had to stop it. I stirred lightly and shifted in my position without fully waking. When I looked again, Pooja had quickly closed her shirt. I felt a small satisfaction at disrupting their moment. I slowly opened my eyes fully, looked at Pooja, and greeted her with a “Good morning.” She returned the greeting warmly. I lay straight, staring at the ceiling for a while, then turned my gaze toward her again. She had turned to the other side, probably buttoning her shirt and adjusting her clothes properly. After some time, Pooja climbed down from her berth, and soon Ranveer got up too. Pooja tried waking Nisha before heading to the toilet. I climbed down as well and called out to Nisha, but she didn’t stir. Ranveer’s eyes opened, and though unwilling, I greeted him. He smiled and winked back playfully.

I called Nisha again, but she still didn’t wake. Then Ranveer called her name, and her eyes fluttered open. She looked at us, smiling sweetly, and wished us good morning. Nisha pushed the sheet aside and, while still lying down, stretched her arms above her head in a long, lazy yawn. Her full breasts pushed forward prominently, swelling even more invitingly against her dress, while the hem rode up further, revealing the soft skin of her thighs. I immediately moved forward and stood blocking the view in front of her legs so Ranveer couldn’t see more. But his attention was fixed on her heaving breasts, which had become even more pronounced with her stretch. I positioned myself firmly between them, and soon Nisha sat up. I sat beside her quickly to prevent Ranveer from joining her there.

Ranveer: “How did you sleep, Nisha?” he asked, his voice warm and curious.

Nisha: “After coming back from the toilet, I slept really well,” she replied with a satisfied, innocent smile that twisted something deep inside my chest.

I could guess exactly why she had slept so soundly—they must have done something in the toilet. My spying instincts kicked in fully.

Pawan: “When did you go to the toilet?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual despite the storm inside.

Nisha: “At night. I was scared, so I even called you to come with me, but you were sleeping like a log. But Ranveer heard my voice and got up immediately,” she explained, her tone light and teasing.

I hadn’t heard any such call. Maybe she was lying to cover up. Soon Pooja returned freshened up, and the rest of us took turns too.


Chapter 6

After reaching the station, we headed straight to the hotel. Ranveer had already made the booking and took only one room key. The four of us started walking toward the room. We asked them why they had booked just one room. They explained that it was a double room with two beds, so all four of us could stay together comfortably.

Ranveer and Pooja were walking ahead. As we followed behind, Nisha glanced at me, signaling with her eyes and lips that she wouldn’t be able to keep her promise. Back home the previous day, while getting ready, when I had tried slipping my hand inside her panties, she had promised that tonight at the hotel she would let me fuck her. Now, with all four of us sharing one room, there was no chance for the two of us to be intimate, and she was mouthing a silent “sorry” to me, her expression filled with regret and longing.

We entered the room. There were two queen-size beds, more than enough for the four of us, so there was no issue there. But the problem was that there was only one bathroom. We had to go out sightseeing, and everyone needed to shower and get ready.

Ranveer: “Let’s do one thing—two of us will stay here to shower and get ready, while the other two go downstairs to the pantry for the complimentary breakfast.”

Pooja: “Okay, so who’s staying first to shower?”

Ranveer: “Nisha, come with me. I’ll take you for breakfast, then we’ll come back and shower.”

I immediately understood Ranveer’s intention. He was probably planning to shower alone with Nisha. But Nisha quickly ruined his plan.

Nisha: “No, I won’t eat anything before showering.”

Before Ranveer could suggest sending me and Pooja for breakfast so he could be alone with Nisha in the room, I jumped in.

Pawan: “Pooja, you and Ranveer go for breakfast. Nisha and I will shower and get ready in the meantime.”

Nisha started unpacking her bag and taking out her clothes. Ranveer had no choice but to leave with his wife for breakfast. The moment they left, Nisha came over and hugged me tightly, her body pressing against mine with a mix of affection and frustration.

Nisha: “I’m so sorry, baby. I won’t be able to fulfill my promise of getting fucked tonight.”

Pawan: “It’s okay. At least we can shower together.”

Nisha: “Yes, I can at least do that much. Come on, let’s go inside.”

We had showered together many times before and always enjoyed it. A wave of happiness washed over me knowing my wife still belonged only to me. We carried our change of clothes into the bathroom. Nisha stripped off all her clothes, standing completely naked before me. The sight of her sexy, bare body always drove me wild with desire.

Now both of us stood naked under the shower. We caressed each other’s bodies, letting the water make us wet, then lathered soap and rubbed each other sensually. When she soaped my cock, a deep pleasure surged through me, and I felt the same intense joy while rubbing her soft breasts and wet pussy. Just from her touch and seeing her naked, my cock had already grown rock-hard, standing at a sharp 45-degree angle. After bathing, she turned around and switched off the shower. At that exact moment, I grabbed her from behind and tried to push my cock into her pussy, desperate to fuck her.

Nisha: “What are you doing? Ranveer and Pooja will be back any second!”

Pawan: “They won’t come back so soon.”

Nisha: “They could come at any time, and you’re not even wearing protection. You remember, right? We don’t want a baby yet.”

Pawan: “Just let me do a little. Count to ten and I’ll pull out.”

Nisha: “Promise you’ll pull out! You have to, otherwise it’ll be a big problem.”

Nisha finally got ready to take my cock inside her pussy. Standing behind her, I slid my hard length into her warm, tight entrance. After three days, feeling the heat of her pussy around my cock made me lose control. With every thrust, Nisha counted from one to ten, her voice shaky with pleasure and nervousness. After ten thrusts, she told me to stop, but I was already carried away in the heat of the moment. I kept fucking her, and she kept reaching back with one hand, trying to push me away. I grabbed one of her breasts with one hand and held her waist tightly with the other, pounding into her with deep, pleasurable strokes. She was shouting at me, but I wasn’t listening at all. Then Nisha gave a hard jerk with her ass, pushing me back. I slipped out, and she started yelling at me.

Nisha: “What has gotten into you today! You’re never this careless. Look at your cock—your juices have already started leaking. What if I get pregnant?”

I looked at my cock and saw a drop of my precum glistening at the tip. I apologized to her, and we quickly started cleaning up. Nisha was right—I had become insecure seeing Ranveer getting so close to her and was about to make a big mistake that could have gotten her pregnant. I dried my body, put on my clothes, and noticed that along with her regular clothes, she also had a two-piece bikini set which I was seeing for the first time.

Nisha came out after bathing to get dressed.

Pawan: “Is this new bikini yours?”

Nisha: “Yes. We’re going to the beach today, so I’ll wear the bikini under my clothes. That way I won’t have to change there.”

Pawan: “But it’s a two-piece bikini. There will be lots of people on the beach. Something that covers your body a bit more would be better. You already have a proper swimming costume.”

Nisha: “I thought the same, but Ranveer said my figure is perfect for a two-piece bikini and that it would look really good on me.”

Pawan: “Will Ranveer let Pooja wear a two-piece too?”

Nisha: “Even if Ranveer says so, Pooja won’t wear one. She feels her figure isn’t suitable for a two-piece. I tried telling her, but she didn’t agree.”

Pawan: “When did you buy this?”

Nisha: “About a month ago. Ranveer had called me long back and told me about the beach plan. Last week, once the program was fixed, I told you.”

I stepped out of the bathroom, and Nisha stayed inside to change. Anger boiled inside me toward Ranveer. He was tempting my wife with the idea of a two-piece bikini just so he could enjoy seeing her almost naked body.

After a while, Nisha came out, but there was still no sign of Ranveer and Pooja. Ranveer loved eating a lot, and since the breakfast was free at the hotel, they were probably enjoying it thoroughly. Nisha had worn denim shorts and a t-shirt and was doing her makeup when Ranveer and Pooja finally returned. The moment he saw Nisha, Ranveer got excited.

Ranveer: “Nisha, you’re looking so hot!” Nisha stood straight, turned around playfully to show off, and blushed with pride hearing the compliment. She glanced at me too, since I hadn’t praised her yet.

Ranveer: “Don’t forget to take that pink bikini.”

Nisha: “I’ve already worn it under my clothes.”

Ranveer: “Very good, smart girl.”

Ranveer already knew that Nisha had bought a pink two-piece bikini. It crossed my mind that maybe Ranveer had gifted it to her.

Pooja started taking out her clothes from the bag and went into the bathroom. I picked up the room key and took Nisha downstairs for breakfast. Nisha takes great care of her figure and mine too. She doesn’t eat much and always chooses healthy options. We quickly finished our breakfast and returned to the room. Moans and cries of pleasure were coming from the bathroom where Pooja was. I started moving toward the bathroom, but Nisha grabbed my hand, stopped me, and pulled me outside the room, closing the door behind us.

Nisha: “Have you no shame! My sister and Ranveer are inside.”

Pawan: “They should be the ones feeling ashamed—doing such things and making so much noise in a common room!”

Nisha lightly hit my shoulder and scolded me.

Nisha: “What will Pooja think if she comes out and sees us? She’ll feel so embarrassed. Let’s wait a little outside and give them time to finish.”

Pawan: “You don’t even let me do anything in the bathroom. Look at your sister—how well she keeps her husband happy.”

Nisha: “Don’t I let you do anything? There’s no risk for Pooja doing it without protection, but I could get pregnant. If you had come with protection, I would have let you do it in the bathroom.”


Chapter 7

Saying this, Nisha began to blush deeply, her cheeks turning a soft pink as a wave of shyness washed over her. She refused to let me inside for the next twenty minutes, and we simply waited there in quiet anticipation, the tension building between us like an unspoken promise. After that, even though we had the key, Nisha knocked on the door. When Pooja opened it, we stepped inside. Pooja was wearing a top paired with denim shorts, and I was eager to see what kind of costumes Ranveer had given her to wear at the beach. But I couldn’t just ask her directly, so I had to wait until we reached the beach. We all got into the car and soon arrived at the shore.

We rented beach chairs for everyone. Nisha and Ranveer seemed far too excited, their energy buzzing with playful thrill. While Pooja and I were arranging our belongings on the chairs, Ranveer quickly stripped off his outer clothes, revealing the swimming shorts he wore underneath. Nisha followed suit, removing her top and shorts to emerge in a stunning pink two-piece bikini. Her figure was so irresistibly curvaceous that even in a bra and panties, I could never resist the urge to take her completely. Now, in that tiny two-piece, she looked like a pure sex bomb—every curve accentuated, her body radiating raw sensuality that made my pulse race. I could only imagine what state Ranveer was in, watching my wife like that. Words of admiration spilled from his lips, praising her beauty, while Nisha smiled shyly, her eyes sparkling with a mix of embarrassment and secret delight. Hearing such lavish compliments from Ranveer, it felt like every penny spent on her costume had been worth it, filling her with a warm, flattered glow.

Nisha started applying sunscreen lotion to her body, her hands gliding smoothly over her smooth skin. Ranveer seized the opportunity to help, his fingers sensually spreading the lotion over her legs, lingering just a little too long. As he touched her thighs under the pretense of helping, savoring the feel of her soft flesh, a fierce jealousy burned inside me, hot and consuming. I began removing my own clothes to join them.

Ranveer grabbed one of Nisha’s hands, and the two of them ran laughing toward the water, splashing in with carefree abandon. As she ran, Nisha looked like a enchanting water nymph, her body moving with graceful allure. A few foreign girls nearby were also in two-piece bikinis, but they seemed to fade in comparison to Nisha’s vibrant, captivating presence. I changed into my swim shorts and followed behind her at a relaxed pace, not rushing like them, but walking steadily, my eyes fixed on her.

As soon as she entered the water, Nisha sat down in the shallow area, letting the cool waves make her skin glisten. Ranveer took her hand, pulled her up, and wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, pressing her body tightly against his. He lifted her playfully into the air, spinning her around in circles. Nisha’s firm, rounded ass pressed firmly against the front of his shorts, and I knew exactly the wicked pleasure Ranveer was deriving from feeling my wife so intimately. A surge of mixed emotions—desire, envy, and excitement—flooded through me. Nisha pulled away from him after a moment, sitting back down in the water with a breathless laugh. Ranveer leaned over, splashing water at her to get her even wetter, his eyes gleaming with mischief.

By then, I had reached them. I knew Ranveer was deliberately splashing water to make her bikini top cling transparently, hoping to catch a glimpse of her hardened nipples. But the thickness of the fabric only revealed a faint, teasing outline of their peaks. Soon, Pooja joined us, looking stunning in gray hot shorts and a black tank top that she must have worn underneath earlier. This was the first time I had seen her in so little clothing. Her figure wasn’t unflattering at all—far from it; she could easily pull off a two-piece bikini. She carried just a little more softness than Nisha, a voluptuous fullness that added to her appeal. I couldn’t see her bare midriff because the tank top extended below her waist, but her overall shape hinted at hidden treasures. Perhaps Ranveer had made her self-conscious about her body for no reason. Pooja sat down beside Nisha, her presence adding a new layer of charged energy to the group.

Ranveer continued splashing water toward Nisha, encouraging me to do the same. Since he was targeting my wife, I turned my attention to his—Pooja—and began splashing her playfully. Nisha sat calmly with her eyes closed, savoring the refreshing sprays with quiet enjoyment. Pooja, however, raised both hands in a futile attempt to shield herself, her laughter mixing with surprise. Soon, her tank top was soaked through, clinging tightly to her full breasts. She hadn’t worn anything underneath. It was fortunate the top wasn’t white, or her nipples would have been clearly visible. Even in black, the wet fabric molded to her like a second skin, revealing the generous size and shape of her breasts. Though I had glimpsed her cleavage on the train, now I could truly appreciate their fullness. Pooja breasts were at least an inch larger than Nisha’s, with noticeably bigger, more prominent nipples. Nisha’s were smaller and perkier. A rush of heat filled me as I aimed more splashes directly at Pooja's chest with renewed enthusiasm, watching the water cascade over her curves. The tank top now stuck to her breasts like a thin layer of skin. Had it been skin-colored, she would have appeared almost nude. Eventually, we stopped the splashing game, the air thick with unspoken tension.

Pooja gaze finally dropped to her own chest, and she blushed furiously, glancing toward me with shy embarrassment. As soon as she lifted her head, I quickly looked away toward Nisha, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable. When I glanced back, she was tugging the front of her tank top away from her breasts, trying to create some space so the fabric wouldn’t cling so revealingly. I thought to myself how unfounded Ranveer’s pursuit of Nisha was—Pooja had such an alluring figure of her own. Maybe Ranveer secretly loved her breasts too; that would explain why she had shown her cleavage for him on the train that morning. During the water play, Ranveer kept finding excuses to press himself against Nisha again and again. When I had done the same earlier, fire had ignited across my entire body. Nisha’s bikini wasn’t fully containing her breasts, and her deep cleavage was enticingly visible. For a moment, I ached to reach out and squeeze them, but with Ranveer and Pooja nearby, I held myself back with great effort, desire simmering just beneath the surface.

Ranveer suggested we go challenge the ocean waves. Pooja declined at first, so he took Nisha’s hand and led her a bit further out. He placed his hand on the small of her back, while she held onto his shoulder. A wave approached from the front, and they stood together to face it. Wave after wave crashed over them as they laughed and bounced with joy. Ranveer repeatedly took advantage, letting his hands roam over her bare back, waist, and stomach under the guise of support, savoring every touch. I decided that if he was enjoying my wife, I would enjoy his. I invited Pooja to join me in facing the waves. She never refused me. She was a bit hesitant because she didn’t know how to swim well, but at my insistence, she agreed with a trusting smile. I led her out to where the current was stronger, placing my hands on her waist as we waited for the next wave. As a big one approached, Pooja panicked and turned, losing her balance and starting to fall. I reached out quickly to steady her. In the sudden chaos, my hand landed directly beneath her breasts, my fingers lightly brushing against their soft, heavy underside.

I helped her stand straight again, and we waited for the next wave. This time, the wave rose higher, and once more she turned in fear, becoming unsteady. I had to catch her again, but now my hand slipped from the side, fully cupping one of her breasts. It felt incredibly soft and buttery, like yielding velvet, sending an electric jolt through me. Compared to Nisha’s firmer ones, Pooja were more plush and giving, bringing me unexpected pleasure as I held her. The moment she regained balance, I pulled my hand away respectfully. Pooja smiled shyly, overwhelmed by embarrassment yet unable to hide a spark of flustered excitement in her eyes.

Pooja told me she wanted to go back, afraid the waves’ force might pull her under. But I reassured her gently, promising to stand behind her and keep her safe. She faced the waves now, and I positioned myself right behind her, wrapping both hands securely around her slim waist. Her waist was truly narrow, feeling only slightly fuller than Nisha’s by a couple of inches. This time, she managed to face the wave successfully. After a few practice tries, I stood beside her, our bodies close in the surging water, the thrill of the moment deepening the intimate connection between us.


As the next wave surged forward, Pooja was swept backward with it, tumbling slightly and drifting a short distance toward the beach on her stomach. The force of the water lifted her tank top upward, revealing her fair, smooth waist and the elegant curve of her bare back for the first time. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. If she had lain flat on her front, I would have caught a full, tantalizing view of her breasts. Still lying face-down, she quickly pulled her top back down and turned toward me, her cheeks flushed with a deep, embarrassed glow. Her bare midriff was now clearly visible, and it was obvious that her waist was only about an inch or an inch and a half thicker than Nisha’s—soft, inviting, and beautifully proportioned. Pooja started heading back toward the shore despite my attempts to stop her, too mortified to stay any longer in the revealing situation. A small, satisfying sense of revenge washed over me; I had taken a little payback on Ranveer after all.

Shifting my attention to Nisha, I saw that Ranveer had lifted her fully into his strong arms. One hand supported her back while the other cradled her beneath her thighs, and she lay relaxed against him, limbs loosely draped in carefree surrender. I moved closer, positioning myself in front of them. Ranveer’s palm, which had been on her back, had slipped to her side, his fingers brushing dangerously close to the swell of her breasts. As soon as I approached, he gently lowered her down. But Nisha, full of playful energy, darted behind him and jumped onto his back in a piggyback ride, wrapping her arms around his shoulders.

From the side, I could clearly see how her full breasts pressed firmly against his back, the soft flesh spilling slightly outward from the edges of her bikini top. Ranveer reached his hands behind to support her thighs, holding her securely in place. I ran my hand gently over her bare waist and back, letting her feel my presence and the simmering heat of my desire. After a few moments, she slid down from his back and threw herself into my arms, her soft, warm breasts molding perfectly against my chest. The joy radiating from her face showed just how much she was loving every second at the beach, her eyes sparkling with pure delight and excitement.

After some more playful splashing in the water, we all emerged and lounged on the beach chairs, the sun warming our skin. Nisha lay on her stomach, her back exposed except for the single knotted string of her bikini top. Ranveer settled beside her and began running his hands over her bare back, supposedly applying sunscreen lotion. Irritation flared inside me, so I told him I would do it and suggested he help Pooja instead. He replied that she had already applied it and continued touching Nisha’s body himself, his fingers gliding with obvious enjoyment. I took the lotion bottle for myself, claiming control. Nisha then turned over onto her back, stretching languidly.

Ranveer started searching for the lotion bottle, but I had already squeezed some onto my fingers and began massaging it onto Nisha’s stomach and chest with slow, sensual strokes. He asked me for it, but I told him not to bother and refused to hand it over, a quiet thrill of possession running through me. Realizing his efforts were futile, Ranveer moved to another beach chair, disappointment evident in his posture.




Chapter 8

As I rubbed lotion over Nisha’s deep cleavage, she gazed at me with loving, heated eyes full of affection and building arousal. My hands on her body were clearly exciting her—the dreamy, intoxicated look in her eyes said it all. She reciprocated by caressing my arms and thighs, her touch sending sparks through me. Just then, Pooja reminded us that it was time to go for lunch.

We changed out of our swimwear in the nearby changing booths and headed out for lunch. Afterward, we did some shopping at local stores, stowed our purchases in the car, and returned to the beach for water sports. Throughout the afternoon, Ranveer kept finding excuses to press close to Nisha, his touches lingering with barely concealed hunger.

By evening, after dinner, we reached the hotel, all of us exhausted, especially Nisha, who looked utterly worn out. Since there was only one room, Nisha went first to the bathroom to change into a knee-length nightgown for the night. Then Pooja changed into a T-shirt and pajamas. Ranveer went next, and finally, I changed and returned.

When I came out, Pooja was sitting on one bed, leaning against the headboard, while Nisha lay on the other, covered with a sheet and already dozing from fatigue. Ranveer sat at Nisha’s bedside, inquiring about her well-being with feigned concern. I positioned myself between the two beds so I could watch Nisha directly. She lay straight on her back, staring at the ceiling, while Ranveer had turned on his side facing her.

Even over the sheet, I could see the prominent swell of Nisha’s breasts. Ranveer’s hand rested on her stomach beneath the sheet. Confusion and unease swirled inside me—how should I react? He was sharing a sheet with my wife right there, and Pooja said nothing. Though he was only asking about her condition, his hand gradually crept upward during their conversation, stopping just two inches below her breasts. At any moment, he could squeeze them, and I was left watching helplessly. Before he could go further, Pooja lay down and called out to him, suggesting he let Nisha and me sleep since everyone was tired.

I smiled gratefully at Pooja and silently thanked her from the bottom of my heart. But Ranveer didn’t move immediately. His hand inched even higher, now right beneath Nisha’s breasts. I stood up from my spot. At that exact moment, Pooja called him again, and he finally withdrew his hand, emerging from under the sheet. He moved to Pooja bed while I lay down beside Nisha, in the exact spot he had occupied moments ago. The lights were switched off, plunging the room into darkness. I snuggled close to Nisha and drifted off quickly, overcome by exhaustion.

Some muffled sounds and movements stirred me awake. In the darkness, I sensed rhythmic activity on the adjacent bed. It didn’t take long to realize they were having sex—someone was riding atop another, the unmistakable motion of passionate lovemaking. I couldn’t believe Ranveer’s boldness, doing this with two other people sleeping in the same room. He had already taken Pooja in the washroom that morning, and now again at night. My own restraint felt stronger; I had gone three days without intimacy despite having such a seductive wife. Gradually, my eyes adjusted to the dark, and I made out more details. The person on top wasn’t a man—it was a woman.

Pooja could never do something like this… or could she? A shocking suspicion hit me: was that my wife Nisha riding Ranveer? My heart nearly stopped for a couple of seconds. I reached under the sheet beside me, sliding my hand over the sleeping girl’s stomach and up to her breasts, feeling the familiar fabric. It was Nisha lying peacefully next to me. Relief flooded through me like a cool wave. The woman straddling Ranveer was now bouncing upright, riding him with abandon, her long, loose hair swaying wildly with each movement.

My vision sharpened further. It was Pooja. I could hardly believe my eyes. Could this composed, innocent-looking woman actually be so bold and wild in bed? Then it struck me—everyone has a hidden, uninhibited side in the bedroom. As she rode him, her large, heavy breasts bounced freely inside her T-shirt, creating an incredibly erotic sight that stirred deep desire in me. She wore nothing below, and I could clearly see the sensual curve of her ass moving rhythmically.

Watching Pooja fuck like this sent electric currents through my veins, awakening raw lust. Nisha lay turned away toward the other bed, sleeping soundly on her side. I pressed myself against her from behind and cupped her breasts firmly, squeezing with pent-up hunger.

I slid her nightgown up to her waist, then slipped my hand inside, groping her breasts over her bra with urgent need. Within seconds, Nisha’s sleep broke, and she pushed my hand away at first. But as awareness dawned—likely noticing the sounds of sex from the next bed—she didn’t resist when I placed my hand back on her breasts. This time, she held it there, her body tensing with shock and growing arousal.

Nisha was stunned to realize her own sister, Pooja, was the one riding so passionately. Pooja leaned forward again, pressing her ample chest against Ranveer’s torso while continuing to thrust with fervent energy. The sight of her grinding hips and jiggling ass made me lose all restraint. My own need to fuck became overwhelming. I moved my hand from Nisha’s breasts and began tugging her panties down, eager to claim her completely in the heated darkness.


Nisha knelt down on her knees and pressed her mouth directly against my pussy. Though she had no real experience in licking a woman, she was still eagerly exploring with her tongue. I had been playing with her for quite a while, and the built-up tension inside me was ready to explode. If Nisha hadn’t been licking me, I would have rushed to shower and fingered myself to release that sweet flood. She kept licking my wet folds with growing enthusiasm, and soon a powerful climax hit me. As my salty, warm juices flowed into Nisha’s mouth,

she pulled back with a scrunched face and exclaimed, “What is this, Bhabhi? What did you just do?”

I replied innocently, “What did I do?”

Nisha protested, “You peed in my mouth!”

I smiled softly and explained, “No, that wasn’t pee. It’s called cum, or love juice. You did the same thing in my mouth earlier.”

After that, we both showered together naked, our bodies still tingling with shared pleasure. A short while later, I got dressed and ready for the office, feeling refreshed yet secretly aroused.

As soon as we sat down for breakfast, Amit arrived. Seeing him, Nisha happily went to fetch breakfast for him too. The moment she left, Amit dropped to his knees in front of me and whispered desperately, “Bhabhi, I want to see your open beauty just once. Show me your gorgeous body, and this Amit will become your eternal slave.”

Just then Nisha returned with the food, so I quickly told him to sit up straight. After breakfast, as I prepared to leave for the office, Nisha asked Amit to drop me there. His face lit up with pure joy, as if his deepest wish had been granted, and he agreed eagerly. There was no question of refusing now. I left with Amit. On the way, he stopped the car at a restaurant and begged me to spend just ten minutes with him inside.

Since I had plenty of time to reach the office, I agreed and went in with him, my heart beating faster with anticipation.

There, Amit pleaded again with intense longing in his eyes.

I finally said, “Alright, tonight my door will stay open for you, but on one condition—you won’t interrupt or argue with anything I say.”

Amit replied without hesitation, “No, Bhabhi… absolutely not!” He kissed my hand reverently and declared, “Bhabhi, from today your Jija is your devoted slave.”

I warned gently but firmly, “That’s fine, but after tonight, you won’t ask again or try to blackmail me.”

Amit promised passionately, “Never, Bhabhi… This man is now your slave forever. Whenever you desire, he will serve you completely.”

After that, Amit dropped me at the office, his eyes still burning with desire.

Barely an hour had passed at work when Nisha called. She sounded restless on the phone, saying, “Bhabhi, I can’t focus today. I need to talk to you about so many things.”

I understood exactly what topic she wanted to discuss and took permission from my boss. My forty-year-old boss agreed, but only on the condition that if any urgent work came up, I’d have to do overtime. I smiled and nodded in agreement. I headed back home.

Meanwhile, Nisha had completely surrendered to my thrusts. I was now fucking her comfortably, squeezing her soft, full breasts with both hands while driving deep inside her. To heighten her pleasure, Nisha tightened her legs and ass around me, gripping my cock firmly in her warm, wet pussy. Soon she began moving her hips back and forth herself, eagerly riding the waves of ecstasy. After a few more intense minutes of pounding, I felt my climax approaching fast. But seeing her wild enthusiasm, I held on and kept fucking her with deep, passionate strokes.

Then the urge became uncontrollable, and I knew my hot seed was about to spill. I tried to pull my cock out of Nisha’s pussy, but before I could, two thick drops escaped inside her. I yanked harder, but she was clenching tightly. I quickly moved my hands from her breasts to her hips, gripping firmly and pulling back with force. Two more spurts of my cum shot out as my cock finally slipped free, coating her pussy and the crease of her ass in warm, sticky fluid. The sight of my release marking her made a deep, possessive satisfaction wash over me.

After cumming, a huge wave of relief flooded through my body—until a hard punch landed on my thigh, nearly making me cry out. Nisha had vented her anger on me. Guilt hit me instantly; in the heat of passion, I had almost filled her completely and then messily covered her with my cum.

Pooja and Ranveer had finished their own passionate session not long ago, so Nisha couldn’t get up to clean herself without risking waking them. As I was thinking this, two more sharp punches landed on my thigh. I rubbed the sore spot and moved away from her, giving her space. She was still furious, so keeping distance felt wise. Nisha used her nightgown or panties to clean up as best she could. I pulled my underwear back on.

Nisha had also shifted and wiped my cum from her pussy with her panties. My wet cock had dampened my own underwear, making me feel sticky. I felt a pang of sympathy for poor Nisha—she must be even wetter and messier after I had unloaded so much on her.

About fifteen to twenty minutes later, when she sensed Ranveer and Pooja were asleep, Nisha quietly got up in the darkness and went to the bathroom. She returned shortly after, turned her back to me, and slipped back under the sheet.

Curious, I reached over the gown and touched her ass, feeling that she had removed her wet panties in the bathroom. Suddenly, a hard slap landed on my hand, and I quickly pulled back. Nisha was still blazing with anger, so I didn’t touch her again. I drifted back to sleep and woke only in the morning.

When I woke up, Nisha was already up, along with Pooja. Both were busy with their routines. I could read Nisha’s face clearly—when she was this upset, her expression turned cold and distant. I knew I was in trouble today. Ranveer had also woken up. We brushed our teeth and freshened up. Just like yesterday, it was decided that two would go for breakfast while the other two stayed behind to bathe and get ready. I needed to soothe my angry wife.

I knew she wouldn’t go for breakfast without bathing. So I offered to stay back and bathe. Ranveer started heading out with his wife Pooja, but Nisha stopped them and insisted on joining them for breakfast. I understood why—she was upset with me and didn’t want to be alone with me.

Ranveer and his sister-in-law left for breakfast. Pooja told me to bathe first. As I looked at her, memories of last night flooded my mind—how wildly she had ridden Ranveer, her big breasts bouncing with raw passion. I thought she probably needed the shower more after that intense session, so I insisted she go first. She came out in just a few minutes since she didn’t wash her hair. As soon as Pooja stepped out, I hurried into the bathroom. The air was filled with her warm, intoxicating feminine scent. On the clothes rack lay her bra and panties from the previous night.

I was already obsessed with this secret wild side of Pooja, so I picked up her panties and bra, inhaling their musky aroma deeply. A rush of arousal surged through me like a drug. I pulled down my shorts and rubbed her used panties against my hardening cock, stroking myself to ease some of the burning desire. After satisfying that quick urge, I showered. When I came out, Pooja said with a knowing smile,

“You went in, and I left some of my clothes inside.”

I pretended ignorance, acting as if I hadn’t noticed them at all. We were almost ready when Ranveer and Nisha returned from breakfast. A smile had been on Nisha’s face, but it faded into coldness the moment she saw me. Pooja was nearly ready to head out for her own breakfast, so I slipped the room key into my pocket.


Chapter 9

After breakfast the previous morning, when Ranveer had been passionately fucking Pooja in the bathroom, a deep fear gripped me that if I left with Pooja now, he might seize the chance to corner Nisha alone and do the same to her. Pooja was already dressed and ready to head out for breakfast, while Nisha was pulling fresh clothes from her bag, preparing to shower. I made up an excuse and asked Pooja to go ahead, promising I would join her shortly. Nisha stepped into the bathroom to bathe, and I lingered in the room, pretending to check something important on my phone, my heart pounding with unease.

Ranveer paced restlessly around the room, his impatience almost tangible, like a caged animal eager to pounce. I knew exactly how desperate he was for me to leave so he could slip into the bathroom and indulge in something filthy with my wife. He even reminded me once about going for breakfast, but I kept acting busy, muttering that I would be ready in just two minutes. After some time, Nisha emerged from her shower, looking fresh and radiant, her skin glowing with that post-bath freshness that always stirred my desire. Yet she was still coldly angry with me, her eyes avoiding mine, carrying a heavy silence that weighed on my chest.

Ranveer then headed into the bathroom. I worried if Nisha had accidentally left her bra and panties inside—otherwise, he might enjoy sniffing them just as I had done with Pooja. I asked Nisha if she had forgotten them there, but she gave me no reply, her silence sharp and punishing.

Relieved that Nisha seemed safe for now, I finally stepped out of the room and went for breakfast. When I reached the area, Pooja had already finished eating. It felt reassuring—once she returned to the room, Ranveer wouldn’t dare touch Nisha. Pooja headed back while I sat down to eat at my own pace. Today, without Nisha’s usual scolding and caring interruptions, the meal felt strangely empty. Honestly, I missed her gentle nagging; it was a small, warm part of our bond that now left an ache in its absence.

I finished breakfast leisurely and walked back toward the room. Reaching into my pocket, I realized the key was still with me. I unlocked the door and stepped inside quietly. Soft, free moans echoed from the bathroom—unmistakable sounds of intense fucking, just like yesterday. With Nisha not there to stop me this time, I closed the main door and moved closer, drawn by a mix of dread and morbid curiosity. Clear voices mixed with the girl’s breathless whimpers reached my ears, and what I heard shattered me completely, my mind reeling in shock and pain.

“Ohhh Nisha, I will fuck you so hard. What a figure you have, Nisha… oh your breasts, they feel incredible… ohhh Nisha, fucking you is pure bliss… aahhh… aahhh… oh Nisha darling, your pussy is so hot and tight… take my cock deep… Nisha, get your sweet pussy fucked… oh Nisha…”

My brain went completely blank, a storm of betrayal crashing over me. I wanted to scream, but no sound escaped my throat. Inside, I was breaking, tears of hurt and rage burning my eyes. The way Nisha’s moans rose and fell told me she was thoroughly enjoying being taken by Ranveer, her pleasure cutting into my heart like a knife. I scanned the room desperately for something heavy to smash the bathroom door, but there was nothing—not even a chair. Overwhelmed, I sank to the floor, clutching my head, nearly sobbing as waves of disbelief and sorrow washed through me. I couldn’t believe Nisha would do this. Had my mistake made her so angry that she was taking revenge by giving herself to him? Or had Ranveer exploited her emotional vulnerability?

It was my fault for upsetting her so deeply. But where was Pooja? She had left for the room right after breakfast. What if she had heard this and, in her distress, done something drastic? Fighting back tears, I wiped my eyes, left the room, and rushed outside, my pulse thundering with panic.

I checked the pantry—no sign of Pooja. Then the swimming pool and nearby lawn—still nothing. At the far end of the lawn, a bench held a girl with long, loose hair, her back turned to me. She didn’t look like Pooja from behind, but after seeing so many sides of her, I walked closer to check. As I neared quietly and peeked around, my heart leaped into my throat. There sat Nisha in a beautiful blue-and-white dress reaching her knees.

Our eyes met, and she quickly looked away, her face clouded with lingering anger and hurt. In that moment, an overwhelming joy flooded my entire being—the kind of profound relief I had never felt even on our wedding night. Then a new confusion hit me: if Nisha was here, who was Ranveer fucking inside while moaning her name? Even if it wasn’t her, his deep fantasy of claiming Nisha was now crystal clear, filling me with unease and jealousy.

I sat beside her and gently took her hand in mine. Nisha snatched it away, glaring furiously, on the verge of shouting, but she held back, her emotions swirling between rage and vulnerability.

“Nisha,” I said softly, “What happened? Are you… crying?”

Seeing her there had made my eyes brim with tears. I offered a small, genuine smile and took her hand again. This time, she let it stay, her fingers tense but not pulling away.

Pawan: “Nisha, I can’t even describe how happy I am to see you here.”

Nisha: “Don’t talk to me at all. Do you even realize what you did last night?”

Pawan: “I’m so sorry… Watching Pooja like that made me lose all control.”

Nisha: “You were staring at Pooja that way! Don’t you feel any shame? I warned you yesterday—she’s my sister. You shouldn’t be watching her private moments like that.”

Pawan: “They were doing it right in front of us without any shame, and we’re the ones supposed to feel embarrassed?”

Nisha: “And what if I get pregnant now?”

Pawan: “No, you won’t. I pulled out.”

Nisha: “Tell the truth—did even a little bit of your cum go inside me?”

Pawan: “Honestly, only the first two or four drops slipped in. The rest came out after I pulled away.”

Nisha: “I’ve told you before—one single drop is enough to make a baby. It doesn’t have to be everything.”

Pawan: “Don’t worry at all. I’m telling you, nothing will happen.”

Nisha: “As if your words guarantee it? We’ll find out in a few days whether you messed up or not.”

Pawan: “There’s something important I need to tell you about your Ranveer.”

Nisha: “It’s Ranveer, not Jija. Show some respect—he’s older than us.”

Pawan: “If you hear what he’s doing, you’ll see how small he really is.”

Nisha: “What happened?”

Pawan: “He’s inside the bathroom fucking some girl and…”

Nisha: “Shut up. Speak softly. He’s with Pooja. I opened the room door for them myself before coming here for some alone time.”

Pawan: “But I heard it with my own ears—he was calling your name while fucking her…”

Nisha landed a sharp, powerful punch on my thigh. The pain shot through me, silencing me instantly. Since she was seated, the blow carried extra force, her knuckles digging in sharply and leaving a deep ache.

Nisha: “If you’re joking, at least think before saying such rubbish about Ranveer. Yes, he had sex with Pooja in the bathroom, but she’s his wife. He must have felt the urge. Don’t drag me into the middle just to tarnish his image!”

Pawan: “Believe me, I’m telling the truth. Come with me to the room and hear it for yourself.”

Nisha: “So Pooja and Ranveer see us and feel ashamed?”

Pawan: “Please trust me—he was moaning your name while…”

Nisha: “Just stop it now. Don’t talk about this anymore. It disgusts me just to hear. You never used to say such things before. If you’re trying to improve my mood with this nonsense, then listen—it’s only making my mood worse.”

Nisha refused to believe me, no matter how earnestly I pleaded. How I wished I had recorded it on my phone. But at that moment, my mind had gone completely numb. Still, one bright relief shone through: Nisha hadn’t fallen into Ranveer’s trap yet. On the other hand, I now clearly understood his true intentions and filthy character toward my wife. The biggest shock was for Pooja—while Ranveer fucked her while fantasizing and calling out Nisha’s name, Pooja hadn’t stopped him. Instead, she had moaned and surrendered to the pleasure, lost in her own ecstasy.


Chapter 10

Nisha kept me occupied for a full fifteen minutes, deliberately stalling so that Ranveer and Pooja could finish their heated session in peace. Afterward, I practically dragged her back toward the room, my heart heavy with suspicion. I had the room key, but Nisha insisted we knock first to give them time to compose themselves, unsure what compromising state they might still be in. Pooja opened the door. That meant the girl getting fucked so passionately in the bathroom was none other than Pooja herself. Why didn’t she confront her husband about his filthy wandering eyes on her younger sister? Seeing Ranveer’s face filled me with burning rage, my fists clenching at my sides.

I resolved right then that I would never let that man near my Nisha again. We weren’t heading to the beach today anyway—only sightseeing. For today and tomorrow, we were supposed to explore another area two to three hours away. Ranveer had already booked a hotel there for one night, so we checked out of our current hotel and drove to the new one.

There, he had booked two separate rooms. Hearing this, Nisha’s face lit up with genuine happiness, and she squeezed my hand tightly, her eyes promising that tonight she would fulfill her word and let me take her completely. More than the thought of sex, I felt overwhelming relief that Ranveer wouldn’t be sharing our room. We placed our luggage inside and quickly got back into the car for sightseeing. Nisha looked absolutely adorable in her knee-length dress, paired with a stylish hat and sunglasses. I held her hand the entire day, never letting Ranveer get close, my protective jealousy simmering just beneath the surface.

Whenever Ranveer tried to approach Nisha, I stepped in between them smoothly. Nisha seemed a little puzzled by my behavior at times, but she was clearly enjoying the outing. Seeing her face bloom again with laughter and joy after the morning’s sadness warmed my heart deeply, melting some of my tension. After dinner that night, we returned to the hotel. Ranveer suggested we weren’t sleepy yet and should spend some time together in their room. I knew he was hunting for any extra chance to be near Nisha.

All four of us went to Ranveer's room. The moment Nisha sat on the bed, I settled right beside her and placed Pooja on Nisha’s other side, creating a careful barrier so Ranveer stayed far away. After some casual conversation, Ranveer fired his next shot.

Ranveer: “Hey Nisha, I almost forgot to tell you—there’s a painting gallery here in the hotel. Want to check it out?”

Nisha: “Yes! Let’s go right now.”

I should mention that Nisha has been passionate about paintings since forever. Whenever an exhibition opens in the city, she drags me along no matter what. I usually get bored, but she spends hours admiring every detail and explaining the nuances to me with such enthusiasm. Nisha stood up excitedly to go. I immediately sensed this was one of Ranveer’s clever ploys to get her alone. I rose too, determined not to let her go with him unchaperoned.

Pawan: “I’ll come too.”

Nisha: “Pawan, you and a painting gallery? Since when did you develop this interest? Whenever I take you, you just point out silly flaws and criticize everything. You stay here. I’ll go with Ranveer—he actually knows about art.”

Nisha wasn’t understanding my concern at all. After what I had heard in the bathroom that morning, there was no way I could let her go alone with him. She gently pushed me back onto the bed. Ranveer took Nisha’s hand and started leading her out. My blood boiled with helpless anger, and I began to stand again, but Pooja grabbed my wrist firmly, urging me to stay seated. We had always respected each other’s words, so I remained there, watching with a sinking heart as Ranveer walked out the door still holding my wife’s hand.

I tried to console myself that it was a public gallery after all—Ranveer couldn’t do much there. Nisha was smart enough to handle herself.

Pooja: “Pawan, I’m not going to eat you up. Why are you running away from me like this?”

Pawan: “No, Pooja, it’s not that.”

Pooja: “Then what is it? I’m not as beautiful as Nisha, nor do I have as good a figure…”

Pawan: “No, that’s not it at all. You look really good. Someone must have said something wrong to you—your figure is actually very attractive.”

Pooja: “Better than Nisha’s?”

I started hesitating, suddenly unsure what had come over the usually composed Pooja. She had never spoken to me like this before.

Pooja: “You find me attractive, don’t you?”

Pawan: “What are you saying, Pooja? I don’t understand.”

Pooja placed a hand over her heart and continued, her voice soft yet direct.

Pooja: “You were staring at my breasts on the train, weren’t you?”

I felt deeply embarrassed, heat rising to my face. Nisha had once told me that women can sense when someone is leering at them. Her words rang true now.

Pooja: “What do you want to see? Tell me.”

Pawan: “Nothing, Pooja. You must have misunderstood.”

Pooja: “At the beach, you deliberately splashed water on my chest to make it wet… and then you even squeezed my breasts.”

Pawan: “Ranveer was splashing water too. And my hand only touched you accidentally while trying to steady you.”

Pooja: “The same ‘accident’ happened twice?”

Pawan: “Yes, honestly. If it upset you, I’m sorry. I should leave now.”

Pooja: “Wait. Let me show you something.”

She reached into her bag and pulled out her bra and panties—the very ones she had left in the bathroom that morning. The ones I had secretly sniffed and rubbed against my cock. She held the panties up for me to see.

Pooja: “Recognize these?”

Pawan: “These aren’t Nisha’s.”

Pooja: “Yet you still pressed them against yourself? Look—there are short curly hairs stuck on them.”

I had rubbed her panties on my cock, and some of my own pubic hairs had transferred onto the fabric.

Pawan: “I didn’t do anything. Those aren’t mine, they could be…”

I wanted to say they might even be from her own pussy, but how could I utter that?

Pooja: “You were the only one who went into the bathroom after me, and these can’t be my hairs.”

With that, in one swift motion, Pooja slid her capri pants and panties down, exposing her smooth, completely hairless pussy right in front of me. It was perfectly shaved and silky, unlike Nisha’s which always had some short, trimmed hairs. On one side, my mischief had been caught red-handed, leaving me utterly trapped and embarrassed. On the other hand, Pooja had stunned me by boldly revealing her most intimate place.

Always calm, sensible, and modest, this Pooja had so easily shed her clothes and displayed her most sensitive, private part without hesitation. I expected her to pull them back up, but instead she fully removed her capri and panties, standing bottomless before me. I was frozen, blood pounding in my veins, unable to process the wild, uninhibited side of her I was witnessing.

Then she pulled off her top, standing there in just her bra. Her full breasts strained against the fabric, their generous curves spilling out enticingly. I had caught glimpses on the train, but now I could see them much more clearly. Her hands moved behind her back to unhook the bra. I waited with bated breath, eager for the sight. I had already felt and measured their size through the wet tank top at the beach, but now I was about to witness her bare breasts in all their glory—soft, heavy, and completely exposed.


Chapter 11

Pooja now stood completely naked before me, and my eyes drank in the breathtaking sight of her bare breasts for the first time. The intense longing that had ignited in me after glimpsing her cleavage on the train finally found its release, sending a deep wave of satisfaction and raw desire coursing through my body. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t move, and couldn’t tear myself away. My mind reeled—what was I supposed to do? A beautiful, voluptuous woman stood invitingly naked in front of me, offering herself without hesitation. Her dark, grape-like nipples beckoned me to taste them, teasing and tempting. I had only ever sucked Nisha’s smaller, raisin-like nipples; I ached to discover how these plump, juicy ones would feel on my tongue.

Pooja: “Look as much as you want now. Touch them too. Yesterday at the beach, touching them over the top probably wasn’t enough for you.”

I flushed with deep embarrassment, my cheeks burning. Though she had undressed herself, she was stripping away my dignity by exposing how I had secretly touched and sniffed her intimate clothes.

I managed a fearful, “Sorry,” and tried to leave, but Pooja stepped forward, positioning herself between me and the door, her naked body radiating heat and confidence.

Pooja: “What happened? Didn’t you enjoy the view? Last night you were watching me with Ranveer so intently that you lost control and fucked Nisha hard afterward.”

Her words hit me like a thunderbolt, shocking me to the core. Pooja knew everything. She must also know what her husband was trying with her younger sister. Why hadn’t she stopped him from moaning Nisha’s name while fucking her? If I was wrong, then they were both equally guilty. A hundred questions burned in my mind, but I couldn’t voice them—I was utterly mesmerized by the uninhibited woman standing before me. Pooja moved closer, forcefully pulled off my T-shirt, and ran her fingers across my chest, whispering praises about my body that sent electric shivers down my spine.

She pushed me toward the bed and shoved me down onto it. A forbidden thrill mixed with guilt surged inside me; I had never expected this bold side from the usually modest Pooja. She quickly unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts, stripping me completely naked from the waist down. After everything I had seen, my cock was already rock-hard, throbbing with urgent need. Her soft, delicate fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking it with expert skill. I gasped openly, breathing heavily. Her touch held the same magical sensation as Nisha’s, yet it felt thrillingly different.

I closed my eyes for a moment, and the next instant, the warm wetness of her mouth enveloped my cock. When I opened them again, Pooja was sucking me deeply, her lips and tongue working with passionate hunger. I could never have imagined that in just two days, our relationship would transform into this intense, forbidden intimacy. She climbed on top, straddling me, and lowered herself so her soft, warm pussy pressed against my rigid length, sending cooling waves of pleasure through my heated flesh. Leaning forward, her heavy breasts dangled tantalizingly above my chest. Both Nisha and Pooja had large breasts, but while Nisha’s stayed beautifully round even when she leaned over, Pooja became longer and fuller as they hung, swaying invitingly.

She told me to suck them, and like an obedient lover, I eagerly took one of her dark, grape-like nipples between my lips, sucking hungrily. The taste was incredibly arousing—rich and addictive, just as pleasurable as Nisha’s but with a deeper, more mature sweetness. She urged me to suck harder, and I filled my mouth with her soft, pendulous breast, lavishing it with attention. Once satisfied, I released it, and she sat up straight again. She then rubbed the head of my cock against her slick entrance, teasing us both. My heart pounded wildly—this was really happening.

I was about to fuck Pooja… or rather, she was about to fuck me. My cock felt the scorching heat of her pussy as half my length sank inside her. She let out a soft, blissful sigh and pushed down fully, taking every inch of me deep into her welcoming warmth.

Pooja began moving up and down, her pussy gripping and stroking my cock with delicious friction. Her familiar moans filled the room—the same ones I had overheard from outside the bathroom. Pleasure overwhelmed me completely. I had never even dreamed of fucking Pooja, yet here she was, riding me with abandon. Though watching her last night had driven me to take Nisha forcefully.

Three or four minutes passed, and I continued thrusting up into her. Nisha had never let me stay inside her unprotected for more than ten or fifteen seconds because of pregnancy fears. But today, no one was stopping me. Pooja had no such worries and was fucking me raw, freely and passionately. The only other time I had felt this intense pleasure was last night when I had taken Nisha without protection. Now, there was no need to pull out even at the end.

I could feel the slick wetness of her pussy juices coating my cock. My ecstasy knew no bounds. I was receiving something I hadn’t even asked for. Nisha had promised to fuck me tonight, but her elder sister had claimed me first. This husband and wife were incredibly open when it came to sex.

Riding me completely naked, Pooja looked strikingly similar to Nisha. Nisha also rode me like this because it was my favorite position. Maybe Nisha had mentioned it to her sister, which is why Pooja was giving me exactly what I loved. Nisha only did this when I asked; her own favorite was doggy style.

My cum was already rising from my balls, surging up my shaft, ready to explode. Pooja was also losing control. She leaned forward, pressing her soft breasts against my chest as she kept riding, her hard nipples rubbing deliciously against my skin.

Suddenly she started moaning loudly, “Pawan, fuck me. Please, fuck me as hard as you can.”

Lying beneath her, I thrust upward powerfully once, then twice, making her moans sharpen with pleasure. I gripped her waist and back tightly, my hands roaming over her naked body with growing hunger.

She kept riding me with forceful strokes. I placed both hands on her bare, jiggling ass. It moved up and down rapidly, making my palms bounce with her rhythm. When Nisha rode me, she never let me touch her ass like this, but Pooja allowed it freely, heightening my arousal.

My fingers slid along the crack of her ass, moving downward until they brushed against my own slick cock where it plunged in and out of her. I clenched my body, trying desperately to hold back my release. But with Pooja riding me so passionately, moaning my name and begging me to fuck her harder, I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. I wanted to let go. I thrust deep into her pussy, and she cried out sharply,

“Oh Pawan, harder!”

I pounded into her with rapid, powerful strokes, my hot cum erupting forcefully inside her. Thick jets of my seed spilled deep into Pooja pussy as loud groans escaped my throat. She was almost screaming too, “Aaaah Prashaaant… fuck me… Pawan… my pussy… fuck me please!”

I emptied every last drop of my cum inside her welcoming depths. This was the first time in my life I had released my entire load deep inside a woman’s pussy.

It was the best fuck of my life so far. Even after I finished, Pooja kept urging me to keep thrusting for a few more seconds, so I continued pumping into her. This had happened with Nisha before—I would cum first, and she would demand I keep going. But after climaxing, I usually couldn’t last long, and she would get annoyed and finish herself by riding me harder.

Today, however, it was Pooja. I had never refused her anything, so even after cumming, I kept fucking her as she continued grinding on me. She rode me with her own rhythm until her movements finally slowed and she collapsed against my chest, both of us breathing heavily in shared satisfaction.


Pooja had also reached her climax, her body trembling with release. She leaned down and captured my lips with her soft, warm ones, kissing me deeply and passionately. Her lips felt incredibly tender, just like Nisha’s, sending a sweet, lingering pleasure through me even as the haze of lust began to fade. We had shared intense pleasure, but as the rush subsided, guilt crashed over me like a cold wave. What had I done? I had betrayed Nisha. All this time I had been suspecting Ranveer of trying to get close to my wife, yet here I was, having just fucked her elder sister—my wife’s own big sister.

After kissing me tenderly, Pooja whispered a soft “Thank you” and lifted herself off me. She let me use the bathroom first. I grabbed my clothes, cleaned up quickly, and started dressing, my mind swirling with conflicting emotions—satisfaction mixed with growing regret. Then a troubling thought struck me. What if Pooja and Ranveer were in on this together? Maybe it was their twisted plan: she would seduce me while he trapped Nisha and fucked her. Was Ranveer in our room right now, having his way with my wife?

I checked my pocket and realized the room key wasn’t there. Tense and anxious, I stepped out of the bathroom. Pooja was still standing naked, gloriously bare, before she went in to freshen up. My eyes fell on the table, where both room keys lay, and a small breath of relief escaped me. Before she came out, I quickly grabbed our room key and slipped out. Should I go straight to our room or search for Nisha? If I went to our room alone, Nisha might later question why I had left Pooja by herself.

**The story now continues in Pawan’s words…**

I went downstairs again to look for the painting gallery. No signs or boards were visible anywhere. I asked a staff member at the hotel reception, “Where is the art gallery here?” He replied that there was no such gallery. My heart sank. Something was definitely wrong. Nisha and I had fallen into some kind of trap. I had already been seduced and fucked by Pooja—God forbid Nisha was also being taken by Ranveer right now. I had to save her.

Then it hit me—hotels always keep duplicate keys. Had Ranveer used one to open our room? I lied to the receptionist, saying I had accidentally left my key inside and needed the duplicate to open the door. He told me that a short while ago, at the request of Mr. Ranveer—the one who had made the booking—they had already opened the room using the duplicate key.

I rushed away, leaving the staff staring after me. Reaching our room door, my hands shook so badly from panic that I could barely insert the key. My wife’s honor was at stake, and I had to protect her. I finally unlocked the door and pushed it open. There stood Ranveer near the entrance, smiling smugly.

Ranveer: “You’re back? Take care of Nisha.”

He wished me goodnight with a mocking tone and stepped out, closing the door behind him.

It felt like he was taunting me for arriving too late, implying he had already enjoyed Nisha before I could stop him. I moved further into the room and saw Nisha positioned on the bed in doggy style. She was still fully dressed, yet fear gripped my chest tightly. Since I was behind her, she hadn’t noticed me yet. Her knee-length dress had ridden up, revealing her fair, smooth thighs in a tantalizing way.

I approached and placed my hand on her ass, checking if she was wearing panties underneath. At that moment, Nisha turned her head and spoke.

Nisha: “Ranveer, not again… it’s hurting…”

She stopped mid-sentence as soon as she saw it was me. My heart should have stopped, but I was mentally prepared for the worst. Pain and discomfort were clearly etched across Nisha’s face. Ranveer must have fucked her mercilessly in this doggy position, leaving her sore and exhausted even after it was over.

Pawan: “What was happening here?”

Nisha: “Just go to sleep. Nothing happened.”

Pawan: “When I touched your ass, why did you say ‘Ranveer, it hurts’?”

Nisha: “You won’t get angry, right?”

Pawan: “What did you do?!”

My words barely escaped, choking in my throat with a mix of anger, hurt, and fear.

Nisha seemed ready to confess her mistake, just as I had sinned with her sister. If Pooja had fucked me in my favorite position, maybe Ranveer had taken Nisha in her favorite doggy style. My mind raced with dark images of what he might have done. I lifted the hem of her dress up to her waist, exposing her panties.

Nisha: “What are you doing, Pawan!”

When Ranveer must have lifted her dress, she probably protested the same way—“What are you doing, Ranveer?” I ran my hands over her sexy, smooth thighs. Even in discomfort, she giggled ticklishly.

Nisha: “Stop, it’s tickling me.”

But I continued caressing my wife’s body gently, trying to soothe whatever pain and violation she might have endured. I wanted to ease the hurt she had suffered while being fucked by that beast.

Nisha: “I can’t do it with you tonight. My leg is hurting badly. Please, remove your hand.”

I kept stroking over her panties, gently massaging her ass. Nisha kept squirming lightly, as if still sensitive and ticklish.

I decided to check the state of her pussy. I grabbed her panties and pulled them down, exposing her completely from behind. Nisha kept pleading with me not to remove her clothes. She must have begged Ranveer the same way, but that animal would have ignored her and stripped her anyway.

Her smooth, fair, round ass was now fully visible. I ran my hands over it soothingly. Nisha giggled and tried to stop me. Maybe Ranveer had misinterpreted her laughter and taken advantage. I slid a finger along the crack of her ass, checking if she was in pain there.

My finger reached her tight rear entrance and everything felt normal. It seemed Ranveer hadn’t taken her there. I moved lower, and my finger brushed against the soft hairs above her pussy, becoming slightly wet. I pulled my hand back quickly. Ranveer had indeed fucked her pussy.

If I had known earlier, I wouldn’t have slept with Pooja. I positioned myself behind Nisha in doggy style, gripping her ass firmly with both hands—the same way Ranveer must have held her while thrusting.

Nisha: “What are you doing? Stop, put my clothes back on.”

I pulled back, slid her panties up gently, and lowered her dress.

Pawan: “Now tell me, what really happened?”

Nisha: “You were right.”

I had warned her that morning about Ranveer’s bad intentions and how he was moaning her name while fucking Pooja. She hadn’t believed me then, but now she knew I was telling the truth.

Pawan: “See, I told you Ranveer is not a good man.”

Nisha: “What does Ranveer have to do with this? I’m talking about the high heels. You warned me while buying them that I might twist my ankle. It actually happened today.”

Then Nisha explained everything. When she went with Ranveer to see the painting gallery, they discovered it was seasonal and currently closed. They stepped out for ice cream instead.

On the way back, her high heels caused her foot to twist badly inside the hotel. In pain, the hotel staff helped bring her to the room in a wheelchair. They didn’t have the key, so they used the duplicate to open the door and get her inside.


Chapter 12

Nisha herself had told Ranveer not to call me because she was in so much pain at that moment, and she knew I couldn’t bear to see her suffering like that. A doctor present at the hotel had examined her and assured that it wasn’t a serious sprain—some rest would ease the discomfort soon.

I noticed the pain relief spray on Nisha’s ankle, its sharp medicinal scent lingering in the air, something I had faintly caught earlier but dismissed amid my overwhelming suspicions. She kept explaining everything calmly, yet the seed of doubt refused to leave my heart. Was Nisha fabricating this entire story to hide something from me?

Pawan: “If it’s a sprain in your foot, then why are you sitting in doggy style like that?”

Nisha: “Why are you calling it doggy style? Do you really need to talk so dirty right now? You could have just said I’m on my knees.”

Pawan: “Why are you positioned like that?”

Nisha: “When I fell, I also pulled something in my lower back. I sat like this to stretch it out. This position feels comfortable for me. You already know it’s my favorite one.”

As she said this, a shy blush crept across Nisha’s cheeks, her eyes lowering with a mix of embarrassment and lingering discomfort. But I still had more pressing questions burning inside.

Pawan: “When I placed my hand on your ass, why did you say, ‘Ranveer, not again, it will hurt’?”

Nisha: “Ranveer was really worried about me. He touched my foot once to check if the pain had reduced, otherwise he wanted to take me to the hospital. I had already told him it was better and that he should go to sleep.”

I desperately wanted to believe Nisha’s words, but trust wouldn’t come easily. Ranveer had been moaning her name while fucking Pooja that morning—how could a man like him let such a golden opportunity slip? Something must have happened between them, and Nisha had probably cooked up this story in advance to cover her tracks.

I changed my clothes, but Nisha was in no condition to do so herself. She asked me to help remove her dress, saying she would sleep comfortably in just her bra and panties tonight. I unzipped the back of her dress, lifted it over her thighs and rounded ass, then pulled it up smoothly across her waist, back, and finally over her head.

Now she sat there in doggy position wearing only her bra and panties, looking vulnerable yet irresistibly sensual. After a while, she straightened up and told me her back pain had eased a bit, though her foot still throbbed. Nisha lay down carefully and asked me to switch off the lights. She apologized again for not being able to let me fuck her tonight, but as compensation, she removed her bra, allowing me to hold and caress her bare breasts while we slept.

I turned off the lights and placed my hand on her soft, warm breasts, but sleep evaded me completely. Doubts kept swirling in my mind. If I could end up fucking Pooja, then why couldn’t Nisha give in to Ranveer? I had proof of his dirty intentions toward her, but whether Nisha shared similar desires—or had already acted on them—remained unconfirmed and tormented me.

If a composed woman like Pooja could betray her husband and fuck me so passionately, then the more playful and adventurous Nisha could easily make an even bigger mistake. She had fallen asleep, but I needed to test the truth of her story. I got up quietly and gently pressed her sprained foot. Nisha woke with a sharp cry of pain, sitting up abruptly and swinging her hand at me in anger, landing a slap on my arm. I switched on the light and saw her eyes filled with tears of genuine agony. Fear gripped me instantly, and I kept apologizing profusely. She lay back down, still sobbing and writhing in pain for a few moments, her body tense with discomfort.

I felt intense anger at myself for doubting and hurting her. I wanted to run my hands soothingly over her naked body to ease her suffering, but she pushed my hand away at first. After some time, when her groans subsided and the pain lessened, she relaxed and allowed my touch. Wearing only her panties, she looked incredibly tempting. I let my hands wander gently—sometimes over her smooth, bare stomach, sometimes across her chest, and sometimes cupping and caressing her full, soft breasts with tender care.

If a sensible woman like Pooja could cheat on her husband and fuck me so freely, then Nisha, being more mischievous than her sister, could certainly commit an even greater sin. Nisha had fallen asleep again, but I still needed to verify her story. I got up and gently pressed her injured foot once more. Nisha woke up screaming in pain, sat bolt upright, and slapped my arm again while crying. I turned on the light—her eyes were brimming with real tears. I panicked badly and kept saying sorry repeatedly. She lay back down, still whimpering and twisting in agony for a while.

I was furious with myself for causing her more pain. I tried to caress her naked body to comfort her, but she initially brushed my hand away. Once the pain eased a little, she calmed down and let me touch her again. Lying there in just her panties, she looked so inviting. My hands roamed soothingly—over her flat, bare belly, then up to her chest, and finally cupping her warm, heavy breasts, feeling their softness and the way her nipples hardened slightly under my gentle strokes.

I woke up in the morning, but Nisha was still sleeping peacefully. The worm of suspicion refused to die inside me. Even if her sprain was real, Ranveer could have easily fucked her in doggy style after entering the room. I sat up and watched her. She looked so innocent while sleeping, her bare breasts rising and falling gently with each breath, her body covered only by a thin panty. Without saying a word, she seemed to be inviting me to take her.

Suddenly, a plan formed in my mind. If my own loyalty could waver, what would a man like Ranveer do? If he saw Nisha in this vulnerable, almost naked state and tried something, would she go along with it? If she did, her truth would be exposed, and I could catch them red-handed. If she remained innocent, at least Ranveer’s true intentions would be revealed in front of her, forcing her to finally believe me.

In that moment, I forgot the potential shame it might cause her if she was truly innocent. Suspicion had completely clouded my judgment. I stepped out of the room and called Ranveer, telling him Nisha needed him and asking him to come over immediately.

Back inside, I left the door slightly ajar—about two to three inches—and hid in the bathroom, waiting with my heart pounding. Ten minutes passed, but I heard no screams or cries from outside. I had expected Nisha to shout if Ranveer tried to force himself on her, but nothing happened. Either he hadn’t done anything, or she had willingly given in.

There was no way a corrupt man like Ranveer could see Nisha lying almost naked and not feel tempted. It meant she must have agreed to let him fuck her. I was ready to burst out and catch them in the act. I flung open the bathroom door and stepped out, only to see Nisha covered from feet to neck with the sheet, lying peacefully. Ranveer stood in front of the bed, talking to her calmly.

Seeing me emerge from the bathroom, Nisha looked at me with surprise and irritation.

Nisha: “Pawan, when did I ask you to call Ranveer?”

I am trapped now. Things hadn’t gone as I had imagined. I tried to read Ranveer’s eyes—what had he felt seeing Nisha naked? But his gaze was also questioning me. I wasn’t prepared for this situation at all, yet I had to give some answers.

Pawan: “You were hurt, so I thought of calling Ranveer and taking you to the hospital. That’s why I called him.”

Nisha: “You should have asked me before calling. My foot is fine now. I don’t need a doctor.”

Ranveer: “It’s alright, Nisha. No trouble at all. Pawan must have been worried about you. I’ll leave now. You both get ready and come to the pantry for breakfast.”


Pawan: “You were hurt last night, so I thought of calling Ranveer and taking you to the hospital. That’s why I called him.”

Nisha: “You should have asked me once before calling. My foot is fine now. I don’t need a doctor.”

Ranveer: “It’s no problem at all, Nisha. I didn’t mind. Pawan must have been really worried about you. I’ll leave now. You both get ready and come to the pantry for breakfast.”

Ranveer closed the door and left. Then my wife turned into a fierce lioness, wrapping the sheet tightly around herself as she sat up and unleashed her anger on me.

Nisha: “What the hell was that? I was lying here completely naked, and you not only called Ranveer but also left the door open!”

Pawan: “You were in so much pain last night that I thought of calling a doctor. I stepped outside but then decided to ask Ranveer for help, so I called him while coming back in. I must have pushed the door but it didn’t close properly. I didn’t notice. I’m really sorry.”

Nisha: “Did you even think how embarrassed I would feel because of your carelessness? It’s a good thing it was morning and Ranveer knocked first, so I managed to pull the sheet over myself in time. What if it had been someone else? Thank God it was Ranveer and not a stranger walking in.”

Pawan: “Sorry, yaar. I couldn’t bear to see you in so much pain last night, and in that tension I made the mistake of leaving the door open.”

Nisha: “I was lying here naked. You should have woken me up to put on some clothes first.”

Pawan: “I didn’t know Ranveer would come so quickly. I thought I’d come out of the bathroom and wake you up.”

I put on a sad, apologetic face, and Nisha’s anger melted away. She looked at me and smiled softly, then shifted the sheet aside, opened her arms wide, and pulled me into a warm hug.

Nisha: “You care about me so much. Come here, give me a nice tight hug.”

As I hugged her, my chest pressed against her bare, soft breasts, sending a soothing comfort through my body. I silently thanked my stars that I had escaped her wrath.

Our plan for the day was to have breakfast, check out of the hotel a bit early, leave our bags in the hotel locker, and go out for some sightseeing before catching the train home in the afternoon.




Chapter 13

I went into the bathroom to shower, my mind still reeling. My plan had failed so miserably. Ranveer was a very cunning player. He must have sensed something and cleverly foiled my trap. He didn’t seem like the type who would knock before entering. He must have come inside, seen Nisha almost naked, and pounced on her. But perhaps Nisha had also grown suspicious that it was a trap and together they had twisted the whole situation.

Ranveer must have wondered where I was if I had called him to the room. My plan had been made in too much haste and had too many holes. I started thinking of a new, foolproof plan while showering. Different ideas kept coming, and one solid one finally struck me. I just needed to perfect it.

I came out of the shower without wearing a shirt. Nisha was still lying topless and almost naked on the bed. As soon as I stepped out, she smiled at me seductively.

Nisha: “My foot is much better now. If you want to do something with me, you can… but make it a quick one because we also need to get ready.”

I was lost in my own thoughts, still crafting the plan, so I didn’t pay much attention even after hearing her.

Nisha: “What’s wrong with you? Yesterday morning you were talking all naughty and excited, and today morning you made such a big careless mistake. Are you feeling okay?”

She came closer, placed her hand on my forehead to check my temperature, then pressed her body against mine. Her bare breasts rubbed warmly against my naked chest, slowly arousing me. But I didn’t have time for love right now; I had to finalize the plan.

Pawan: “Ranveer and Pooja will be waiting for breakfast. You should get ready.”

Nisha: “You have never refused sex with me before. What happened today? Are you angry because I scolded you?”

Pawan: “No, no. You were right. It was my carelessness.”

Nisha: “Okay, forget all that. Listen to me. You came the night before last, but it’s been four or five days for me. When are you going to take care of me?”

Pawan: “It’s getting late right now, but I promise. Within the next twenty-four hours, I’ll fuck you so hard that you’ll remember it for the rest of your life.”

Nisha: “Really? In that case, I can wait a little longer.”

Nisha went to take her bath. I focused completely on making my plan foolproof. I had to arrange it so that Nisha got fucked by Ranveer in such a way that I could catch them red-handed, and the memory of that fucking would stay with her forever. After bathing, Nisha got ready.

I had learned from my previous mistakes and perfected the plan. Nisha had worn jeans and a shirt. She was ready to go for breakfast.

Pawan: “Nisha, I was thinking we should delay checkout a bit.”

Nisha: “Why?”

Pawan: “After breakfast, I have a fucking program planned.”

I said this with a mischievous smile. Nisha’s face lit up with instant happiness. Just a while ago, she herself had been eager to get fucked by me.

Nisha: “Really? I didn’t know your twenty-four-hour deadline would come so soon.”

She hugged me again tightly. Her intoxicating perfume made my head spin with desire. But it was time for the plan. I gently pushed her away.

Pawan: “I’ll make some work excuses in front of Ranveer and Pooja, and you just support me.”

Nisha: “Ohhh, you naughty boy. Okay, lying for sex is going to be so much fun. Let’s go.”

We went to the pantry for breakfast. Ranveer and Pooja hadn’t arrived yet, so we started eating. I knew Ranveer would be late because he would pack the bags first. Nisha and I finished our breakfast quickly, as we didn’t take as much time as he did.

Soon after, Ranveer and Pooja arrived. I couldn’t meet Pooja eyes after the sinful fucking we had shared last night. A couple of times our eyes accidentally met, and we both quickly looked away in shame.

She also avoided looking at me when she arrived. Her sin was bigger—she had initiated the whole thing. Before they could even start breakfast, I began executing my plan. Nisha unknowingly became a part of it.

Pawan: “Ranveer, we won’t check out right now. We’ll do it after an hour. I have an important office meeting call to attend.”

I glanced at Ranveer and then at Nisha. She was smiling shyly, her cheeks flushed.

Ranveer: “We’re here for sightseeing, Pawan. Forget office work and refuse them.”

Nisha: “Ranveer, if Pawan has an important meeting, let him attend it… It will be done in one hour, right Pawan, or will it take longer?”

Nisha was now in a very playful and naughty mood. It seemed her own desire to get fucked was burning strongly. She was looking at me with thirsty, hungry eyes. She smiled softly and blushed at my lie. But little did she know that it wasn’t me who would quench her thirst—it would be Ranveer. And before her thirst was fully satisfied, I would catch them red-handed.

I deliberately spoke loudly so Ranveer could hear clearly.

Pawan: “Yes, it will take only one hour. I’ll go to the garden outside to attend the call because the network is bad in the room. Nisha, are you coming? I’ll drop you to the room.”

Nisha: “Yes, let’s go.”

Ranveer: “Hey Nisha, where are you going? You stay here. What will you do alone in the room? Pawan is going outside for his call.”

Nisha: “I still have to pack my bag. Because of the foot pain, I slept late last night. I’ll take a short nap until Pawan returns.”

Pooja: “Let her go and rest. Come on, let’s start our breakfast.”

I returned to the room with Nisha. One part of the plan was complete; now came the second part. As soon as we entered the room, Nisha clung to me excitedly, asking what special plan I had made. Little did she know what my real plan was.

I asked Nisha for her dupatta, scarf, or any stole she had. She was very excited, thinking I was about to give her a special fucking she would remember for life.

She brought everything. I started removing her clothes one by one, stripping her completely naked. Once her clothes were off, she stood fully bare in front of me, her beautiful body arousing intense desire. I wanted to fuck her right then, but I controlled myself. I made her sit on the bed in doggy style. Since it was already her favorite position for fucking, she happily got into it, her body trembling with anticipation.


I tied a scarf over her eyes as a blindfold. Nishu was now giggling with laughter. I had never fucked her with her eyes blindfolded like this before. She was overflowing with joy, unable to contain her excitement. After that, I bound both her hands and tied them to the headrest of the bed. Then, I tied a dupatta around each of her legs and secured them to the legs of the bed.

I spread Nishu's legs a little wider, checking to ensure that the slit of her pussy was clearly visible from behind between her feet. I pulled the dupattas a bit tighter to keep her legs spread open. Seeing Nishu like this made my own desire to undress and fuck her one last time surge intensely. Because after this, she would be caught red-handed, and my relationship with her would shatter forever.

Last time, I called Ranveer from my phone. This time, I wasn't going to make that mistake. I took Nishu's phone and typed a message to Ranveer: “Ranveer come fast, I am waiting for you.” Meanwhile, Nishu kept calling out to me, since she couldn't see anything with the blindfold on her eyes. Then I went over to Nishu.

Pawan: “Baby, I forgot to bring the condoms.” 

Nishu: “I reminded you twice to remember the condoms, and you even said you had kept them. So how did you forget!” 

Pawan: “I was pulling my clothes on and off at the last minute, so they must have been left outside. I'll take a taxi right now and be back from the market in half an hour.” 

Nishu: “Then untie me. What am I supposed to do sitting like this?” 

Pawan: “If I untie you now and tie you up again when I return, it will waste time. Don't ruin the mood—stay just like this. You're used to being in this position anyway.” 

Nishu: “What else can I do! You've tied me up completely. We'll only have half an hour left for fucking, so hurry up and come back.” 

I sent the drafted message from her mobile and immediately deleted it right after it was sent, then placed the phone back where it was. I stepped out the door, deliberately leaving it slightly ajar instead of locking it. I came out of my room and hid, waiting for Ranveer to arrive. But even after 10 minutes, he hadn't come.

Although I had strongly told him that I would go out to the garden to take a call, he should come then. Maybe he hadn't read the message. I headed straight to the pantry. With earphones in my ears, I pretended to be on a call. Only Pooja was there. Ranveer had already left from there, but he hadn't reached my room. I had told him about the garden—perhaps he was waiting for me there so he could slip into Nishu's room the moment I arrived. It seemed like he hadn't read my message.

Ranveer didn't even need the message. Nishu was alone in the room; that hint was enough for him. Pooja spotted me in the pantry. I left there and went straight to the garden, sitting down and continuing my act of being on a call. I glanced around here and there, wondering if Ranveer was watching me from somewhere.

By now, Ranveer must have reached Nishu and started fucking her hard. I needed to catch them red-handed. Quite some time had passed, so I removed my earphones, pocketed my phone, and stood up to head back to my room. Just then, Pooja entered the garden. She gestured for me to stay seated.

I needed to go quickly, but I couldn't refuse Pooja's order. We both sat down on a bench. Pooja was now speaking to me in a very serious tone, her face etched with worry and concern. 

Pawan: “Where is Ranveer?” 

Pooja: “Don't worry, Ranveer won't be coming here. I need to talk to you about something important—there might not be time later.” 

Pawan: “Tell me, Pooja.” 

Pooja: “Whatever happened between us yesterday, did you tell Nishu about it?” 

Pawan: “No. How could I!” 

Pooja: “How did it feel doing it with me?” 

Pawan: “It was good… it felt really good, Pooja.” 

Pooja: “Have you ever done it with anyone before?” 

Pawan: “No, apart from Nishu, yesterday was the first time… with you.” 

Pooja: “We made a huge mistake. We shouldn't have done all that. I feel so terrible for Nishu and Ranveer.” 

Pawan: “We'll be careful from now on. I need to go to Nishu right now. There's something urgent.” 

Pooja: “No, sit down. Nishu must be sleeping—let her rest. My matter is more important.” 

I desperately needed to rush and catch Nishu and Ranveer fucking red-handed, but for now, I had to shake off Pooja. 

Pawan: “Yes, Pooja, tell me quickly.” 

Pooja: “Pawan, tell me—what should we do? I feel so guilty about cheating on Ranveer and Nishu. I can't even look them in the eye.” 

Pawan: “Don't worry, they won't find out.” 

Pooja: “I'm thinking of telling everything to Ranveer and Nishu and then apologizing.” 

Pawan: “Ranveer must have done something sometime too—has he ever told you!” 

Pooja: “Ranveer could never do something like that.” 

Pawan: “Please don't tell them right now—at least wait one more day. We'll see once we get home.” 

Pooja: “Are you sure you're not betraying Nishu?” 

Pawan: “Really, Pooja, I'm far from all these things. I don't ignore anything you say, otherwise yesterday wouldn't have happened between us either. Can I go to Nishu now?” 

Pooja: “Okay.” 

I bolted from there as if my head was on fire and reached the door of my room. Forty-five minutes had already passed. If Ranveer had good stamina, he would still be pounding Nishu hard. 

I saw that the door was still slightly open, just as I had left it. Maybe Ranveer had fucked Nishu and left the door ajar while leaving. I entered the room and closed the door. Nishu was still positioned in doggy style, occasionally shifting her heels a little left and right. The slit of her pussy was visible, but there were no signs of anyone having mounted her. Perhaps Ranveer had fucked her and cleaned up her pussy thoroughly. Hearing my footsteps, Nishu spoke up.

Nishu: “Pawan, you're back!!” 

Pawan: “Yes.” 

Nishu: “How long have you been gone? Untie me—I’m in so much pain. Did you call me? I got a call from someone, but with the blindfold on, I couldn't see anything, and my hands are tied so I couldn't pick up the phone.” 

Nishu looked a bit anxious after waiting for me like this for so long. I couldn't figure out if Ranveer had come and fucked her or not. I removed the blindfold from Nishu's eyes and untied her hands, then handed her the phone. I started untying her legs too. Nishu checked something on her phone and then turned toward me. 

Nishu: “Did you use my phone?” 

Pawan: “No!” 

Nishu typed something again. By then, I had untied her feet. She was fuming at me. 

Nishu: “You’ve completely ruined the mood. I was waiting for you here like a madwoman, and you took so long—where were you?” 

Just then, a message pinged on Nishu's phone, and she began reading it. Then she turned to me in anger. 

Nishu: “What is this, Pawan? What message did you send to my colleague from my phone—‘Ranveer come fast, I am waiting for you.’ What does this mean?” 

Pawan: “I didn’t send any message to your colleague!” 

Nishu turned the phone toward me and showed me the screenshot of the message I had sent, which had just arrived. 

Nishu: “If you didn’t send this message, then who did? It was sent at the time when both of us were in this room and I was tied up here. What’s going on, Pawan?” 

Pawan: “I sent that to Ranveer.” 

Nishu: “This isn’t to Ranveer—you sent it to Ranveer, who works in my office. And tell me one thing: why were you sending a message to Ranveer? Our plan was to fuck. Yesterday too, I was naked, and you called Ranveer over. What is all this? Tell me the truth—what’s going on in your head?”




Chapter 14

Nishu was now flushed red with anger, her cheeks burning as she started pulling on her clothes. She kept demanding answers from me, her voice sharp and trembling with fury. I stood there like a statue, frozen in place. No words came to my lips. I had crafted such a perfect plan, but it had backfired because the “Ranveer” in her phonebook turned out to be her colleague, not Ranveer. That colleague had even called her back, and when she couldn’t pick up, he messaged, explaining that Nishu must have sent it by mistake. Nishu had fully dressed now and was advancing toward me, her steps heavy with rage.

Nishu: “Pawan, I’m asking you for the last time—what the hell is going on?” 

Her eyes blazed with fiery anger, burning into me. I couldn’t see her gaze. Looking away, I muttered, 

Pawan: “I had suspicions about you and Ranveer’s relationship, so I was trying to do a loyalty test.” 

Nishu: “What!!! You suspected me, so you left me here completely naked and tried to call Ranveer over? Are your doubts on Ranveer, on me, or on both of us?” 

Her voice cracked with disbelief and hurt, a storm of emotions swirling in her eyes. 

Pawan: “I suspect Ranveer.” 

Nishu: “If you suspected me, I could have understood it somehow. Even when you come home late saying you had a meeting, I get doubts too. I check your clothes and sometimes even your phone. But you—you stripped me naked and practically served me up for Ranveer!” 

A deep wave of shame washed over me as I lowered my eyes, enduring her scolding. My entire plan had flipped upside down, leaving me exposed and vulnerable. 

Nishu: “It was only my good luck that you messaged the wrong Ranveer instead of Ranveer, otherwise I would have been utterly humiliated in front of him.” 

Pawan: “My method was wrong, but what could I do? I told you about Ranveer’s intentions, but you weren’t ready to hear anything against him.” 

Nishu: “The way you spoke about it, how could I believe you? I’ve known you for one year, but I’ve known Ranveer for seven years. I was just fourteen when he married Pooja. He has always treated me like his little sister.” 

Her voice softened slightly with nostalgia, but the anger still simmered underneath, a mix of loyalty and confusion. 

Pawan: “You were a kid then, Nishu, but now you’re a grown woman—your body has filled out so alluringly. Anyone seeing you could have impure thoughts. Why couldn’t Ranveer’s intentions change?” 

Nishu: “After marriage, even if my dupatta slipped, Ranveer would gently fix it. I’m not ready to accept that Ranveer is wrong. My trust in him is even stronger than in you. So drop these useless thoughts.” 

Her words carried deep conviction, defending the man she saw as family, yet I could sense a tiny crack of doubt forming beneath her fierce loyalty. 

Pawan: “If that message had actually reached Ranveer, his true colors would have been exposed by now.” 

Nishu: “Nothing like that would have happened. If Ranveer saw me in that state, he would have first covered me with clothes and then called you to give you a proper scolding.” 

Pawan: “How do I make you believe me now? I’m one hundred percent sure that yesterday in the washroom, while fucking Pooja, Ranveer was moaning your name.” 

Nishu: “Whenever you’re one hundred percent sure, you usually turn out right, but in this matter, I’m not ready to accept it. Many people call their partners by their children’s names instead. They don’t have kids, so he treats me like his own child. Maybe he calls Pooja by my name!” 

A flicker of uncertainty crossed her face as she tried to rationalize it, her tone defensive yet laced with lingering affection. 

Pawan: “I’ve never heard him call Pooja ‘Nishu.’ Have you ever heard of it?” 

Nishu: “I never paid attention—maybe when they’re alone, he calls Pooja by my name.” 

Pawan: “That’s just comforting yourself. Times have changed, Nishu. You’re not a fourteen-year-old girl anymore, and Ranveer’s intentions are no longer innocent. You have to understand this.” 

Nishu: “I understand what you’re saying, but I can’t bring myself to believe it. Whatever you did to me in all this mess was not right at all.” 

Her voice trembled with a painful mix of betrayal and lingering love, her body tense as she processed everything. 

Pawan: “I’m so sorry. I never wanted to put you in such a situation. But I was completely confident that seeing you naked would reveal Ranveer’s real character.” 

Nishu: “Because of your suspicion, you took such a huge risk and put my dignity on the line! Either you’ve gone crazy with doubt or you’re absolutely certain. But this can’t be true, Pawan. You’re misunderstanding Ranveer.” 

Pawan: “Give me one chance—I’ll prove it to you.” 

Nishu: “What do you want to do? Tell me.” 

Pawan: “The same thing I tried just now.” 

Nishu: “Have you lost your mind! How can I get naked in front of Ranveer? What will he think of me?” 

Her eyes widened in shock and embarrassment, a deep flush creeping up her neck at the very thought. 

Pawan: “The same thing I tried just now.” 

Nishu: “Have you lost your mind! How can I get naked in front of Ranveer? What will he think of me?” 

Pawan: “Seeing you naked, he’ll actually be overjoyed. Didn’t you see how he suggested you wear a bikini? I guarantee it—once he sees you bare, he’ll pounce on you with raw desire.” 

Nishu: “And if that doesn’t happen, what will be left of my dignity? I won’t be able to face Ranveer ever again. And how can you let your wife stand naked in front of another man?” 

Her voice rose with humiliated disbelief, emotions of shame and confusion swirling intensely inside her. 

Pawan: “If it were anyone else, I wouldn’t do it, but he’s your Ranveer. We have to rip off that mask of his decency. If you have any other solution, tell me.” 

Nishu: “I don’t know, but I’m not removing my clothes in front of Ranveer.” 

Pawan: “Fine. Keep observing him the whole day today—notice how he touches you or looks at you.” 

Just then, Nishu's phone rang. She showed me the screen where “Ranveer” was displayed. If only I had searched for Ranveer instead of Ranveer while messaging, he would have been caught by now. Ranveer had called simply to ask if we had checked out and were heading out to explore. Nishu said yes, and we grabbed our bags and left. 

Doubt about Nishu still lingered in my heart. Maybe she was in on it with Ranveer. She could even alert him now. I decided to stay close to her the entire day and listen to every conversation she had with Ranveer. We checked out of the hotel, loaded the bags in the car, and drove off to explore. 

I kept reminding Nishu with gestures to watch Ranveer’s behavior closely. She would glare at me for a moment, then return to her normal, playful self. I had tried planting seeds of doubt in her mind, but she remained completely composed. We packed our bags and reached the station to catch the train. This time we had booked chair car seats since it was a daytime journey, allowing us to travel comfortably while seated. 

We were set to reach home by night. Nishu and I sat close together in the train, while Ranveer and Pooja were on the opposite side. Nishu and I kept messaging each other continuously. I asked if she noticed any difference in Ranveer’s behavior, but she kept denying it. I reminded her how he had gripped her shoulders and waist, but she said it was normal. I recalled how he had lifted her into his lap for no reason, yet she saw it as light-hearted fun. 

Then I reminded her how, while holding her in his lap, his hand had been so close to her breasts, his fingers brushing against their soft swell. Reading that, Nishu's mouth fell open in surprise. She looked at me, laughing shyly, and messaged back that she knew his finger had pressed against her breasts, but it was accidental and he quickly moved it away. I asked if it didn’t feel strange when Ranveer kept pouring water on her chest at the pool, trying to shift her swim top or catch a glimpse of her nipples. 

Nishu was once again ready to defend Ranveer. According to her, only that part of her body was above water. If he poured water on her face, she would have trouble breathing, so pouring it on her chest was the right thing to do. I also revealed to Nishu that when Ranveer had pressed her ass against his hardness while turning her, his cock had grown fully erect inside his shorts afterward.


Chapter 15

Nishu read my message and, instead of replying, gave my hand a light slap, widening her eyes in mock warning. Then she typed back that it was just a natural bodily process. I continued arguing through messages, insisting that a cock only gets hard when intentions turn dirty. She eventually conceded the point but wrote that I must have been mistaken about Ranveer getting erect. It was a good thing our phones were on silent; otherwise, the constant pinging would have driven the passengers around us crazy.

Our filthy, playful messages kept flowing back and forth. I noticed that the cleavage of Nishu's breasts had become visible from above her shirt. Her full, soft mounds had swollen while reading these dirty words, and her mood was heating up beautifully. I gestured with my eyes, drawing her attention to her own tempting cleavage.

She glanced down, bit her lip to suppress a giggle, then quickly adjusted her shirt to cover it. I messaged her asking if she was feeling horny and wanted to get fucked. She replied that she was aching for it badly—after four or five days without any action, her body was craving release.

I couldn’t resist asking whether, during the long time I was away, Ranveer had actually come and fucked her, and if she was hiding it from me. She punched my thigh hard and shot me an angry glare. Then, laughing, she started typing. Her message popped up: “Yes, I got fucked by Ranveer. If you had come back five minutes earlier, you could have caught us.” Reading that, my throat went completely dry. She was looking at me with a mischievous, teasing smile. A wave of real fear hit me—maybe she wasn’t joking after all.

My face turned serious. Nishu sent the next message: “By the way, Ranveer fucks much better than you.” I read it and stared at her, growing tense. She was busy typing more. One message after another flooded in, and I couldn’t tell if she was just messing with me or revealing the truth. My heart pounded with a storm of jealousy, doubt, and unwanted arousal.

“Ranveer was praising my figure so much—you never compliment me like that.” 

“Listening to his compliments made getting fucked feel even more pleasurable.” 

“I always told you to learn how to praise from Ranveer. Now I’m saying learn from him how to really fuck.” 

“If only I were the elder sister, I would have married Ranveer and gotten fucked by him every single day.”

She thought she was just teasing me, burning my blood while deepening my suspicions about her. Was everything she wrote true? My face must have shown twelve o’clock. She read my expression and continued her playful torture, sending more dirty messages. 

“My favorite sex position is the same as Ranveer’s—doggy style.” 

“Don’t even ask how hard he pounds in that position; he almost took my soul.” 

“When he sucks my boobs, it doesn’t hurt at all—in fact, it feels amazing. He squeezes them roughly, yet it only gives me more pleasure.”

I was getting truly worried now. By telling her about Ranveer’s intentions, I had brought this trouble upon myself. In anger, I messaged back that if Ranveer squeezed breasts so well, she should go to him and get them fondled. Reading it, she covered her mouth and burst into loud giggles. It felt like knives twisting in my heart. Her laughter made her swollen cleavage jiggle enticingly against her shirt.

With a smile, she sent the next message: “If Pooja weren’t sitting here, I would go right now and get my boobs squeezed by him.” She kept giving me that naughty smile. Just then, Pooja got up and headed to the toilet. Nishu looked at me, raising her eyebrows as if asking whether she should go sit with Ranveer. I pinched her thigh hard and signaled her to go.

She stayed seated, laughing at me. I pushed her arm, urging her to stop. But she kept giggling behind her hand, then gestured for me to stay put. She stood up, walked over, and sat on Pooja's empty seat. There, she rested her head on Ranveer’s shoulder. Smiling, she glanced back at me, grabbed one of his hands, placed it on her waist, and continued leaning against his shoulder.

I had known Nishu for a year and was well aware of her teasing habits. She never missed a chance to burn me for fun, and even in this delicate situation, she didn’t hold back. After a while, Pooja returned. Nishu vacated the seat and came back to sit beside me. She looked at me, batting her eyelashes playfully, asking how it felt.

I messaged her: “Why did you come back? You should have stayed with your dear Ranveer.” 

Nishu replied: “Should I go again?” 

I nodded yes. She called out to Pooja. I quickly grabbed her wrist tightly to stop her. There was no trusting her—she might actually go back in jest. 

Instead, she asked Pooja, “Did you fall asleep?” Everyone knew Pooja had just returned from the toilet, so she couldn’t have slept. Pooja, familiar with Nishu's playful nature, simply smiled and sat down. Nishu looked at me and started messaging again. 

“Next time you tell me to go, I’ll really sit in Ranveer’s lap.” 

I joined my hands in apology, begging her not to. I wouldn’t say it again.

I messaged her again: “You were going to get your boobs squeezed by Ranveer—didn’t you get them fondled?” 

Nishu replied: “My back was toward you, so how would you know? Ranveer slipped his hand inside my shirt and squeezed my boobs properly.” 

I messaged: “While you’re at it, let him touch your pussy too—you’ll feel relieved.” 

Nishu's reply: “Next time Pooja goes to the toilet, I’ll get my pussy rubbed against Ranveer.” 

My reply: “Forget worrying about your Pooja; I’ll rub her pussy myself.” 

Reading that, Nishu got so angry she pinched my wrist hard. The pain made me yank my hand back, and the skin turned red. I started rubbing it. 

Nishu messaged: “Don’t you dare bring Pooja into this.” 

I replied: “You’re the one bringing Ranveer into it.” 

Nishu: “I didn’t bring Ranveer—you did.” 

My reply: “You got fucked by Ranveer in doggy style, and Pooja fucked me in my favorite cowgirl position—and much better than you.” 

Nishu: “Shut up! Don’t talk so dirty about my Pooja.” 

My reply: “You’re talking dirty about Ranveer too.” 

Nishu: “He’s my Ranveer—I can say anything about him. What’s it to you?” 

My reply: “Pooja is my sister-in-law too. I can say whatever I want. Her boobs are even bigger than yours.”

Nishu looked at me, her eyes widening into big circles, mouth falling open in shock. She closed it, glanced down at her own breasts, then sideways toward Pooja's fuller chest. She grabbed my wrist again. Now it was my turn to laugh. She had teased me enough; I had found her weak spot. I typed with one hand. 

My message: “Your nipples are like raisins, while Pooja are big and plump like grapes.” 

Nishu read it, gritted her teeth, and squeezed my wrist even harder. 

I messaged again: “You have hair on your pussy, but Pooja is smooth and clean-shaven.” 

Nishu let go of my wrist and snatched my phone away entirely. From the other side, Pooja was laughing while watching our little fight. Little did she know I had already revealed the truth of our situations to Nishu, who was still taking it as my dirty joke. Nishu put both our phones in her purse and rested her head on my shoulder. 

Her soft, heavy breasts pressed warmly against my arm. Maybe when she had leaned on Ranveer earlier in the same way, her breasts had really been squeezed against him. There must have been some truth in her words. I asked for my phone back, but she refused. When I requested it nicely, she finally returned it. 

I messaged her: “When you rested your head on my shoulder, I could feel your breasts pressing against me.”

…

…

… to be continued…….
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